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Bv 

Maurice Richardson 

An omnibus during the paper shortage. . . . \Xhih so many books 
out of print and with such a promising increase in the habit of reading, 
the form has become almost a necessity. For me personally no omni¬ 
bus can be too large, not even if it threatens to crush my chest with its 
weight as I read it in bed. I hanker after one so vast, so all-inclusive, 
that it would constitute a whole library. As a confirmed giganto- 
maniac, I class this volume, with its ration of 700 pages, as a light¬ 
weight, but it may please you to know that it contains the equivalent 
in printed (to say nothing of reading) matter of some four or five 
modern novels. Apart from paper, the principles governing the 
selection of the four items—three of them being very well known and 
one hardly known at all—are two : sufficient enthusiasm and no 
abridgement. 

it it It H * 

The genre is very English, or at any rate Anglo-Celtic. In our 
own over-specialised, disintegrated times, tliere arc the rigid categories 
of detective story, thriller, and ghost sto^ with several sub-divisions 
to each : ‘ \vho__done it,’ or mystery ; spy^story or g angs ter ; sadist 
or masochist.; s pook or spiriH" Kut in the last century they could all 
be lumped together^as Tal?s of Mystery and Imagination. Via the 
Gothic* romance and the smoky chiaroscuro of Scott in his more 
self-indulgent vein, it emerged, the Victorian novel of entertainment 
in which the dark forces of the oppressed underworld without and 
the repressed unconscious within entered into unholy alliance. Sub- 
stand^ phantoms banged and scratched at the window-panes, while 
inside the snuggeries, with their tropical profusion of furniture—in 
city merchant’s house in Upper Norwood, in Bournemouth villa, in 
Irish Georgian drawing-room—the family settled down to the latest 
three-decker or tlie pre-publication serial in one of the many magazines 
which had such an influence on our literature throughout the 19th 
century; they settled down to wallow—often enough in the horrors 
of the dark night of some high-born villain’s soul, in the ghastly 
depravity of his lumpen-proletariat executives. Though trimmed with 
didacticism it was essentially popular, even sensational fiction, leisure 
reading which made small demands. Even the masters catered for 
the prevailing high standard of mental comfort, thereby sacrificing 
their chances of reaching full maturity. We recommend Dickensj 
Thackeray and Trollope to average children ; Balzac, Stendlia 'and 

^ At this momeot I cannot think of a single writer of thrillers or detective stories 
who IS Jewish although there must be dozens. 
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Raubcrt to intelligent adoles cent s. However delightfully, seductively 
readable it may Have been, the plot-obsessed English novel during the 
first two-thirds of the 19th century was seldom quite ^own up. 

Nevertheless it was exceedingly vigorous. Victorian standards of 
invention, education and literacy were relatively high. The Word, 
though sometimes alarmingly pompous, was still rich, varied, fruity ; 
that paralysing-lowcr-middle-class stiltcdness which is one of the 
greatest cultural curses of our twice-guilty centuiy' had not yet set in. 
Compared with some of their predecessors, many a forgotten best 
seller of the 50’s, 6o’s and 70’s was a positive lord of language. Even 
the failures collapsed with a shattering belly-flop of banality which in 
itself was an achievement. 

Yet among those who tried their hand at the talc of mystery the 
masters, as ever, were few. I will spare you the details of the process 
of elimination. Dickens, whose gross creative energy and jungle¬ 
like imagination could populate a whole universe with phantasms, 
Wilkie Collins and Lc Fanu—these, at any rate, survive datelessly 
readable after nearly a century. Dickens one excludes from this 
volume for obvious reasons. The centre-piece, the main chassis of 
the omnibus, must be Wilkie Collins. 

* -k * it * 

Wilkie Collins’ reputation has been subject to the usual fluctuations 
of the enormous best-seller. His success in his own day was immense ; 
a later generation listed him as not much more than an entertaining 
story-teller. His talent for characterisation and richly detailed, 
emotionally evocative descriptions of scenery, did not receive the 
appreciation they deserved, although Swinburne applauded him glee¬ 
fully, and Dickens, Thackeray and Fitzgerald were lavish in their 
praise. The two best of his sensational novels* have remained steady 
if rather subdued, popular favourites. In America, between the wars, 
there was a sudden upward swing in the Wilkie Collins vogue-curve, 
due largely to Alexander Woolcott, who switched on all that infectious 
hypo-manic zest, which was such a useful and agreeable part of his 
equipment, in one high-powered rave. 

A few devotees might press the claims of tltc ambitious, more serious 
“ Armadale ” and “ No Name,” but the only two of Collins* novels 
that triumphantly pass the test of time are “ The Woman in White ” 
and “ The Moonstone.” Opinions differ as to their ranking. “ The 
Moonstone ” is often placed first simply because it is a detective 
story—probably the best, and certainly the best-written detective 
story yet: beautifully told and constructed, with characterisation as 
rich and thick as the turdc soup at the M^sion House. Myself, I 
have no hesitation in preferring “ The Woman in White,** a mag¬ 
nificent domestic thriller, very long and full of incident, with even 

*'• The Moonstone,” with a discerning introduction by Miss Dorothy Sayers, 
included in the Everyman Library in 1944 
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richer characterisation, an exquisitely keen and excruciatingly sustained 
suspense and a dark, sultry undertone of fear and guilty sensuality. 
But before I lose consciousness in that blackout which supervenes in 
the last stages of blurb-writer’s delirium, let me give you a ported 
biography of this gentle, likeable Victorian near-genius, acknowledging 
my debt, for some of the lesser known facts, to Mr. S. M. Ellis, that 
mine of information concerning 19th century’ men of letters. 

William Wilkie Collins, bom January 8,1824, the elder son of William 
Collins, R.A., famous for his “ Collins ’ Skies,” whether framing The 
Mount of Olives or Hampstead Heath. Brought up and lived most 
of his life in the parish of Marylebone. 1836 visited Italy with his 
parents. Apprenticed to a tea merchant but in 1846 entered Lincoln’s 
Inn ; called to the Bar in November, 1851. Father died in 1847, and 
Collins’ first published work was a biography of him. 1849 one of 
Wilkie’s landscapes exhibited in tlie Acade.-ny. 

In February, 1850, his first novel, “ Antonina, or the Fall of Rome ” 
(a frank imitation of Bulwer Lyiion) was published and in 1851 the 
artist, Augustus Egg, introduced him to Dickens with whom he almost 
at once formed an intimate friendship. Dickens and Collins exercised 
a mutual literary influence over one another. Collins’ second novel, 
“ Mr. Wray’s Cash Box ” (1852), sub-titled “ A Christmas Sketch,” 
was written in the Dickens manner. The influence of Collins on 
Dickens was to manifest itself later in “ Bleak House,” “ Our Mutual 
Friend,” and “ Edwin Drood.” 

Several more novels followed, including “Basil”: a strong 
sociological and, in view of Collins’ latest phase, significantly didactic 
“ Story of Modern Life.” In 1853 Collins travelled with Dickens 
and the irrepressible Egg in Switzerland and Italy, and from 1855 
onwards wrote more or less regularly for Dickon’s magazine, “ House¬ 
hold Words,” including some macabre short stories (one of which, “ A 
Terribly Strange Bed,” has been published in many anthologies), and 
two novels; “ A Rogue’s Life ” and “ The Dead Secret,” wliich was 
the first of his mystery stories and had a detailed Land’s End setting. 

1858, the year in which, presumably, Collins began work on “ The 
Woman in White,” began with theatricals at Dickens’ house, including 
” An Entirely New Romantic Drama in Three Acts,” by Mr. Wilkie 
Collins, called “ The Frozen Deep,” and in which Dickens, Collins 
and Mark Lemon all acted. A boisterously enjoyable affair, no doubt, 
^d one would give a lot to have been present. Significantly enough 
It must very nearly have coincided with the Magny dinner at which the 
Goncourts introduced Flaubert to the gentle, bearlike Turgenev and 
the conversation ranged again round the eternal subject. . . . Punch 
and charades on one side of the channel, claret and the higher art of 
love on the other. 

Later in the year Dickens and CoUms went on a walking tour in 
Cumberland and Collins made notes for the scenery of the first half of 
“ The Woman in White.” 
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On November 26th, 1859, “ The Woman in White ” began to appear 
in Dickens’ new magazine, “ All the Year Round,” as the principal 
serial following on the heels of “ A Tale of Two Cities.” ” I have not 
the slightest doubt,” wrote Dickens to Collins, “ that ‘ The Woman in 
White ’ is the name of names and the very title of very titles.” 

Its success was immediate and enormous. Thackeray sat up all 
night reading it. Fitzgerald declared it to be superior to Fielding and 
Jane Austen. Swinburne revelled in the cinque-cento iniquity of the 
immortal Count Fosco and, with his characteristic infatuation for 
vigorous females, hailed Marian Halcombe* as a “ glorious woman.” 

“ The Woman in White ” became the rage and throughout i860 there 
were “ W’oman in White ” cloaks and bormets, “ Woman in White ” 
scents and hair-brushes, a “ Woman in White ” waltz. It went on 
selling in vast quantities and Collins engaged a chef and dispensed 
vintage wines and choicest Havana cigars at his dinner table in No. 12, 
Harley Street. 

For his next novel, “ No Name,” his publishers paid him £3,000. 
In 1862 he went to Aldeburgh, in Suffolk, to convalesce after an attack 
of the rheumatic gout which was later to cause him such agony that he 
was forced to take doses of opium large enough to poison a whole dinner 
table. 

Once again he found inspiration in landscape. The Norfolk Broads 
provided part of the setting for “ Armadale,” a sombre, doomladen 
storj’ of retribution which features a murder and a satisfactorily evil 
villaincss. “ The Moonstone ” was written for “ All the Year Round ” 
in 1868, when Collins’ mother was dying and be himself was “ crippled 
in every limb.” In a later preface he wrote: “ I doubt if I should 
have lived to write another book if the responsibility of the weekly 
publication of this story had not forced me to rally my sinking energies 
of body and mind—to dry my useless tears and to conquer my merciless 
pain.” The story itself shows no signs of any of ^s agony; it is 
told with great zest and its plot, incidentally, makes ingenious use of the 
effects of opium. 

Between publication of the “ Moonstone ” and his death on 
September 23rd, 1879, Collins was to write 15 novels and a number of 
short stories. Most of them were sadly inferior to the three great 
mystery stories. No doubt his health, which he never recovered, was 
partly responsible for this failure but another reason was his im- 
fortunaie change of line. With one of those qualms of social con¬ 
science which so often—and alas so often disastrously—overtake success¬ 
ful story-tellers, he turned to writing didactic novels about the glaring 
sociological problems of his day. Their sentiments were admirably 
progressive, some of them far in advance of their dme, but Collins 
lacked the gross creative energy of Dickens, and his sense of humour 
and light fanciful touch deserted him altogether. Valiantly he crusaded 

* Fitzgenid christened his new fishing smack after her. 
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against anomalies in the marriage laws in “ Alan and Wife ”* (1870) 
and “ The Law and the Lady ” (1875), rescued prostitutes in “ The 
New Magdalene,” which was Matthew Arnold’s favourite novel, and 
“ The Fallen Leaves.” His public remained faithful to him. He 
also wrote a smashing expose of Jesuit intrigue—“ The Black Robe ” 
(1881) and an anti-viviseciionist novel, ” Hean and Science ” (1883). 
He died having left concise instructions to Walter Besant to finish 
his last story, ‘ Blind Love,” which the Illustrated London News was 
running as a serial. The only one of his post-Moonstone books which 
can be read easily to-day is ‘‘ Poor Miss Finch ” (1872). It illustrates 
Collins’ amateur (he advocated silver nitrate as a cure for epilepsy) but 
by no means always uninformed passion for chemistry, and contains a 
striking anticipation of Freud’s discoveries-j- concerning the nature of 
the unconscious, and infantile trauma as a cause of mental illness. 


* * * 


* ★ 


In “ The Woman in White,” Collins writes at the top of his form, 
weaving his tortuous, melodramatic plot into its background of country 
house life with a surprising and at times almost dreamy lightness of 
touch. For so sensational a story, the book has a remarkably rich 
texture, with live, idiosyncratic characters who never degenerate into 
mere bundles of properties. After the startling opening in wliich the 
young drawing-mastcr,J Walter Hartright, encounters the persecuted 
wraith-like Woman, comes the languorous autumn at Limmeridge with 
the unattainable Laura Fairlie—that so desperately frustrated heroine, 
betrayed already by her uncle, the epicene, neurotic aesthete, who 
reminds one at times of a millionaire Leigh Hunt. The emotional 
tempo is manipulated with much skill and stagecraft. Marian Hal- 
combe, who should act as the young lovers’ good angel, is forced by the 

diaates of propriety to garland Laura for the sacrifice to Sir Percival 
Clyde. 

Pay special attention to Sir Percival. This by no means unsubtle 
p^tomime demon of a ch^acter is full of sociological significance* 
should you wish to look for it. To the historical materialist he would^ 
no doubt, represent a decadent hang-over from the feudal aristocracy 
—who treats the richly-dowried daughters of the merchants as his 
l^itimate economic prey while his baser passions have already been 
given full rem at the expense of the lower orders. So powerful a bogey 
was this type in Victorian society that it seems to have been necessary 
to reduce the terror which he invoked by comic distortion. His death- 


t Also aoiidpated in ihe novels of Oliver Wendell Holmes ! 

In importance of drawing and uatcr-colour painting 
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kncU sounded finally with the passing of the Aiarried Woman’s Property 
Act, though by then he was already undergoing one of those characier- 
i^dcally English transformations by which a fiend becomes a quasi- 
aflfectionatc figure of fun. That such a sinister blackguard was by no 
means uncommon can be seen from a study of Mr. Michael Sadleir’s 
scholarly treatise “ Fanny By Gaslight,” with its elaborate reconstruc¬ 
tion of the luxuriant demi-monde of vice in which it was intended that 
the fiend should discharge the more sulphurous emanations of his 
libido before presenting himself in tlie drawing-room. 

Collins, though he remained a consistent champion of oppressed 
womanhood (and throughout his life displayed a pleasing tenderness 
towards all women, eschewing the hairy bull-ape rush), was still at 
this stage too good an artist to make do with a gnashing dummy. Sir 
Percival has all the symptoms of the hag-ridden Macbeth of the marriage 
market. Until his ungovernable temper takes possession of him, his 
dignity commands a certain respect. Then, bursting under pressure 
of his dark secret, he explodes in a violent and complex firework display 
of moral depravity. 

At the second, and so forcefully-described Blacktsutcr house-party, 
with its dank dripping park and Icaf-encrusted mere, you will meet 
Wilkie Collins’ favourite character : the gross, Napoleonic Count 
Fosco—paranoid yet humorous, a white mouse fancier who keeps his 
pets in a gilded rococo cage of perfect taste, and the most dangerous 
man in Europe, with his Confucian motto of “ never allow yourself to 
be provoked.” F'osco was to be the prototype of innumerable master- 
criminals in fiction, not one of whom has ever come up to the bottom 
button of his waistcoat. Relishing him, Collins was very likely in¬ 
fluenced by some of the heartless Neapolitan criminals whom he saw 
on his youthful travels—nvclve-year-old stilletists and monks who 
organised the rubbing out of inconvenient husbands. Some readers 
have complained that Fosco overbalances the second half, stealing the 
picture like Satan in Paradise Lost. Admitted, the end is a bit ragged, 
anti-climactic like the tail of a nightmare. Never mind. 

One of the most intriguing things about " The Woman in White ” 
is the story of its foundation in fact. On several occasions in other 
novels Collins made use of reports of criminal causes^celebres. But 
in this, his greatest book, the most dreamlike and fantastic element— 
the Woman in White herself—was founded on an experience of his 
own. 

The story is told in “ The Life of John Everett Millais,” by his son, 

of how “ one night in the 50*$,” after a party at Mrs. Collins’ house in 

Hanover Terrace, Wilkie and his brother Charles/ accompanied their 

friend ” on his homeward walk through the dimly lit, and in those 

days semi-rural roads and lanes of North London ... it was a 

beautiful moonlit summer night and as the three friends walked along 

• L«s8er-known author of “ A New Sentimental Journey,” ” A CruUe Upon 
whecls> Qnd several novels. ^ 
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chatting gaily together they were suddenly arrested by a piercing’seWm 
coming from the garden of a villa close at hand ... the iron gate 
leading to the garden was dashed open and from it came the figure of 
a young and very beautiful woman dressed in flowing white robes that 
shone in the moonlight. She seemed to float rather than to run in 
their direction and, on coming up to the three young men, she paused 
for a moment in an attitude of supplication and terror. Then, suddenly 
seeming to recollect herself, she vanished in the shadows cast upon 
the road.” 

Collins, with, for him, unusual impulsiveness, dashed after her and 
was not seen again that night. It later transpired that she was “ a 
young lady of good birth and position who had accidentally fallen into 
the hands of a man living in a villa in Regents Park. There for many 
months he kept her prisoner under threats and mesmeric influence of so 
alarming a character that she dared not attempt to escape, until, in 
sheer desperation, she fled from the brute, who, with a poker in liis 
hand, threatened to dash her brains out.” 

Mr. Millais goes on to remark that “ her subsequent history, interest¬ 
ing as it is, is not for these pages,” but in fact, according to Dickens’ 
daughter Kate, who married Collins’ younger brother Charles, Wilkie 
Collins set up house w’ith “ The Woman in White,” at 12, Harley 
Street, and lived with her for many years. 

And there, in circumstances of acute romantic excitement, let us leave 
him, gentle, bearded, spectacled, liis imposing Socratic dome tilted 
forward over his writing table, in the act of composing the novel which 

was to make his name, with his beautiful model still trembling faintly 
beside him . 

***** 

Our next item is a curiosity and a somewhat esoteric one. So far as 
I know, “ The Noiting Hill Mystery ” has not been reprinted since its 
first appearance in 1862 as a serial in the magazine, “ Once a Week,” a 
rival publication to “AU the Year Round,” described as “ an illustrated 
miscellany of literature, art, science and popular information.” Its 
authorship is anonymous. It might conceivably have been written as 
a pastiche of “The Woman in White” herself. It follows Wilkie Collins’ 
use of the multi-narrational form, but imparts a streamlined brevity 
that is iiiore m keeping with this century than the last. And it makes, 
for its time, highly original use of fascimile clues and documentary 
evidence. Its plot is so wildly sensational that I must refrain from any 
comment that might let even an ear of the cat out of the bag. Its villain, 
Ae mysterious Baron R., might well have been a pupd of Fosco’s. 
Here and there it creaks loudly, but between it and some of our con¬ 
temporary thrillers, ravers and biters, I will leave you to draw what¬ 
ever odious comparisons you please. It is, at any rate, the work of an 
educated, literate, and highly imaginative writer. 
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The opening instalment was preceded by the following editorial 
build-up, worth quoting for its period flavour: 

“ It is unnecessary for us to state by tvhat means the foUozoing papers 
came in to our hands and it rcould be no compliment to the penetration 
of our readers if zee indicated beforehand the nature of the mystery they 
arc supposed to unrai-el. It zcilly however^ require a very close attention 
to names and dates to comprehend the view of the compiler as to the 
case he is inz'estigaiing ; and, so far, it is requisite to rely on the reader's 
patience and discernment. The whole particulars of the case will 
extend to some seven or eight numbers of ' Once a Week ' and some 
things which arc dark at first will appear clearer in the sequel. If the 
compilo' has really discovered a new species of crime, it is natural that 
the evidence of it, which is circumstantial, should be somewhat difficult 
of acceptance. 

The illustrations are simply added to make the reader's task more 
agreeable, but of course it is not pretended that they were made simul^ 
taneously with the events they represent." 

*«**-* 

Our ration of 700 pages, severely restricts my choice of the writings 
of the Irish 19th century master, Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu (1814- 
1873), grand-nephew of R. B. Sheridan. This brilliant, yet still rather 
neglected writer, with his deliciously clear, unfusty style that diffuses 
a pale amber, melancholy light like bog-water, deserves to be given a 
massive omnibus volume to himself and I apologise for such scanty 
representation. But if we arc to leave space for “ Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde,” there is room only for one long short story : perhaps you might 
indulgently class it as a novelette. “ Carmilla,” however, is one of Lc 
Fanu’s very best things and certainly the finest vampire story in 
literature. It is a peculiar mixture in which an exceedingly subtle, 
psychological study of two young girls is combined with a straight¬ 
forward horror-mystery. The masterful manner in which Carmilla 
importunes her friend and would-be victim—“ In the rapture of my 
enormous humiliation I live in your warm life, and you shall die—die, 
sweetly die—into mine,” and the whole feverish relationship between 
them puts the story on a far higher plane than the average uncanny 
talc. Lc Fanu’s insight goes straight to the heart of the perverted 
infantility which is the root of the vampire myth, and such is his 
psychological realism that one scarcely needs to perform any suspension 
of disbelief. He rings a bell in the psyche which cruder practitioners, 
such as the author of” Dracula,” can never touch. 

One is left regretting that he could not have been a little less obsessed 
with the ‘ occult,’ especially during the last years of his life, when the 
poor fellow was wracked with frightful nightmares. However, there 
were no psycho-analysts in Dublin in the seventies—or anywhere else— 
and even bad there been, it is uncertain whether Lc Fanu could have 
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faced up to the unmasking of his fantasies. Perhaps, like Proust, he 
was better off with his symptoms. 

Carmilla was written during Le Fanu’s last period, after his wife’s 
death—the period of “Green Tea” and “Madam Growl’s Ghost.” 
It first appeared in 1871 in a magazine called “ The Dark Blue.” It 
was reprinted in 1872 as the fifth stor>' in the collected volume : “ In 
a Glass Darkly,” which contained “ Green Tea ” and other stories, 
including “ The Room in the Dragon Volant,” and which, together 
with most* of Le Fanu’s work (Dublin historical romances, novels 
and ghost stories), is temporarily out of print. 

* * * it H 


And so, with an anxious glance over our shoulder to make sure that 
all is still well, we come to “ Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” written in 
1886-7—the same year as “ Kidnapped ”—at Bournemouth, when 
Stevenson was living in a state of scmi-convalescencc after tlie attack 
of illness which had driven him back from Hycres. However often 
it may have been reprinted, it can never be reprinted too often and in 
any case paper shortage and book blitz have rendered it a rarity. It 
scarcely needs introducing, but I refuse to deny myself the pleasure of 
acting, in note form, as impressario for a few minutes. 

The drastic nature of tlie change which the “ transcendental 
medicine ” effected has often been compared (especially by newspaper 
reporters) to the splitting of the personality in schizophrenia. In 
fact, the typical schizophrenic fission is a much more irregular process 
of psychical disintegration, in which affect and actions arc divorced 
from one another. However, the phenomenon of dual personality is 
occasionally found among hysterics in almost as complete, though not 
such sensational form, as Jekyll-Hyde. 

Stevenson himself described his story as a fable and no doubt, in 
addition to his aim of entertaining, he may have cherished some moral 
purpose. It is interesting to note, coming at the end of the century, 
this conception of the tmconscious part of man’s mind—the id which 
Hyde parUy symbolises—as a sadistic monster. No doubt the choice 
of a Scottish doaor was no accident, for, under the alternate pressures 
of Calvinism and careerism, the Scots had practised a more severe 
degree of repression than almost any other race, not excepting the 
Jewish. Indeed, Anti-Scots perversely maintain that it is a piece of 
national folk-lore, a kind of Doric Peer Gynt. They add that everyone 
of those eminent and respecuble Scotsmen who have invaded England 
Md occupied leading positions in commerce, the Law, Medicine, 
Joumahsm and other professions, clutch, when they wake, at the hand 
mirror on the night-tabic—not from narcissism but from—deadly 
terror lest during the night they should have changed into ... 


* His exccU^t novel “ Unde Silas » was pubUshed as a Penguin not long ago Nvith 
a usefid biogftphial mtroducuon by Chnstmc Longford. The text of tbe^book wm 

ItV biographical sketch yoi are ad^«d to 

read wiUue CoUms> Lc Fanu and Some Others, by S. M. EUis 
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At the risk of provoking a resistant cry of “ Oh Lord,” I will indulge 
in a further speculation on amateur psycho-analytical lines. You 
cannot fail to note how relatively little satisfaction the xmfortunate 
Jekyll is allowed to derive from ^s identification with Hyde—much 
less than is permitted to many of the characters in literature who 
conclude infernal pacts. The preliminary sensation of youth and 
physical well-being, the “ heady recklessness,” is almost immediately 
followed by a twinge of anxiety. The transport of glee ” at battering 
Sir Danvers Carew is succeeded “ in the top fit of my delirium,” by a 
“ cold thrill of terror.” And despite that “ current of disordered 
sensual images running like a mill-race in my fancy ” (Freud calls the 
id “ a cauldron of seething excitement ”) Hyde’s indulgences are 
restricted to outbursts of wild aggression. Soon agression becomes 
exclusively turned against Jekyll until his destruction is finally accom¬ 
plished. Jekyll, remember, was guilt-ridden long before Hyde came 
on the scene; those gaieties and irregularities “ when I laid aside 
restraint and plunged in shame ” were concealed with “ an almost 
morbid sense of shame.” It is tempting, therefore, to conclude that 
Hyde is not only “ id ” but also the super-ego which, in Freud’s words 
“ goes down into the id . . . has intimate connections with (it) . . . 
and . . . lies further from the perceptual system than the ego,” and 
which, in cases of melancholia, persecutes the ego with implacable 
sadistic fury. Hyde, in fact, is closely related to that very Udeous, 
cruel and harmful entity : the Calvinist consciences, sworn enemy of 
humanism, roaster of babes in hclL 

One thing more. “ Jekyll and Hyde ” has often been praised as a 
perfect piece of story-telling. It is, indeed, almost thcvoiily case of a 
mystery story in which tlie explanation is far more terr^ing than the 
mystery itself. Tlic plight of the unfortunate Jekyll when he finds he 
has lost control of the metamorphosis is almost unbearable to read 
about and at the same time highly exciting. But there is no satisfying 
some people. I was remarking on this to a distinguished ornament 
of a certain Senior Common Room, who happens to be one of the 
sternest misogynists since Jack the Wpper. He muttered angrily and 
shook his head. “ No, no, no,” he said, “ Stevenson made a most 
glaring omission. Jekyll should have been married ”. 
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/\N experiment is attempted in this novel, which has not (so far as 1 
know) been hitherto tried in fiction. The story of the book is told 
throughout by the characters of the book. They are all placed in 
different positions along the chain of events ; and they all take the 
chain up in turn, and carry it on to the end. 

If the execution of ^s idea had led to nothing more than the 
attainment of mere novelty of form, I should not have claimed a 
moment’s attention for it in this place. But the substance of the book, 
as well as the form, has profited by it. It has forced me to keep the 
story constantly moving forward ; and it has afforded my characters 
a new opportunity of expressing themselves, through the medium of 
the written contributions which they are supposed to make to the 
progress of the narrative. 

In writing these prefatory lines, I cannot prevail on myself to pass 
over in silence the warm welcome which my story has met with, in its 
periodical form, among English and American readers. In the first 
place, that welcome has, I hope, justified me for accepting the serious 
literary responsibility of appearing in the columns of “ All the Year 
Round,” immediately after Mr. Charles Dickens had occupied them 
with the most perfect work of constructive art that has ever proceeded 
from his pen. 

In the second place, by frankly acknow’ledging tlie recognition that 
I have obtained thus far, I provide for myself an opportunity of 
thanking many correspondents (to whom I am personally unknown) 
for the hearty encouragement I received from them while my work 
was in progress. Now, while the visionary men and women, among 
whom I have been living so long, arc all leaving me, I remember very 
gratefully that “ Marian ” and “ Laura ” made such warm friends in 
many quarters, that I was peremptorily cautioned at a serious crisis in 
the story, to be careful how I treated them—that Mr. Fairlie found 
sympathetic feUow-sufferers, who remonstrated with me for not 
making Christian allowances for the state of his nerves—that Sir 
Percival’s “ Secret ” became sufficiently exasperating, in course of 
time, to be made the subject of bets (all of which I hereby declare to 
be off”)—and that Count Fosco suggested metaphysical considerations 
to the learned in such matters (which I don’t quite understand to this 
day), besides provoking numerous inquiries as to the living model, 
from which he had been taken. I can only answer these last by con¬ 
fessing that many models, some living, and some dead, have “ sat ” 
for him ; and by hinting that the Count would not have been as true 
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to nature as I have tried to make him, if the range of my search for 
materials had not extended in his case as well as in others, beyond the 
narrow human limit wliich is represented by one man. 

In presenting my book to a new class of readers, in its complete 
form, I have only to say that it has been carefully revised ; and that 
the divisions of the chapters, and other minor matters of the same sort 
have been altered here and there, with a view to smoothing and con¬ 
solidating the stor>’ in its course through these volumes. If the readers 
who have waited until it was done, only prove to be as kind an audience 
as the readers who followed it through its weekly progress, “ The 
W'oman in White ” will be the most precious impersonal Woman on 
ilte list of my acquaintance. 

Before I conclude, I am desirous of addressing one or nvo Questions, 
of the most harmless and innocent kind, to the Critics. 

In the event of this book being reviewed, I venture to ask whether 
it is possible to praise the writer, or to blame him , without opening 
the proceedings by telling his story at second-hand ? As that story 
is written by me—with the inevitable suppressions which the periodic^ 
system of publication forces on the novelist—the telling it fills more 
than a thousand closely printed pages. No small portion of this space 
is occupied by hundreds of little “ connecting links,” of trifling value 
in Uicmselves, but of the utmost importance in maintaining the smooth¬ 
ness, the reality, and the probability of the entire narrative. 

If the critic tells the story tcith these, can he do it in his allotted page, 
or column, as the case may be ? If he tells it loithout these, is he doing 
a fellow-labourer in another form of Art the justice w^ch writers owe 
to one another ? And, lastly, if he tells it at all, in any way whatever, 
is he doing a service to the reader, by destroying, beforehand, two main 
elements in the attraction of all stories—the interest of curiosity, and 
the excitement of surprise ? 

Harley Street, London. 

August 3, i860. 
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I 


This is the story of what a Woman’s patience can endure, and of what 
a Man’s resolution can achieve. 

If the machinery of the Law could be depended on to fathom every 
case of suspicion, and to conduct every process of inquiry with moderate 
assistance only from the lubricating influences of oil of gold, the events 
which fill tliese pages might have claimed their share of the public 
attention in a Court of Justice. 

But the Law is still, in certain inevitable cases, tlie pre-engaged 
servant of the long purse ; and the story is left to be told, for the first 
time, in this place. As the Judge might once have heard it, so the 
Reader shall hear it now. No circumstance of importance from the 
beginning to the end of the disclosure, shall be related on hearsay 
evidence. When the writer of these introductory lines (Walter Hart- 
right by name) happens to be more closely connected than others with 
the incidents to be recorded, he will describe them in his own person. 
When his experience fails, he will retire from the position of narrator ; 
and his task will be continued, from the point at which he has left it off, 
by other persons who can speak to the circumstances under notice from 
their own knowl^ge, just as clearly and positively as he has spoken 
before them. 

Thus, the story here presented will be told by more than one pen, 
as the story of an offence against the laws is told in Court by more than 
one witness—with the same object, in both cases, to present the trutli 
always in its most direct and most intelligible aspect; and to trace the 
course of one complete series of events, by making the persons who have 
been most closely connected with them, at each successive stage, relate 
their own experience, word for word. 

Let Walter Hartright, teacher of drawing, aged twenty-eight years, 
be heard first. 


II 

t 

It was the last day of July. The long hot summer was drawing to a 
close j and we, the weary pilgrims of the London pavement, were 
beginning to think of the cloud-shadows on the corn-fields, and the 
autumn breezes on the sea-shore. 

For my own part, the fading summer left me out of health, out of 
spirits, and, if the truth must be told, out of money as well. During 
the past year, 1 had not managed my professional resources as carefully 
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js usual ; and my extravagance now limited me to the prospect of 
spending the autumn economically benveen my mother’s cottage at 
Hampstead and my own chambers in town. 

The evening, I remember, was still and cloudy; the London air 
was at its heaviest; the distant hum of the street-tralfic was at its 
faintest; the small pulse of the life within me, and the great heart of 
the city around me, seemed to be sinking in unison, languidly and 
more languidly, with the sinking sun. I roused myself from the book 
which I was dreaming over rather than reading, and left my chambers 
to meet the cool air in the suburbs. It was one of the two evenings in 
every week which I was accustomed to spend with my mother and my 
sister. So I turned my steps northward in the direction of Hampstead. 

Lvents which I have yet to relate, make it necessary to mention in 
this place that my father had been dead some years at the period of 
which 1 am now writing; and that my sister Sarah, and I, were the 
sole survivors of a family of five children. My fatlicr was a drawing- 
master before me. His exertions had made him highly successful in 
his profession ; and his affectionate anxiety to provide for the future 
of those who were dependent on his labours, had impelled him, from 
the time of his marriage, to devote to the insuring of his life a much 
larger portion of his income than most men consider it necessary to 
set aside for that purpose. Thanks to his admirable prudence and 
self-denial, my mother and sister were left, after his death, as inde¬ 
pendent of the world as they had been during his lifetime. I succeeded 
Jo his connection, and had every reason to feel grateful for the prospect 
that awaited me at my starting in life. 

' The quiet twilight was still trembling on the topmost ridges of the 
' heath ; and the view of London below me had sunk into a black gulf 
[ in tlic shadow of the cloudy night, when I stood before the gate of my 
i motlicr’s cottage. 1 had hardly rung the bell, before the house door 
was opened violently; my worthy Italian friend, Professor Pesca, 
appeared in the servant’s place; and darted out joyously to receive 
me, witli a shrill foreign parody of an English cheer. 

On his own account, and, I must be allowed to add, on mine also, 
the Professor merits the honour of a formal introduction. Accident 
has made him the starting-point of the strange family stoiy which it 
is the purpose of these pages to unfold. 

I had first become acquainted with my Italian friend by meeting him 
at certain great houses, where he taught his own language and I taught 
drawing. All I then knew of the history of his life was, that he had 
once held a situation in the University of Padua; that he had left 
Italy for political reasons (the nature of which he uniformly declined 
to mention to anyone); and that he had been for many years respect¬ 
ably established in London as a teacher of languages.^i^ 

Witliout being actually a dwarf—for he was pcrf^tly well propor¬ 
tioned from head to foot—Pesca was, I think, the smallest human 
being I ever saw, out of a show-room. Remarkable anywhere, by his 
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personal appearance, he was still further distinpuiihed among the rank 
and file of mankind, by the harmless eccentricity of his character. The 
ruling idea of his life appeared to be, dial he was bound to show hi' 
gratitude to the country which had afforded him an asylum and a 
means of subsistence, by doing his utmost to turn himself into an 
Englishman. Not content with paying the nation in general the compli¬ 
ment of invariably carrying an umbrella, and invariably wearing gaiters 
and a white hat, the Professor furdier aspired to become an Englishman 
in his habits and amusements, as well as in his personal appearance. 
Finding us distinguished, as a nation, by our love of athletic exercises, 
the litde man, in the innocence of his heart, devoted himself im- 
nrjynpni to all our English sports and pastimes, wherever he had the 
opponunity of joining diem ; firmly persuaded that he could adopt 
our national amusements of die field, by an effort of will, precisely as 
he had adopted our national gaiters and our national white hat. 

I had seen him risk his limbs blindly at a fox-hunt and in a cricket- 
field ; and, soon afterwards, I saw him risk his life, just as blindly, 
in the sea at Brighton. 

We had met there accidentally, and were bathing together. If we 
had been engaged in any exercise peculiar to my own nation, I should, 
of course, have looked after Pesca carefully; but, as foreigners are 
generally quite as W’cll able to take care of themselves in the water as 
Englishmen, it never occurred to me that die art of swimming might 
merely add one more to the list of manly exercises which die Professor 
believed that he could Icam impromptu. Soon after wc had both 
struck out from shore, I stopped, finding my friend did not gain on me, 
and turned round to look for him. To my horror and amazement, I 
saw nothing between me and the beach but two little white arms which 
struggled for an instant above the surface of the w'atcr, and then dis¬ 
appeared from view. When I dived for him, the poor litde man was 
lying quiedy coiled up at the bottom, in a hollow of shingle, looking by 
many degrees smaller than I had .ever seen him look before. During 
the few minutes that elapsed while I was taking him in, the air revived 
him, and he ascended'Ae steps of the machine with my assistance. 
With the partial recovery of his animation came the return of his 
wonderful delusion on the subjea of swimming. . As soon as his chatter¬ 
ing teeth would let him speak, he smiled vacandy, and said he thought 
it must have been the cramp. 

When he had thoroughly recovered himself and had joined me on 
the beach, his warm Southern nature broke through all artificial 
English restraints, in a moment. He overwhelmed me with the 
wildest expressions of affection—exclaimed passionately, in his exag- 
g^ted Italian way, that he would hold his life, henceforth, at my 
disposal—and declared that he should never be happy again, until he 
had found an opportunity of proving his gratitude by rendering 
me some service which I might remember, on my side, to the end 
of my days. 
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I did my best to stop the torrent of his tears and protestations, by 
persisting in treating the whole adventure as a good subject for a joke ; 
and succeeded at last, as I imagined, in lessening Pesca’s overwhelming 
sense of obligation to me. Little did I think then—little did I think 
aftei^vards when our pleasant holiday had drawn to an end that the 
opportunity of serving me for which my grateful companion so ardently 
longed, was soon to come ; that he was eager to seize it on the instant; 
and that, by so doing, he was to turn the whole current of my ewstence 
into a new channel, and to alter me to myself almost past recognition. 

Yet, so it was. If I had not dived for Professor Pesca, when he lay 
under water on his shingle bed, I should, in all human probability, 
never have been connected with the story which these pages will relate— 
I should never, perhaps, have heard even the name of the woman, who 
has lived in all my thoughts, who has possessed herself of all my 
energies, who has become the one guiding uifluencc that now directs 
the purpose of my life. 

III 


Pesca’s face and manner, on the evening when we confronted each 
other at my mother’s gate, were more than sufficient to inform me that 
something extraordinary had happened. It was quite useless, how¬ 
ever, to ask him for an immediate explanation. I could only conjecture, 
while he was dragging me in by both hands, that (know'ing my habits) 
he had come to the cottage to make sure of meeting me that night, and 
that he had some news to tell of an unusually agreeable kind. 

We both bounced into the parlour in a highly abrupt and undignified 
manner. My motlier sat by the open window, laughing and fanning 
herself. Pesca w*s one of her special favourites ; and his wildest 
eccentricities were always pardonable in her eyes. Poor dear soul! 
from the first moment when she found out that the little Professor was 
deeply and gratefully attached to her son, she opened her heart to him 
unrcsen'cdly, and took all his puzzling foreign peculiarities for granted, 
without so much as attempting to understand any one of them. 

My sister Sarah, with all the advantages of youth, was, strangely 
enough, less .pliable. She did fxill justice to Pesca’s excellent qualities 
of heart; but she could not accept him iiiiplicitly, as my mother 
accepted him, for my sake. Her insular notions of propriety rose in 
perpetual revolt against Pesca’s constitutional contempt for appear¬ 
ances ; and she was always more or less undisguiscdly astonished at 
her mother’s familiarity with the eccentric little foreigner. I have 
observed, not only in my sister’s case, but in the instances of others, 
that we of the young generation are nothing like so hearty and so 
impulsive as some of our elders. I constantly sec old people flushed, 
and excited by the prospect of some anticipated pleasure which 
altogether fails to ruffle the tranquillity of their serene grandchildren. 
Are we, I wonder, quite such genuine boys and girls now as our seniors 
were, in their time ? Has the great advance in education taken rather 
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loo long a stride ; and are ue, in these modern days, just the least 
trifle in the world too well brought up ? 

Without attempting to answer those questions decisively, I may at 
least record that I never saw my mother and my sister together in 
Pesca’s society, without finding my mother much the youn jer woman of 
the two. On this occasion, for example, while Uie old lady was laughing 
heartily over the boyish manner in which we tumbled into the parlour, 
Sarah w-as pernirbedly picking up the broken pieces of a teacup, which 
the Professor had knocked off the table in his precipitate advance to 
meet me at the door. 

“ I don’t know what would have happened, W'alter,” said my 
mother, “ if you had delayed much longer. Pcsca has been half-mad 
with impatience; and I have been half-mad with curiosity. The 
Professor has brought some wonderful news with him, in winch he 
says you are concerned ; and he has cruelly refused to give iis the 
smallest hint of it till his friend Waiter appeared.” 

“ Very provoking; it spoils the set,” murmured Sarah to herself, 
mournfully absorbed over the ruins of the broken cup. 

While these words were being spoken, Pcsca, happily and fussily 
unconscious of the irreparable wrong which tlie crockery had suffered 
at his hands, was dragging a large arm-chair to the opposite end of the 
room so as to command us all three, in the character of a public speaker 
addressing an audience. Having turned the chair with its back to¬ 
wards us, he jumped into it on his knees, and excitedly addressed his 
small congregation of three from an impromptu pulpit. 

” Now, my good dears,” began Pcsca (who always said ” good 
dears ” when he meant ” worthy friends ”), ” listen to me. The time 
has come—I recite my good news—I speak at last.” 

“ Hear, hear I ” said my mother, humouring the joke. 

“ The next thing he will break, mamma,” whispered Sarah, “ will be 
the back of the best arm-chair.” 

“ I go back into my life, and I address myself to the noblest of 
created things,” continued Pcsca, vehemently apostrophising my un¬ 
worthy self, over the top rail of the chair. ” Who found me dead at 
the bottom of the sea (through cramp); and who pulled me up to the 
top i and what did I say when I got into my own life and my own 
clothes again ? ” 

“ Much more than was at all necessary,” I answered, as doggedly as 
possible ; for the least encouragement in connection tvith iliis subject 
invariably let loose the Professor’s emotions in a flood of tears. 

" I said,” persisted Pesca, “ that my life belonged to my dear friend, 
Walter, for the rest of my days—and so it does. 1 said that I should 
never be happy again till I had found the opportunity of doing a good 
something for Walter—and I have never been contented with myself 
till this most blessed day. Now,” cried the enthusiastic little man at 
the top of his voice, “ overflowing happiness bursts out of me at 
every pore of my skin, like a perspiration ; for on my faith, and soul, and 
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honour, the something is done at last, and the only word to say now is— 
Right-all-right ! ” 

It may be necessary to explain, here, that Pcsca prided himself on 
being a perfect Englishman in his language, as well as in his dress, 
manners, and amusements. Having picked up a few of our most 
familiar colloquial expressions, he scattered them about over his 
conversation whenever they happened to occur to him, turning them, 
in his high relish for their sound and his general ignorance of their 
sense, into compound words and repetitions of his own, and always 
running them into each other, as if they consisted of one long syllabic. 

“ Among the fine I.ondon houses where I teach the language of my 
native country,” said the Professor, rushing into his long-deferred 
explanation without another word of preface, “ there is one, mighty 
fine, in the big place called Portland. You all know where that is ? 
Yes, yes—coursc-of-coursc. The fine house, my good dears, has got 
inside it a fine family. A Mamma, fair and fat; three young Misses, 
fair and fat; two young Misters, fair and fat; and a Papa, the fairest 
and the fattest of all, who is a mighty merchant, up to his eyes in 
gold—a fine man once, but seeing that he has got a naked head 
and two chins, fine no longer at the present time. Now mind! 

I teach the sublime Dante to the young Misses, and ah !—my- 
soul-blcss-my-soul!—it is not in human language to say how the sub¬ 
lime Dante puzzles the pretty heads of all three ! No matter—all in 
good time—and the more lessons the better for me. Now mind! 
Imagine to yourselves that I am teaching the young Misses to-day, as 
usual. We are four of us down together in the Hell of Dante. At the 
Seventh Circle—but no matter for that: all the Circles arc alike to the 
three young Misses, fair and fat—at the Seventh Circle, nevertheless, 
my pupils arc sticking fast; and I, to set them going again, recite, 
explain, and blow myself up red-hot with useless enthusiasm when—a 
creak of boots in the passage outside, and in comes the golden Papa, 
the mighty merchant with the naked head and the two chins.—Ha ! 
my good dears, 1 am closer dian you think for to the business, now. 
Have you been patient so far ? or have you said to yourself, ‘ Deuce- 
whal-thc-dcucc ! Pesca is long-winded to-night ? ’ ” 

Wc declared that we were deeply interested. The Professor went 
on: 


In his hand, the golden Papa has a letter; and after he has made 
his excuse for disturbing us in our Infernal Region with the common 
mortal Business of the house, he addresses himself to the three young 
Misses, and begins, as you English begin everything in this blessed 
world that you have to say, with a great O. ‘ O, my dears,” says the 

mighty merchant, ‘ I have got here a letter from my friend, Mr. . ’ 

(the name has slipped out of my mind ; but no matter; wc shall come 
back to that: yes, yes—right-all-right). So the Papa, says ‘ I have 
got a letter from my friend, the Mister; and he wants a recommend 
from me, of a drawing-master, to go down to his house in the coimtry.* 
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.Viy-soul-bless-my-soul! when I heard the golden Papa say those 
words, if I had been big enough to reach up to him, I should have put 
my arms round his neck and pressed him to my bosom in a long and 
gratefliJ hug ! As it was, I only bounced upon my chair. My seat was 
on thorns, and my soul was on fire to speak; but I held my longue, 
and let Papa go on. ‘ Perhaps you know,’ says this good man of 
money, twiddling his friend’s letter this way and that, in his golden 
fingers and thumbs, ‘ perhaps you know, my dears, of a drawing- 
master that I can recommend ? ’ I'he tlirec young Misses all look at 
each other, and then say (with the indispensable great O to begin) ‘ O, 

dear no, Papa ! But here is Mr. Pesca-’ At the mention of myself 

I can hold no longer—the thought of you, my good dears, mounts like 
blood to my head—I start from my seat, as if a spike had grown up 
from the ground through the bottom of my chair—I address myself to 
the mighty merchant, and I say (linglish phrase), ‘ Dear sir, 1 liave the 
man ! The first and foremost drawing-master of the world ! Recom¬ 
mend him by the post to-night, and send him oft', bag and baggage 
(English phrase again—ha ?), send him oft, bag and baggage, by the 
train to-morrow ! ’ ‘ Stop, stop,’ says Papa, ‘ is he a foreigner, or an 
Englishman?’ ‘ English to the bone of lus^ack,’I answer. ‘Respect¬ 
able ? ’ says Papa. ^ Sir,’ T say (for this last question of his outrages 
me, and I have done being familiar with him)—‘ Sir ! the immortal 
fire of genius bums in this Englishman’s bosom, and, what is more, his 
father had it before him ! ’ ‘ Never mind,’ says the golden barbarian 

of a Papa, ‘ never mind about his genius, Mr. Pcsca. \Vc don’t want 
genius in this country, unless it is accompanied by rcspcctabilit)’—and 
then we are very glad to have it, very glad indeed. Can your friend 
produce testimonials—letters that speak of his character ? ’ I wave mv 
hand negligently. ‘ Letters ? ’ 1 say. ‘ Ha ! my-soul-blcss-my- 
soul! I should tliink so, indeed ! Volumes of letters and portfolios 
of testimonials, if you like ? ’ ‘ One or two will do,’ says this man of 
phlegm and money. ‘ Let him send them to me, with his name and 
address. And—stop, stop, Mr. Pesca—before you go to your friend, 
you had better take a note.’ ‘ Bank-note ! ’ I say, indignantly. ‘ No 
bank-note, if you please, till my brave Englishman has earned it first.’ 

‘ Bank-note ! ’ says Papa, in a great surprise, ‘ who talked of bank-note ? ’ 
I mean a note of the terms—a memorandum of what he is expected to 
do. Go on with your lesson, Air. Pesca, and I will give you the necessary 
extract from my friend’s letter.’ Down sits the man of merchandise 
and money to his pen, ink, and paper; and down I go once again into 
the Hell of Dante, with my i^cc young Misses after me. In ten 
minutes’ time the note is written, and the boots of Papa are creaking 
f i. j away in The passage outside. From that moment, on my 
f^th, and soul, and honour, I know nothing more! The glorious 
thought that I have caught my opportunity at last, and that my grateful 
wvice for my dearest ftiend in the world is as good as done already, 
flies up into my head and makes me drunk. How’ I pull my young 
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Misses and myself out of our Infernal Region again, how my other 
business is done afterwards, how my little bit of dinner slides itself 
down my throat, I know no more than a man in the moon. Enough 
for me, that here I am, with a mighty merchant’s note in my hand, as 
large as life, as hot as fire, and as happy as a king ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
right-right-right-all-righi! ” Here the Professor waved the memoran¬ 
dum of terms over his head, and ended his long and voluble narrative 
with his shrill Italian parody on an English cheer. 

My mother rose the moment he had done, with flushed cheeks and 
brightened eyes. She caught the little man warmly by both hands. 

“ My dear, good Pcsca,” she said, “ I never doubted your true 
affection for Walter—but I am more than ever persuaded of it now ! ” 

“ I am sure we are very much obliged to Professor Pesca, for Walter’s 
sake,” added Sarah. She half rose, while she spoke, as if to approach 
the arm-chair, in her turn ; but, observing that Pcsca was rapturously 
kissing my mother’s hands, looked serious, and resumed her seat. “ If 
the familiar little man treats my mother in that way, how will he treat 
me ? ” Faces sometimes tell truth ; and that was unquestionably the 
thought in Sarah’s mind, as she sat dowm again. 

Although I myself w-as gratefully sensible of the kindness of Pesca’s 
motives, my spirits were hardly so much elevated as they ought to have 
been by the prospect of future employanent now placed before me. 
When the Professor had quite done with my mother’s hand, and when 
I had warmly tlianked him for his interference on my behalf, I asked to 
be allowed to look at the note of terms which his respectable patron had 
drawn up for my inspection. 

Pcsca handed me the paper, with a triumphant flourish of the hand. 

“ Read ! ” said the little man majestically. “ I promise you, my 
friend, the writing of tlic golden Papa speaks with a tongue of trumpets 
for itself.” 

The note of terms was plain, straightforward, and comprehensive, 
at any rate. It informed me. 

First, That Frederick Fairlie, Esquire, of Limmeridgc House, 
Cumberland, wanted to engage the services of a thoroughly competent 
drawing-master, for a period of four months ce rtain . 

Secondly, That the duties which the master was expected to perform 
would be of a twofold kind. He was to superintend the instruction of 
two young ladies in the art of painting in water-colours ; and he was to 
devote his leisure time, afterwards, to the business of repairing and 
mounting a valuable collection of drawings, which had been suffered 
to fall into a condition of total neglect. 

Thirdly, That the terms offered to the person who should undertake 
and properly perform these duties, were four guineas a week ; that he 
was to reside at Limmeridge House; and that he was to be treated there 
on the footing of a gentleman. 

Fourthly, and lastly, That no person need think of applying for this 
situation, unless he could furnish the most unexceptionable references 
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to character and abilities. The references were lo be sent to Mr. 
Fairlie’s friend in London, who was empowered to conclude all neces¬ 
sary arrangements. These instruaions were followed by the name and 
address of Pcsca’s employer in Portland Place—and there the note, or 
memorandum, ended. 

The prospect which this offer of an engagement held out was cer¬ 
tainly an attractive one. The employment was likely to be both easy 
and agreeable ; it was proposed to me at the autumn time of the year 
when I was least occupied ; and the terms, judging by my personal 
experience in my profession, were surprisingly liberal. I knew this j 
I luiew that I ought to consider myself verj’ fortunate if I succeeded in 
securing the offered employment—and yet, no sooner had I read the 
memorandum than I felt an inexplicable unwillingness within me to stir 
in the matter. I had never in the whole of my previous experience 
found my duty and my inclination so painfully and so unaccountably 
at variance as I found them now. 

“ Oh, Walter, your father never had such a chance as this! ” said my 
mothci\ when she had read the note of terms and had handed it back to 
me. d? 

“ Such distingiushed people to know,” remarked Sarah, straightening 
herself in her chair ; “ and on such gratifying terms of equality too ! ” 

“ Yes, yes ; the terms, in every sense, are tempting enough,” I 
replied impatiently. “ But before I send in my testimonials, I should 
like a little time to consider-” 

“ Consider ! ” exclaimed my mother. “ Why, Walter, what is the 
matter with you ? ” 

“ Consider ! ” echoed my sister. “ What a very extraordinary thing 
to say, under the circumstances ! ” 

” Consider ! ” chimed in the Professor. " What is there to consider 
about ? Answer me this ! Have you not been complaining of your 
health, and have you not been longing for what you call a smack of the 
country breeze ? Well! there in your hand is the paper that offers 
you perpetual choking mouthfuls of country breeze, for four months’ 
time. Is it not so ? Ha ? Again—you want money. Well! Is 
four golden guineas a week nothing ? My-soul-bless-my-soul! only 
give it to me —and my boots shall creak like the golden Papa’s, with a 
sense of the overpowering richness of the man who walks in them ! 
Four guineas a week, and, more than that, the charming society of two 
young Misses ; and, more than that, your bed, your breakfast, your 
dinner, your gor^g English teas and lunches and drinks of foaming 
beer, all for nothing—why, Walter, my dear good friend—deuce-what- 
thc-deuce !—for the first time in my life I have not eyes enough in my 
head to look, and wonder at you ! ” 

Neither my mother’s evident astonishment at my behaviour, nor 
Pesca’s fervid enumeration of the advantages offered to me by the new 
employment, had any effect in shaking my imreasonable disinclination 
to go to Limmeridge House. After stating all the petty objections 
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'hat I could iliink of to going to Cumberland ; and after hearing tbein 
answered, one after another, to my own complete discomfiture, I tried 
to set up a last obstacle by asking what was to become of my pupils in 
London, while I was teaching Mr. Fairlie’s young ladies to sketch from 
nature. The obvious answer to this was, that the greater part of them 
would be away on their autumn travels, and that the few who remained 
at home might be confided to the care of one of my brother drawing- 
masters, whose pupils I had once taken off his hands under similar 
circumstances. My sister reminded me that this gentleman had ex¬ 
pressly placed his services at my disposal, during the present season, in 
case I wished to leave town ; my mother seriously appealed to me not 
to let an idle caprice stand in the way of my own interests and my own 
hcaltli; and Pcsca piteously entreated that I would not wound him to 
the heart by rejecting the first grateful offer of service that he had been 
able to make to die friend who had saved his life. 

The evident sincerity and affection which inspired these remon¬ 
strances would have influenced any man with an atom of good feeling 
in his composition. Though I could not conquer my own unaccount¬ 
able perversity, I had at least virtue enough to be heartily ashamed of 
it, and to end the discussion plcasanUy by giving way, and promising 
to do all that was wanted of me. 

The rest of the evening passed merrily enough in humorous anticipa¬ 
tions of my coming life with the two young ladies in Cumberland. 
Pcsca, inspired by our national grog, which appeared to get into his 
head, in the most marvellous manner, five minutes after it had gone 
down his throat, asserted his claims to be considered a complete 
Englishman by making a series of speeches in rapid succession; pro¬ 
posing my mother’s health, my sister’s health, my health, and the healths 
in mass, of Mr. Fairlic and the tw'o young Misses ; pathetically return¬ 
ing dianks himself, immediately afterwards, for the whole party. “ A 
secret, Walter,” said my litdc friend confidentially, as we home 

together. “ 1 am flushed by the recollection of my own eloquence. 
My soul bursts itself with ambition. One of these days I»go into your 
noble Parliament. It is the dream of my whole life to be Honourable 
Pesca, M.P.! ” 

The next morning I sent my testimonials to the Professor’s em¬ 
ployer in Portland Place, Three days passed ; and I concluded, with 
secret satisfaction, that my papers had not been found suffidendy 
explicit. On the fourth day, how'ever, an answer came. It announced 
that Mr. Fairlie accepted my services, and requested me to start for 
Cumberland immediately. AH the necessary instructions for my 
journey were carefully and dearly added in a postcript. 

I made my arrangements, unwillingly enough, for leaving London 
early the next day. Towards evening Pesca looked in, on his wav to a 
dinner-party, to bid me good-bye. 

“ I shall dry my tears in your absence,” said the Professor gaily, 
“ with this glorious thought. It is my auspidous hand that has given 
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the first push to your fortune in the world. Go, my friend ! When 
your sun shines in Cumberland (English proverb), in the name of 
heaven make your hay. Marry one of the two young .Misses ; become 
Honourable Hartright, Al.P. ; and when you arc on the top of the 
ladder, remember that Pesca, at the bottom, has done it all! ” 

I tried to laugh with my little friend over his paning jest, but my 
spirits were not to be commanded. Something jarred in me almost 
painfully, while he was speaking his light farewell words. 

When I was left alone again, nothing remained to be done but to 
walk to the Hampstead cottage and bid my mother and Sarah good-bye. 

IV 

The heat had been painfully oppressive all day ; and it was now a close 
and sultry night. 

My mother and sister had spoken so many last words, and had 
begged me to wait another five minutes so many times, that it was 
nearly midnight when the servant locked the garden-gate behind me. 
I walked forward a few paces on the shortest way back to London ; 
then stopped and hesitated. 

The moon was full and broad in the dark blue starless sky ; and the 
broken ground of the heath looked wild enough in the mysterious light, 
to be hundreds of miles away from the great city that lay beneath it. 
The idea of descending any sooner than I could help into the heat and 
gloom of London repelled me. The prospect of going to bed in my 
airless chambers, and the prospect of gradual suffocation, seemed, in 
my present restless frame of mind and body, to be one and the same 
thing, I determined to stroll home in the purer air, by the most 
roundabout way 1 could take; to follow the white winding paths across 
the lonely heath; and to approach London through its most open 
suburb by striking into the Finchley Road, and so getting back, in the 
cool of the new morning, by the western side of the Regent’s Park. 

I wound my way down slowly over the Heath, enjoying the divine 
stillness of the scene, and admiring the soft alternations of light and 
shade as they followed each other over the broken ground on every side 
of me. So long as I was proceeding through this first and prettiest part 
of my night walk, my mind remained passively open to the impressions 
produced by the view; and I thought but little on any subject—indeed, 
so far as my own sensations were concerned, I can hardly say that I 
thought at all. 

But when I had left the Heath and had turned into the by-road, 
where there was less to see, the ideas naturally engendere d, by the 
approaching change in my habits and occupations, gradually drew 
more and more of my attention exclusively to themselves. By the 
tune I arrived at the end of the road, 1 had become completely ab- 
wrbj^ in my own fanciftl visions of Limmeridge House, of Mr. 
r^he, and of the two ladies whose practice in the art of water-colour 
pamting I was so soon to superintend. 
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I had now arrived at that particular point of my walk where four 
roads met—the road to Hampstead, along which 1 had returned ; the 
road to Finchley ; the road to West End ; and the road back to 
London. I had mechanically turned in this latter direction, and was 
strolling along the lonely highroad—idly wondering, I remember, 
what the Cumberland young ladies would look like—when, in one 
moment, every drop of blood in my body was brought to a stop by the 
touch of a hand laid lightly and suddenly on my shoulder from 
behind me. 

I turned on the instant, with my fingers tightening round the handle 
of my stick. 

There, in the middle of tlic broad, bright highroad—there, as if it 
had that moment sprung out of the earth or dropped from the heaven— 
stood the figure of a solitary Woman, dressed from head to foot in 
white garments ; her face bent in grave inquiry on mine, her hand 
pointing to the dark cloud over London, as I faced her. 

I was far too seriously startled by the suddenness with wliich this 
cxiraordinar>’ apparition stood before me, in the dead of night and in 
that lonely place, to ask what she wanted. The strange woman spoke 
first. 

“ Is iliat the road to London ? ” she said. 

I looked attentively at her, as she put that singular question to me. 
It was then nearly one o’clock. All I could discern distinctly by the 
moonlight was a colourless, youthful face, meagre and sharp to look at 
about the checks and chin ; large, grave, wistfully attentive eyes ; 
nervous, uncertain lips ; and light hair of a pale, brownish-yellow hue. 
There was nothing wild, nothing immodest in her manner : it was 
quiet and self-controlled, a little melancholy and a little touched by 
suspicion ; not exactly the manner of a lady, and, at the same time, not 
the manner of a woman in the humblest raiik of life. The voice, little 
as I had yet heard of it, had something curiously still and mechanical in 
its tones, and the utterance was remarkably rapid. She held a small 
bag in her hand : and her dress—bonnet, shawl, and gowm all of white— 
was, so far as I could guess, certainly not composed of very delicate or 
very expensive materials. Her figure was slight, and rather above the 
average height—her gait and actions free from the slightest approach to 
extravagance. This was all tliat I could observe of her in the dim light 
and under the perplexingly strange circumstances of our meeting. 
What sort of a woman she was, and how she came to be out alone in the 
highroad, an hour after midnight, I altogether failed to guess. The 
one thing of which I felt certain was that ^e grossest of mankind could 
not have misconstrued her motive in speaking, even at the suspiciously 
late hour and in that suspiciously londy place. 

*' Did you hear me ? ” she said, still quietly and rapidly, and without 
the least fretfulncss or impatience. “ I asked if that was the way to 
London.” 

” Yes,” I replied, ** that is the way : it leads to St. John’s Wood and 
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the Regent’s Park. You must excuse my not answering you before. I 
was rather startled by your sudden appearance in the road ; and I am, 
even now. quite unable to account for it.’' 

“ You don’t suspect me of doing anything wrong, do you ? I have 
done notlung wrong. I have met with an accident—I am very un¬ 
fortunate in being here alone so laic. Why do you suspect me of doing 
wrong ? ” 

She spoke with unnecessary earnestness and agitation, and shrank 
back from me several paces. I did my best to reassure her. 

“ Pray don’t suppose that I have any idea of suspecting you,” I said, 
“ or any other wish than to be of assistance to you, if I can. I only 
wondered at your appearance in the road, because it seemed to me to be 
empty the instant before I saw you.” 

She turned, and pointed back to a place at the junction of the road to 
London and the road to Hampstead, where there was a gap in the hedge. 

I heard you coming,” she said, ” and hid there to see what sort of 
man you were before I risked speaking. I doubted and feared about it 
till you passed ; and then I was obliged to steal after you. and touch 
you.” 

Steal after me and touch me ? Why not call to me ? Strange, to 
say the least of it. 


May I trust you ? ” she asked. “ You don’t think the worse of 
me because I have met with an accident ? ” She stopped in confusion ; 
shifted her bag from one hand to the other ; and sighed bitterly. 

The loneliness and helplessness of the w’oman touched me. The 
natural impulse to assist her and to spare her got the better of the judg¬ 
ment, the caution, the worldly tact, which an older, wiser, and colder 
man might have summoned to help him in this strange emergency. 

“You may trust me for any harmless purpose,” I said. “ If it 
troubles you to explain your strange situation to me, don’t think of 
retummg to the subject again. I have no right to ask you for any 
explanations. Tell me how I can help you ; and if I can, I will,” 

“ You are very kind, and I am very, very thankful to have met you.” 
Ihe first touch of womanly tenderness that I had heard from her, 
trembled in her voice as she said the words ; but no tears glistened in 
those large, wistfuUy-attentive eyes of her, which were still fixed on 
me. I have only been m London once before,” she went on, more 
Md more rapidly, “ and I know nothing about that side of it, yonder 
^ 1 get a fly, or a carriage of any kind ? Is it too late ? I don’t 
Know. If you could show me where to get a fly—and if you will only 
promise not to mterfere with me, and to let me leave you, when and how 
1 please—I have a friend in London who wUl be glad to receive me—I 
want nothing else—will you promise ? ” 

She looked anxiously up and down the road j shifted her bag again 

from one ^d to the other ; repeated the words, “ WiU you promise ? ” 

and Iroked hard in my face, with a pleading fear and coqfusion that it 
troubled me to see. 
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What could I do ? Here was a stranger utterly and helplessly at my 
ujQrcy—and that stranger a forlorn woman. No house was near; no 
one was passing whom I could consult; and no earthly right existed on 
my part to give me a power of control over her, even if I had known how 
to exercise it. I trace these lines, self-distrustfully, with the shadows 
of after-events darkening the very paper I write on; and still I say, 
what could I do ? 

What I did do, was to try and gain time by questionmg her. 

“ Are you sure that your friend in London will receive you at such a 
late hour as this ? ” I said. 

Quite sure. Only say you will let me leave you when and how I 
please—only say you won’t interfere with me. Will you promise ? ” 

As she repeated the words for the third time, she came close to me, 
and laid her hand, with a sudden gentle stealthiness, on my bosom —9 
thin hand ; a cold hand (when I removed it with mine) even on that 
sultry night. Remember that I was young ; remember that the hand 
which touched me was a woman’s. 

“ Will you promise ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

One word ! The little familiar word that is on everybody’s lips, 
every hour in the day. Oh me ! and I tremble, now, when I write it. 

We set our faces towards London, and walked on togetlier in the first 
still hour of the new day—I, and this woman, whose name, whose 
character, whose story, whose objects in life, whose very presence by 
my side, at that moment, were fathomless mysteries to me. It was 
like a dream. Was I W^ter Hartright ? Was this the well-known, 
uneventful road, where holiday people strolled on Sundays ? Had I 
really left, little more than an hour since, the quiet decent convcntionally- 
domcstic atmosphere of my mother’s cottage ? I was too bewildered— 
too conscious also of a vague sense of something like self-reproach—to 
speak to my strange companion for some minutes, It was her voice 
again that first broke the silence between us. 

“ I want to ask you something,” she said suddenly. “ Do you know 
many people in London ? ” 

“ Yes, a great many.” 

Many men of ra^ and title ? ” There was an unmistakable tone 
of suspicion in the strange question. 1 hesitated about answering it. 

” Some,” I said, after a moment’s silence. 

” Many ”— she came to a full stop, and looked me searchingly in the 
face—“ many men of the rank of Baronet ? ” 

Too much astonished to reply, 1 questioned her in my turn. 

” Why do you ask ? ” 

” Because I hope, for my own sake, there is one Baronet that you 
don’t know.” 

“ Will you tell me his name ? ” 

” I can’t— I daren’t— I forget myself when I mention it.” She 
spoke loudly and almost fiercely, raised her clenched hand in the air. 
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and shook it passionately ; then, on a sudden, controlled herself again, 
and added, in tones lowered to a whisper: “ Tell me which of them 
you know.” 

I could hardly refuse to humour her in such a trifle, and I mentioned 
three names. Two, the names of fathers of famil ies whose daughters 
I taught; one, the name of a bachelor who had once taken me a cruise 
in his yacht, to make sketches for him. 

“ Ah ! you don't know him,” she said, with a sigh of relief. " Are 
you a man of rank and title yourself ? ” 

“ Far from it. I am only a drawing-master.” 

As the reply passed my Ups—a Uttle bitterly, perhaps—she took my 
arm with the abruptness which characterised all her actions. 

“ Not a man of rank and title,” she repeated to herself. “ Thank 
God 1 I may trust him." 

I had hitherto contrived to master my curiosity out of consideration 
for my companion ; but it got the bener of me now. 

“ I am afraid you have serious reason to complain of some man of 
rank and title ? ” I said. “ I am afraid the baronet, whose name you 
are unwilling to mention to me, has done you some grievous wrong ? 
Is he the cause of your being out here at this strange time of night ? ” 

“ Don’t ask me : don’t make me talk of it,” she answered. “ I’m 
not fit now. I have been crueUy used and cruelly wronged. You will 
be kinder than ever, if you will walk on fast, and not speak to me. I 
sadly want to quiet myself, if I can.” 

We moved forward again at a quicker pace; and for half an hour, 
at least, not a word passed on either side. From time to time, being 
forbidden to make any more inquiries, 1 stole a look at her face. It 
was always the same; the lips close shut, the brow frowning, the eyes 
looking straight forward, eagerly and yet absently. We had reached 
the first houses, and were close on the new Wesleyan college, before her 
set features relaxed, and she spoke once more. 

” Do you live in London ? ” she said. 

“ Yes.” As I answered, it struck me that she might have formed 
some intention of appealing to me for assistance or advice, and that I 
ought to spare her a possible disappointment by warning her of my 
approaching absence from home. So I added : “ But to-morrow I shall 
be away from London for some time. I am going into the country.” 

“ Where ?” she asked. “ North or south ? ” 

“ North—to Cumberland.” 

“ Cumberland ! ” she repeated the word tenderly. “ Ah ! I wish I 
was going there too. I was once happy in Cumberland.” 

I tried again to lift the veil that hung between this w’oman and me. 

Perhaps you were bom,” I said, “ in the beautiful Lake country.” 

No,” she answered. “ I was born in Hampshire ; but I once 
went to school for a little whUe in Cumberland. Lakes ? I (Jon’t 
rOTember any lakes. It’s Limmeridge village, and Limmeridge 
House, I should like to see again.” 

2 
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It was my turn now to stop suddenly. In the excited state of my 
curiosity, at that moment, the chance reference to Mr. Fairlic’s place 
of residence, on the lips of ray strange companion, staggered me with 
astonishment. 

“ Did you hear anybody calling after us ? ” she asked, looking up and 
down the road affrightedly, the instant I stopped. 

“ No, no. I was only struck by the name of Limmeridge House—I 
heard it mentioned by some Cumberland people a few days since.” 

“ Ah ! not my people. Mrs. Fairlie is dead ; and her husband is 
dead ; and their little girl may be married and gone away by this time. 

I can’t say svho lives at Limmeridge now. If any more are left there of 
that name, I only know I love them for Mrs. Fairlic’s sake.” 

She seemed about to say more ; but while she was speaking, we came 
into view of the turnpike, at the top of the Avenue Road. Her hand 
tightened round my arm, and she looked anxiously at the gate before us. 

“ Is the turnpike man looking out?” she asked. 

He was not looking out; no one else was near the place when we 
passed through the gate. The sight of the gas-lamps and houses 
seemed to agitate her, and to make her impatient. 

” This is London,” she said. “ Do you sec any carriage I can get ? 

I am tired and frightened. I want to shut myself in and be driven 
away.” 

I explained to her that we must walk a little further to get to a 
cab-stand, unless we were fortunate enough to meet witli an empty 
vehicle ; and then tried to resume the subject of Cumberland. It was 
useless. Thai idea of shutting herself in, and being driven away, had 
now got full possession of her mind. She could think and talk of 
nothing else. 

We had hardly proceeded a third of the way down the Avenue Road, 
when I saw a cab draw up at a house a few doors below us, on the opposite 
side of the way. A gentleman got out and let himself in at the garden 
door. I bailed the cab, as the driver moimted the box again. When 
we crossed the road, my companion’s impatience increased to such an 
extent that she almost forced me to run. 

“ It’s so late,” she said. “lam only in a hurry because it’s so late.” 

“ I can’t take you, sir, if you’re not going towards Tottenham Court 
Road,” said the driver, civilly, when I opened the cab door. “ My 
horse is dead beat, and I can’t get him no further than the stable.” 

“ Yes, yes. That will do for me. I’m going that way—I’m going 
that way.” She spoke with breathless eagerness, and pressed by me 
into the cab. 

I had assured myself that the man was sober as well as civil, before 
I let her enter the vehicle. And now, when she was seated inside, I 
entreated her to let me see her set down safely at her destination. 

“ No, no, no,” she said vehemently. “ I’m quite safe and quite 
happy now. If you are a gentleman, remember your promise. Let 
him ^ve on till I stop him. Thank you—oh! thank you, thank you!” 
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My hand was on the cab door. She caught it in hers, kissed it, and 
pushed it away. The cab drove off at the same moment—I started into 
the road, with some vague idea of stopping it again, I hardly knew why 
—hesitated from dread of frightening and distressing her—called, at 
last, but not loud enough to attract the driver’s attention. The sound 
of the wheels grew fainter in the distance—the cab melted into the black O 
shadows on the road—the woman in white was gone. 

Ten minutes, or more, had passed. I was still on the same side of 
the way; now mechanically walking forward a few paces; now 
stopping again absently. At one moment, I found myself doubting 
the reality of my own adventure; at another, I was perplexed and 
distressed by an uneasy sense of having done wrong, which yet left 
me confusedly ignorant of how I could have done right. I hardly 
knew where I was going, or what I meant to do next; I was conscious 
of nothing but the confusion of ray own thoughts, when I was abruptly 
recalled to myself—awakened I might almost say—by the sound of 
rapidly approaching wheels close behind me. 

I was on the dark side of the road, in the thick shadow of some garden 
trees, when I stopped to look round. On the opposite, and lighter side 
of the way, a short distance below me, a policeman was strolling along 
in the direction of the Regent’s Park. 

The carriage passed me—an open chaise driven by nvo men. 

“ Stop I ” cried one. “ There’s a policeman. Let’s ask him.” 

The horse was instantly pulled up, a few yards beyond the dark 
place where I stood. 

“Policeman ! ” cried the first speaker. “ Have you seen a woman 
pass this way ? ” 

“ What sort of woman, sir ? ” 

“ A woman in a lavender-coloured gown-” 

“ No, no,” interposed the second man. “ The clothes we gave her 
were found on her bed. She must have gone away in the clothes she 
wore when she came to us. In white, policeman. A woman in white.” 

“ I haven’t seen her, sir.” 

” If you, or any of your men meet with the woman, stop her, and 
send her in careful keeping to that address. I’ll pay all expenses, and 
a fair reward into the bargain.” 

The policeman looked at the card that was handed down to him. 

‘‘ Why are we to stop her, sir ? What has she done ? ” 

“ Done! She has escaped from my Asylum. Don’t forget: a 
woman in white. Drive on.” 


V 

" She has escaped from my Asylum.” 

I cannot say with truth that the terrible inference which those words 
suggested flashed upon me like a new revelation. Some of the strange 
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questions put to me by the woman in white, after my ill-considered 
promise to leave her free to act as she pleased, had suggested the con¬ 
clusion cither that she was naturally flighty and un'^ettled, or that some 
recent shock of terror had disturbed the balance of her faculties. But 
the idea of absolute insanity which we all associate with the very name 
of an Asylum, had, I can honestly declare, never occurred to me, in 
connection with her. I had seen nothing, in her language or her 
actions, to justify it at the time ; and, even with the new light thrown 
on her by the words wliich the stranger had addressed to the policeman, 

I could see nothing to justify it now. 

What had I done ? Assisted the victim of the most horrible of all 
false imprisonments to escape; or cast loose on the wide world of 
London an unfortunate creature, whose actions it was my duty, and 
every man’s duty, mercifully to control ? I turned sick at heart when 
the question occurred to me, and when I felt self-rcproachfully that it 
was asked too late. ^ ' 

In the disturbed state of my mind, it was useless to think of going 
to bed, when I at last got back to my chambers in Clement’s Inn. 
Before many hours elapsed it would be necessary to start on my journey 
to Cumberland. I sat down and tried, first to sketch, then to read— 
but the woman in white got between me and my pencil, between me 
and my book. Had the forlorn creature come to any harm ? That 
was my first thought, though I shrank selfishly from confronting it. 
Other thoughts followed, on which it was less harrowing to dwell. 
Where had she stopped the cab ? What had become of her now ? 
Had she been traced and captured by the men in the chaise ? Or was 
she still capable of controlling her owm actions; and were we two 
following our widely parted roads towards one point in the mysterious 
future, at which wc were to meet once more ? 

It was a relief when the hour came to lock my door, to bid farewell 
to London pursuits, London pupils, and London friends, and to be in 
movement again towards new’ interests and a new life. Even the bustle 
and confusion at the railway terminus, so wearisome and bewildering 
at other times, roused me and did me good. 

My travelling instructions directed me to go to Carlisle,'and then to 
diverge by a branch railway which ran in the direction of the coast. 
As a misfortune to begin with, our engine broke down between Lan¬ 
caster and Carlisle. The delay occasioned by this accident caused me to 
be too late for the branch train, by which 1 was to have gone on im¬ 
mediately. I had to wait some hours j and when a later train finall y 
deposited me at the nearest station to Limmcridge House, it was past 
ten, and the night was so dark that I could hardly see my way to the 
pony-chaisc which Mr. Fairlic had ordered to be in waiting for me. 

The driver was evidently discomposed by the lateness of my arrival. 
He was in that state of hi^ly respectful sulkiness which is peculiar to 
English servants. We drove away slowly through the darkness in 
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perfect silence. The roads were bad, and the dense obscurity of the 
night increased the difficulty of getting over the ground quickly. It 
was, by my watch, nearly an hour and a half from ibe time of our leaving 
the station before I heard the sound of the sea in the distance, and the 
crunch of our wheels on a smooth gravel drive. Wc had passed one 
gate before entering the drive, and we passed another before we drew 
up at the house. I was received by a solemn man-servant out of 
livery, was informed that the family had retired for the night, and was 
then led into a large and l ofty room where my supper was awaiting me, 

in a forlorn manner, at one extremity of a lonesome mahogany wilder¬ 
ness of dining-table. 

I was too tired and out of spirits to eat or drink much, especially with 
the solemn servant waiting on me as elaborately as if a small dinner¬ 
party had arrived at the house instead of a solitary man. In a quarter 
of an hour I was ready to be taken up to my bed-chamber. The solemn 
servant conducted me into a prettily furnished room—said, “ Breakfast 
at nine o clock, sir —looked all round him to see that everything was 
proper place—and noiselessly withdrew. 

“ ^X’hat shall I see in my dreams to-night?” I thought to myself, 
as I put out the candle: “the woman in white? or the unknown 
inhabitants of this Cumberland mansion ? ” It was a strange sensation 
to be sleepmg in the house, like a friend of the family, and yet not to 
know one of the inmates, even by sight! 

A, 

VI 


When I rose the next morning and drew up my blind, the sea opened 
betore me joyously under the broad August sunlight, and the distant 
co^t of Scotland frmged the horizon with its lines of melting blue. 

1 he view w’as such a surprise, and such a change to me, after my 
weary London experience of brick and mortar landscape, that I seemed 
to burst into a new life and a new set of thoughts the moment I looked 
at It. A conluscd sensation of having suddenly lost my familiarity with 
the past, without acquiring any additional clearness of idea in reference 
to the present or the future, took possession of my mind. Circum- 

® few<iays old, faded back in my memory, as if 
they had happened months and months since. Pesca’s quaint announce¬ 
ment of the means by which he had procured me njy present employ¬ 
ment ; the farewell evemng I had passed with my mother and sister; 
even my mysterious adventure on the way home from Hampstead, had 
all become like events which might have occurred at some former 
^och ot my existence. Although the woman in white was stiU in my 
mind, the image of her seemed to have grown dull and faint already. 

ho.c ^ ® ^ descended to the ground-floor of the 

■ .u man-servant of the night before met me w^andcring 

among the passages, and compassionately showed me the way to the 
Oreakxasi-room. ^ 
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My first glance round me, as the man opened the door, disclosed a 
well-furnished breakfast-table, standing in the middle of a long room, 
with many windows in it. I looked from the table to the window 
farthest from me, and saw a lady standing at it, with her back turned 
towards me. The instant my eyes rested on her, I was struck by the 
rare beauty of her form, and by the unaffected grace of her attitude. 
Her figure was tall, yet not too tall; comely and well-developed, yet 
not fat; her head set on her shoulders with an easy, pliant firmness ; 
her waist perfection in the eyes of a man, for it occupied its natural 
place, it filled out its natural circle, it was visibly and delightfully 
undeformed by stays. She had not heard my entrance into the room ; 
and I allowed myself the luxury of admiring her for a few moments, 
before I moved one of the chairs near me, as the least embarrassing 
means of attracting her attention. She turned towards me immediately. 
The easy elegance of every movement of her limbs and body as soon as 
she began to advance from the far end of the room, set me in a flutter of 
expectation to see her face clearly. She left the window—and I said to 
myself. The lady is dark. She moved forward a few steps—and I 
said to myself, The lady is young. She approached nearer—and I 
said to myself (with a sense of surprise which words fail me to express), 
The lady is ugly !. 

Never was the old conventional maxim, that Nature cannot err, 
more flatly contradiacd—never was the fair promise of a lovely figure 
more strangely and startlingly belied by tlie face and head that crowned 
it. The lady’s complexion was almost swarthy, and the dark down on 
her upper lip was almost a moustache. She had a large, firm, masculine 
mouth and jaw ; prominent, piercing, resolute brown eyes ; and thick, 
coal-black hair, growing unusually low down on her forehead. Her 
expression—bright, frank, and intelligent—appeared, while she was 
silent, to be altogether wanting in those feminine attractions of gentleness 
and pliability, without which the beauty of the handsomest woman alive 
is beauty incomplete. To see such a face as this set on shoulders that 
a sculptor would have longed to model—to be charmed by the modest 
graces of action through which the symmetrical limbs betrayed their 
beauty when they moved, and tlien to be almost repelled by the mas¬ 
culine form and masculine look of the features in which the perfectly 
shaped figure ended—was to feel a sensation oddly akin to the helpless 
discomfort familiar to us all in sleep, when we recognise yet cannot 
reconcile the anomalies and contradictions of a dream. 

Mr. Hartright ? ” said the lady, interrogatively, her dark face 
lighting up with a smile, and softening and growing womanly the 
moment she began to speak. " We resigned all ho pe of you last night, 
and went to bed as usual. Accept my apologies for our apparent want 
of attention; and allow me to introduce myself as one of your pupils. 
Shall we shake hands ? I suppose we must come to it sooner or later— 
and why not sooner ? 

These odd words of welcome were spoken in a clear, ringing, pleasant 
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voice. The offered hand—rather large, but beautifully formed—was 
given to me with the easy, unaffected self-reliance of a highly-bred 
woman. We sat down together at the breakfast-table m as cordial and 
customar}' a manner as if we had known each other for years, and had 
met at Limmeridgc House to talk over old times bv previous 
appointment. 

“ I hope you come here good-humourcdJv determined to make the 
best of your position,” continued the lady. ' ” You will have to begin 
this morning by putting up with no other company at breakfast than 
mine. My sister is in her own room, nursing that essentially feminine 
malady, a slight headache ; and her old governess, Mrs. Vesey, is 
charitably attending on her with restorative tea. My uncle, Mr. 
Fairlic, never joins us at any of our meals: he is an invalid, and keeps 
bachelor state in his own apartments. There is nobody else in the 
house but me. Two young ladies have been staving here, but they 
went away yesterday, in despair; and no wonder.' All through their 
visit (m consequence of Mr. Fairlie’s invalid condition) we produced no 
such convenience in the house as a fiinablc, danceablc, small-talkable 
creature of the male sex j and the consequence was, we did nothing but 
quarrel, especially at dinner-time. How can you expect four women to 
dine together alone every day, and not quarrel ? We arc such fools, we 
can’t entertain each other at table. You see I don’t think much of my 
own sex, Mr. Hariright—which will you have, tea or coffee ?—no 
woman does thinlc much of her own sex, although few of them confess 
It as freely as I do. Dear me, you look puzzled. Why ? Arc you 
wondering what you will have for breakfast ? or arc you surprised at my 
^rcless way of talking ? In the first place, I advise you, as a friend, to 
have nothing to do with that cold ham at your elbow, and to wait tiU the 
omelette comes m. In the second case, I will give you some tea to 

compose your spirits, and do all a woman can (which is ver\' little, bv- 
the-by) to hold my tongue.” 

She handed me my cup of tea, laughing gaily. Her light flow of 

talk, and her lively familiarity of manner with a total stranger, were 

accompanied by an uiuffcaed naturalness and an easy inborn confidence 

in herself and her position^ which would have secured her the respect of 

me most audacious tudn breathing. While it was impossible to be 

tormal and reserved m her company, it was more than impossible to 

take the faintest vestige of a liberty with her, even in thought. I felt 

this mstmctively, even while I caught the infection of her own bright 

gaiety of spirits—even while I did my best to answer her in her own 
irank, lively way. 

y^» she said, when 1 had suggested the only explanation 1 
could offer, to account for my perplexed looks, “ I understand. You 
arc such a perfect stranger in the house, that you are puzzled by my 
tami^ references to the worthy inhabitants. Natural enough • I 
ought to have thought of it before. At any rate, I can set it right now. 
:iuppose I begm with myself, so as to get done with that pan of the 
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subject as soon as possible ? My name is Marian Halcombe ; and I 
am as inaccurate as women usually are, in calling Mr. Fairlie my uncles 
and Miss Fairlie my sister. My mother was twice married : the first 
lime to Mr. Halcombe, my father; the second time to Mr. Fairlie, my 
half-sister’s father. Except that we are both orphans, we are in every 
respect as unlike each other as possible. My father was a poor man, and 
Miss Fairlic’s father was a rich man. I have got nothing, and she has a 
fortune. I am dark and ugly, and she is fair and pretty. Everybody 
thinks me crabbed and old (with perfect justice); and everybody 
thinks her sweet-tempered and charming (with more justice still). In 

short, she is an angel; and I am- Try some of that marmalade, 

Mr. Hariright, and finish the sentence, in the name of female propriety, 
for yourself. What am I to tell you about Mr. Fairlie ? Upon my 
honour, I hardly know. He is sure to send for you after breakfast, and 
you can study him for yourself. In the meantime, I may inform you, 
first, that he is the late Mr. Fairlie’s younger brother; secondly, that 
he is a single man ; and thirdly, that he is Miss Fairlie’s guardian. I 
won’t live without her, and she can’t live without me ; and that is how I 
come to be at Limmeridgc House. My sister and 1 arc honestly fond 
of each other; which, you will say, is perfectly unaccountable, under the 
circumstances, and I quite agree with you—but so it is. You must 
please both of us, Mr. Hartright, or please neither of us : and, what is 
still more trying, you will be thrown entirely upon our society. Mrs. 
Vcscy is an excellent person, who possesses all the cardinal virtues, and 
counts for nothing; and Mr. Fairlie is too great an invalid to be a 
companion for anybody. I don’t know what is the matter with him, 
and the doctors don’t know what is the matter with him, and he doesn’t 
know himself what is the matter with him. We all say it’s on the nerves, 
and we none of us know what we mean when we say it. However, I 
advise you to humour his little peculiarities, when you see him to-day. 
Admire his collection of coins, prints, and water-colour drawings, and 
you will win his heart. Upon my word, if you can be contented with a 
quiet country life, I don’t sec why you should not get on very well here. 
From breakfast to lunch, Mr. Fairlie’s drawings will occupy you. After 
lunch, Miss Fairlie and 1 shoulder our sketch-books, and go out to 
misrepresent Nature, under your directions. Drawing is her favourite 
whim, mind, not mine. Women can’t draw—their minds are too 
flighty, and their eyes are too inattentive. No matter—my sister likes 
it; so 1 waste paint and spoil paper, for her sake, as composedly as any 
woman in En^and. As for the evenings, I think we can help you 
through them. Miss Fairlie plays delightfully. For my own poor 
part, I don’t know one note of music from the other; but 1 can match 
you at chess, backgammon, 6»rt6, and (with the inevitable female 
drawbacks) even at billiards as well. Wlut do you think of the pro¬ 
gramme ? Can you reconcile yourself to our quiet, regular life ? or do 
you mean to be restless, and secretly thirst for change and adventure, 
m tlic humdrum atmosphere of Limmeridge House } ” 
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She had run on thus far, in her gracefully bantering way, with no 
other interruptions on my part than the unimportant replies which 
politeness required of me. The turn of the expression, ho^^ever, in 
her last question, or rather the one chance word, adventure," lightly 
as it fell from her lips, recalled my tlioughts to my meeting with the 
woman in white, and urged me to discover the connexion which the 
stranger’s own reference to Airs. Fairlie informed me must once have 
existed between the nameless fugitive from the Asylum, and the former 
mistress of Limmeridge House. 

“ Even if I were the most restless of mankind,’’ I said, “ I should 
be in no danger of t hirstin g after adventures for some time to come.* 
The very night befonTl arrived at this house, I met witli an adventure ; 
and the wonder and excitement of it, I can assure you, Miss Halcombc, 
will last me the whole term of my stay in Cumberland, if not for a 
much longer period.’’ 

You don’t say so, Mr. Hartright! May I hear it ? “ 

You have a claim to hear it. The chief person in the adventure 
was a total stranger to me, and may perhaps be a total stranger to you ; 
but she certainly mentioned the name of the late Mrs. Fairlie in terms 
of the sinccrest gratitude and regard.’’ 

“ Mentioned my mother’s name ! You interest me indescribably. 
Pray go on.” 

I at once related the circumstances under which I had met the 
woman in white, exactly as they had occurred ; and I repeated what 
she had said to me about Airs. Fairlie and Limmeridge House, word 
for word. 

Miss Halcombe’s bright resolute eyes looked eagerly into mine, from 
the beginning of the narrative to the end. Her face expressed vivid 
interest and astonishment, but nothing more. She was evidently as 
far from knowing of any clue to the mystery as I was myself. 

‘ Are you quite sure of those words referring to my mother ? ” she 
asked. 

“ Quite sure,” I replied. “ Whoever she may be, the woman was 
once at school in the village of Limmeridge, was treated with especial 
^dness by Airs. Fairlie, and, in grateful remembrance of that kindness, 
feels an affectionate interest in all surviving members of the family. 
She knew that Mrs. Fairlie and her husband were both dead ; and she 

spoke of Aliss Fairlie as if they had known each other when thev were 
children.” ^ 

“ You said, I think, that she denied belonging to this place ? ” 

“ Yes, she told me she came from Hampshire.” 

“ And you entirely failed to find out her name ? ” 

“ Entirely.” 

“ Very strange. I think you were quite justified, Mr. Hartright, in 
givmg the poor creature her liberty, for she seems to have done nothing 
m your presence to show herself unfit to enjoy it. But I wish you had 
been a little more resolute about finding out her name. We must really 
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clear up this mystery, in some way. You had better not speak of it yet 
to Mr. Fairlie, or to my sister. They are both of them, I am certain, 
quite as ignorant of who the woman is, and of what her past history in 
connexion with us can be, as I am myself. But they are also, in widely 
different ways, rather nervous and sensitive ; and you would only 
fidget one and alarm the other to no purpose. As for myself, I am all 
aflame with curiosity, and I devote my whole energies to the business of 
discovery from this moment. When my mother came here, after her 
second marriage, she certainly established the village school just as it 
exists at the present time. But the old teachers are aU dead, or gone 
elsewhere ; and no enlightenment is to be hoped for from that quarter 
The only other alternative I can think of-” 

At tliis point we were interrupted by the entrance of the servant, 
with a message from Mr. Fairlie, intimating that he would be glad to 
sec me, as soon as I had done breakfast. 

“ Wait in the hall,” said Miss Halcombe, answering the servant for 
me, in her quick, ready way. “ Mr. Hartright will come out directly. 

I was about to say,” she went on, addressing me again, “ that my sister 
and I have a large collection of my mother’s letters, addressed to my 
father and to hers. In the absence of any other means of getting in¬ 
formation, I will pass the morning in looking over my mother’s 
correspondence with Mr. Fairlie. He was fond of London, and was 
constantly away from his country home; and she was accustomed, at 
such times, to write and report to him how things went on at Limme- 
ridge. Her letters are full of references to the school in which she took 
so strong an interest; and I think it more than likely that I may have 
discovered something when we meet again. The luncheon hour is two, 
Mr. Hartright. I shall have the pleasure of introducing you to my 
sister by that time, and we \vill occupy the afternoon in driving round the 
neighbourhood and showing you our pet.points of view. Till two 
o’clock, then, farewell.” -- O 

She nodded to me with the lively grace, the delightful refinement of 
familiarity, which characterised all that she did and all that she said; 
and disappeared by a door at the lower end of the room. As soon as 
she had left me, I turned my steps towards the hall, and followed the 
servant, on my way, for the ^t dme, to the presence of Mr. Fairlie. 

VII 

My conductor led me upstairs into a passage which took us back to the 
bedchamber in which 1 had slept during the past night ; and opening 
the door next to it, begged me to look in. 

“ 1 have my master’s orders to show you your own sitting-room, sir,” 
said the man, “ and to inquire if you approve of the situation and the 
light.” 

1 must have been hard to please, indeed, if I had not approved of the 
room, and of everything about it. The bow-window looked out on the 
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same lovely view which I had admired, in ilie morning, from my bed¬ 
room. The ftirniture was the perfection of ljxur\- and beauty ; the 
table in the centre was bright with gaily bound boo’:-., elegant con¬ 
veniences for writing, and beautiful flowers ; tlie second table near the 
window, was covered with all the necessary materials for mounting 
water-colour drawings, and had a little easel attached to it, which I 
co^d expand or fold up at will; the walls were hung with gailv tinted 
chintz ; and the floor was spread with Indian matting in maize-colour 
and red. It was the prettiest and most luxurious little sitting-room I 
had ever seen ; and I admired it with the warmest enthusiasm. 

The solemn servant was far too highly trained to betray tlie slightest 
satisfaction. He bowed with icy deference when my terms of eulog>’ 
were all exhausted, and silently opened the door for me to go out into 
the passage again. 

We turned a corner, and entered a long second passage, ascended 
a short flight of stairs at the end, crossed a small circular upper hall, 
and stopped in front of a door covered with dark baize. The servant 
opened this door, and led me on a few yards to a second ; opened that 
also, and disclosed two curtains of pale sea-green silk hanging before 
us; raised one of them noiselessly ; softly uttered the words, “ Mr. 
Hanright,” and left me. 

I found myself in a large, lofty room, with a magnificent carved 
ceiling, and with a carpet over the floor, so thick and soft that it felt 
like piles of velvet under my feet. One side of the room was occupied 
by a long book-case of some rare inlaid wood that was quite new to 
me. It was not more than six feet high, and ilie top was adorned with 
statuettes in marble, ranged at regular distances one from the other. 
On the opposite side stood two antique cabinets; and between them, 
and above them, hung a picture of the Virgin and Child, protected 
by glass, and bearing Raphael’s name on the gilt tablet at the bottom 
of the frame. On my right hand and on my left, as I stood inside the 
door, were chiffoniers and little stands in buhl and marquetterie, 
loaded with figures in Dresden china, with rare vases, ivory ornaments, 
and toys and curiosities that sparkled at all points with gold, silver, 
and precious stones. At the lower end of the room, opposite to me, 
the windows were concealed and the sunlight was tempered by large 
Winds of the same pale sea-green colour as the curtains over the door. 
The light thus produced was deliciously soft, mysterious, and subdued ; 
It fell equ^y upon all the objects in the room ; it helped to intensify 
the deep silence, and the air of profound seclusion that possessed the 
place; and it surrounded, with an appropriate halo of repose, the 
solitary figure of the master of the house, leaning back, listlessly 
composed, in a large easy-chair, with a reading-easel fastened on one 
of Its arms, and a little table on the other. 

If a man’s personal appearance, when he is out of his dressing- 
room, and when he has passed forty, can be accepted as a safe guide 
to his time of life^which is more than doubtful—Mr. Fairlie’s age, 
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when I saw him, might have been reasonably computed at over fifty 
and under sixty years. His beardless face was thin, worn, and trans¬ 
parently pale, but not wrinkled ; his nose was high and hooked; 
his eyes were of a dim greyish blue, large, prominent, and rather red 
round the rims of the eyelids ; his hair was scanty', soft to look at, and 
of that light sandy colour which is the last to disclose its ow'n changes 
towards grey. He was dressed in a dark frock-coat, of some substance 
much thinner than cloth, and in waistcoat and trousers of spotless 
while. His feet were effeminately small, and were clad in buff-coloured 
silk stockings, and little womanish bron 2 c-lcather slippers. Two rings 
acionicd his white delicate hands, the value of wltich even my in¬ 
experienced obser\'aiion detected to be all but priceless. Upon 
whole, he had a frail, languidly-fretful, over-refined look—something 
singularly and unpleasantly delicate in its association with a man, and, 
at the same time, something which could by no possibility have looked 
natural and appropriate if it had been transferred to the personal 
appearance of a woman. My morning’s experience of Miss Halcombe 
had predisposed me to be pleased with everybody in the house ; but 
my sympatliics shut themselves up resolutely at Uie first sight of Mr. 
Fairlic. 

On approaching nearer to him, 1 discovered that he was not so 
entirely without occupation as I had at first supposed. Placed amid 
the other rare and beautiful objects on a large round table near him, 
was a dwarf cabinet in ebony and silver, containing coins of all shapes 
and sizes, set out in little drawers lined with dark purple velvet. One 
of these draw ers lay on the small table attached to his chair ; and near 
it were some tiny jeweller’s brushes, a wash-leather “ stump,” and a 
little bottle of liquid, all waiting to be used in various ways for the 
removal of any accidental impurities which might be discovered on 
the coins. His frail white fingers were listlessly toying with something 
which looked, to my uninstrucicd eyes, like a dirty pewter medal with 
ragged edges, when I advanced within a respectful distance of his 
chair, and stopped to make my bow. 

” So glad to possess you at Limmeridge, Mr. Hartright,” he said, 
in a querulous, croaking voice, which combined, in anything but an 
agreeable manner, a discordantly high tone with a drowsily languid 
utterance. “ Pray sit down. And don’t trouble yourself to move 
the chair, please. In the wretched state of my nerves, movement of 
any kind is exquisitely painful to me. Have you seen your studio ? 
Will it do ? ” 

” 1 have just come from seeing the room, Mr. Fairlie; and 1 assure 
you-” 

He stopped me in the middle of the sentence, by closing his eyes, 
and holding up one of bis white bands imploringly. I paused in 
astonishment; and the croaking voice honoured me with this cxplana- 
doD: 

” Pray excuse me. But could you contrive to speak in a lower key? 
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In the wretched state of my nen^es, loud sound of any kind is in¬ 
describable torture to me. You will pardon an invalid ? I only say 
to you what the lamentable state of my health obliges me to say to 
everybody. Yes. And you really hkc the room ? ” 

“ I could wish for nothing prettier and nothing more comfortable,” 
I answered, dropping my voice, and beginmng to discover already 
that Mr. Fairlie’s selfish affectation and Mr. Fairlie’s wretched nerves 
meant one and the same thing. 

“ So glad. You will find your position here, Mr. Hartright, properly 
recognised. There is none of the horrid EngUsh barbarity of feeling 
about the social position of an artist, in this house. So much of my 
early life has been passed abroad, that I have quite cast my insular 
skin in that respect. 1 wish I could say the same of the gentry— 
destestable word, but I suppose I must use it—of the gentry in the 
neighbourhood. They are sad Gotlis in Art, Mr. Hartright. People, 
I do assure you, who would have opened their eyes in a.stonishmeat, if 
they had seen Charles the Fifth pick up Tinan’s brush for him Do 
you mind putting this tray of coins back m tlie cabinet, and giving 
me the next one to it ? In the wretched state of my nerves, exertion 
of any kind is unspeakably disagreeable to me. Yes. Thank you.” 

As a practical commentary on the hberal social theory wliich he bad 
just favoured me by illustrating, Mr. Fairlie’s cool request rather 
amused me. I put back one drawer and gave him the other, with all 
possible politeness. He began trifling with the new set of coins and 
the hctle brushes immediately ; languidly looking at them and admiring 
them all the time he was spring to me. 

“ A thousand thanks and a thousand excuses. Do you like coins ? 
Yes. So glad wc have another taste in common besides our taste for 
Art. Now, about the pecuniary arrangements between us—do tell 
me—are they satisfactory ? ” 

“ Most satisfactory, Mr. Fairlie.” 

“ So glad. And — what next ? Ah I I remember. Yes. In 
reference to the consideration which you are good enough to accept 
for giving me the benefit of your accomplishments in art, my steward 
will wait on you at the end of the first week,' to ascertain your wishes. 
And—what next ? Curious, is it not ? I had a great deal more to say : 
and I appear to have quite forgotten it. Do you mind touching the 
bell ? In that comer. Yes. Thank you.” 

I rang; and a new servant noiselessly made his appearance—a 
foreigner with a set smile and perfectly brushed hair —a valet every 
inch of him. 

“ Louis,” said Mr. Fairlie, dreamily dusting the tips of his fingers 
with one of the liny brushes for the coins, “ 1 made some entries in 
my tablettes this morning. Find my tablectes. A thousand pardons, 
Mr. Hartright, I’m afraid I bore you.” 

As he weanly closed his eyes again, before I could answer, and 
as he did most assuredly bore me, I sat silent, and looked up at the 
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iMadonna and Child by Raphael. In the meantime, the valet left 
the room, and returned shortly with a little ivory book. Mr. Fairlie, 
after first relieving himself by a gentle sigh, let the book drop open 
with one hand, and held up the tiny brush with the other, as a sign to 
the servant to wait for further orders. 

“ Yes. Just so ! ” said Mr. Fairlic, consulting the tablettes. “ Louis, 
take down that p>ortfolio.” He pointed, as he spoke, to several port¬ 
folios placed near the window, on mahogany stands. “ No. Not the 
one with the green back—that contains my Rembrandt etchings, Mr. 
Hartright. Do you like etchings ? Yes ? So glad we have another 
taste in common. The portfolio with the red back, Louis. Don’t 
drop it! You have no idea of the tortures I should suffer, Mr. Hartright, 
if Louis dropped Utat portfolio. Is it safe on the chair ? Do you think 
it safe, Mr. Hartright ? Yes ? So glad. Will you oblige me by looking 
at the drawings, if you really think they arc quite safe. Louis, go away. 
What an ass you arc. Don’t you see me holding the tablettes ? Do 
you suppose I want to hold them ? Then why not relieve me of the 
tablettes without being told ? A thousand pardons, Mr. Hartright; 
servants arc such asses, arc they not ? Do tell me—what do you think 
of the drawings ? They have come from a sale in a shocking state—I 
thought they smelt of horrid dealers’ and brokers’ Ivigers when I 
looked at them last. Can you undertake them ? ” 

Although my nerves were not delicate enough to detect the odour 
of plebeian fingers which had offended Mr. Fairlie’s nostrils, my taste 
was sufficiently educated to enable me to appreciate the value of the 
draNvings, while I turned them over. They were, for the most part, 
really fine specimens of English water-colour art; and they had 
deserved much better treatment at the hands of their former possessor 
than they appeared to have received. 

“ The drawings,” I answered, “ require careful straining and 
mounting ; and, in my opinion, they are well worth-” 

“ I beg your pardon,” interposed Mr. Fairlie. “ Do you mind my 
closing my eyes while you speak ? Even this light is too much for 
them. Yes ? ” 

“ I was about to say that the drawings are well worth all the time 
and trouble-” 

Mr. Fairlic suddenly opened his eyes again, and rolled them with 
an expression of helpless alarm in the direction of the window. 

“ I entreat you to excuse me, Mr. Hartright,” he said, in a feeble 
flutter. “ But stxrely I hear some horrid chil dren in the garden—my 
private garden—below ? ” 

“ I can’t say, Mr. Fairlic. I heard nothing myself.” 

“ Oblige me—you have been so very good in humouring my poor 
nervcs—oblige me by lifting up a comer of the blind. Don’t let the 
sun in on me, Mr. Hartright! Have you got the blind up ? Yes ? 
Then will you be so very kind as to look into the garden and make 
quite sure ? ” 
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I complied with this new request. The garden was carefully walled 
m, all round. Not a human creature, large or small, appeared in any 

FaiS-lie seclusion. I reported that gratifying fact to Mr. 

" t My fancy, I suppose. There are no children, 

^ house ; but the servants (persons born witliout 
nerves) w’lll encourage the children from the village. Such brats— 
oh, dear me, such brats ! Shall I confess it, Mr. Hariright ?—I sadly 
want a reform in the construction of children. Nature’s only idea 
seems to be to make them machines for the production of incessant 

preferable^” ^ delightful Raffacllo’s conception is infinitely 

He pointed to the picture of the Aladonna, the upper part of which 
represented the conventional cherubs of Italian Art, celestially provided 

TOloureddlu?*'”'^'* h^lloom of butf- 

Nf ^ and—nothing else. 

run about on, and no noisy litde lungs to scream 
wi± How immeasurably superior to the existing construction! 
I will close my eyes agam, if you will allow me. And you really can 
^age the drawings > So glad. Is there an>Thing else to settk = 

^Be1nV'hv^h''^r forgotten it. ShaU we ring for Louis again ? ” 
Being, by this ^e, quite as anxious, on my side, as Mr. Fairlie 

rihouStTwmiM interview to a speedy conclusion, 

1 thought I would try to render the summoning of the servant 

on my 

f^^irlie, that remains to be discussed” I 
^ instruction in sketching which I* am 

communiMtc to the two young ladies.” 

Ah . just so, ’ said Mr. Fairlie. “ I wish I felt stron<» enough to 

nro^f h a'Tangemcnt—but I don’t. The'’ ladies^who 

and^sn^L^T r!f must settle, and decide, 

and so on, for themselves. My niece is fond of your charming art 

She knows just enough about it to be conscious of her oivn sad Sffc" s 

Ptee take pams with her. Yes. Is there anything else ? No We 

quite understand each other—don’t we > I have nn rioht ^ ^ • 

you any longer from your delightful pursuit-have I ’ So pllsTm 
Do yoV'iS ^ business. 

strong Ce ^ How nice to be so 

at Limmeridffe Mr wont drop it? So glad to possess you 

dare honTln I am such a sufferer that I hardly 

dare hope to en,oy much of your society. Would you mind Sg 
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great pains not to let the doors bang, and not to drop the portfolio ? 
Thank you. Gently with the curtains, please—the slightest noise 
from them goes through me like a knife. Yes. Good morning ! ” 

When the sea-green curtains were closed, and when the two baize 
doors were shut behind me, 1 stopped for a moment in the little circular 
hall beyond, and drew a long, luxurious breath of relief. It was like 
coming to the surface of the water, after deep diving, to find myself 
once more on the outside of Mr. Fairlie’s room. 

As soon as I was comfortably established for the morning in my 
pretty little studio, the first resolution at which I arrived was to turn 
my steps no more in the direction of the apartments occupied by the 
master of the house, except in the very improbable event of his 
honouring me with a special invitation to pay him another visit. Having 
settled this satisfactory plan of future conduct, in reference to Mr. 
Fairlie, I soon recovered the serenity of temper of which my employer’s 
„ haughty familiarity and impu dent politeness had, for the moment, 
deprived me. The remaining hours of the morning passed away 
pleasantly enough, in looking over the drawings, arranging them in 
sets, trimming their ragged edges, and accomplishing the other necessary 
preparations in anticipation of the business of mounting them. I 
ought, perhaps, to have made more progress than this; but, as the 
luncheon time drew near, I grew restless and unsettled, and felt unable 
to fix my attention on work, even though that work was only of the 
humble manual kind. 

At two o’clock, I descended again to the breakfast-room, a little 
anxiously. Expectations of some interest were connected with my 
approaching reappearance in that part of the house. My introduction 
to Miss Fairlie was now close at hand ; and, if Miss Halcombe’s 
search through her mother’s letters had produced the result which she 
anticipated, the time had come for clearing up the mystery of the 
woman in white. 


VIII 

When 1 entered the room, I found Miss Halcombe and an elderly 
lady seated at the luncheon-table. 

The elderly lady, when 1 was presented to her, proved to be Miss 
Fairlie’s former governess, Mrs. Vesey, who had b«n briefly described 
to me by my lively companion at the breakfast-table, as possessed of 
all the cardinal virtues, and counting for nothing.” 1 can do little 
more than offer my humble testimony to the truthfulness of Miss 
Halcombc’s sketch of the old lady’s character. Mrs. Vesey looked the 
personification of human composure, and female amiability. A calm 
enjoyment of a calm existence beamed in drowsy smiles on her plump, 
placid face. Some of us rush through life ; and some of us saunter 
through life. Mrs. Vesey sat through life. Sat in the house, early and 
late; sat in the garden; sat in unexpected window-seats in passages; 
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sat (on a camp-stool) when her friends tried to take her out walking ; 
sat before she looked at anjahing, before she talked of anything, before 
she answered Yes, or No, to the commonest question—always with the 
same serene smile on her lips, the same vacantly attentive turn of tlie 
head, the same snugly-comfortable position of her hands and arms, 
under ever}’ possible change of domestic circumstances. A mild, 
compliant, an unutterable tranquil and harmless old lady, who never by 
any chance suggested the idea that she had been actually alive since 
the hour of her birth. Nature has so much to do in this w-orld, and is 
engaged in generating such a vast variety of co-existent productions, 
tlut she must surely be now and then too flurried and confused to 
distinguish bet\veen the different processes that she is carrying on at 
the same lime. Starting from this point of view, it will always iv-main 
my private persuasion that Nature was absorbed in making cabbages 
when Mrs. Vesey was born, and that the good lady suflcrell ilie con¬ 
sequences of a vegetable preoccupation in the mind of the Mother of 
us all. 

“ Now, Mrs. Vesey,” said Aiiss Halcoinbe, looking brighter, 
sharper, and readier than ever, by contrast widi the unJcmonsiracivc 
old lady at her side, “ what will you have ? A cutlet ? ” 

Mrs. Vesey crossed her dimpled hands on the edge of tlie table; 
smiled placidly; and said, “ Yes, dear.” 

What is that opposite Mr. Hartrighl ? Boiled chicken, is it not ? 
I thought you liked boiled chicken better than cutlet, Mrs. Vesey ? ” 

Mrs. Vesey took her dimpled hands off the edge of the table and 
crossed them on her lap instead ; nodded contemplatively at liie boiled 
chicken and said, “ Yes, dear.” 

“ Well, but which will you have, to-day ? Shall Mr. Hartright 
give you some chicken ? or shall I give you some cutlet ? ” 

Mrs. Vesey put one of her dimpled hands back again on the edge of 
the table ; hesitated drowsily ; and said, “ Which you please, dear.” 

** Mercy on me ! it’s a question for your taste, my good lady, not for 
mine.. Suppose you have a little of both ? and suppose you begin with 
the chicken, because Mr. Hartright looks devoured by anxiety to carve 
for you.” 

Mrs. Vesey put the other dimpled band back on the edge of the 
table; brightened dimly one moment; went out again the next; 
bowed obediently ; and said, “ If you please, sir.” 

Surely a mild, a compliant, an unutterably uanquil and harmless 
old lady ? But enough, perhaps, for the present, of Mrs. Vesey. 

All this time, there were no signs of Miss Fairlie. We finished our 
luncheon ; and still she never appeared. Mjss Halcombe, whose 
quick eye nothing escaped, noticed the looks that I cast, from time 10 
time, in the direction of the door. 

‘ I understand you, Mr, Hartright,” she said ; “ you are wondering 
what has become of your other pupil. She has been downstairs, and 
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has got over her headache; but has not sufficiently recovered her 
appetite to join us at lunch. If you will put yourself under my charge, 

I think I can undertake to find her somewhere in the garden.” 

She took up a parasol lying on a chair near her, and led the way out, 
by a long window at the bottom of the room, which opened on to the 
lawn. It is almost unnecessary* to say that we left Mrs. Vesey still 
seated at the table, with her dimpled bands still crossed on the edge of 
it; apparently settled in that position for the rest of the afternoon. 

As wc crossed the lawn, Miss Halcombc looked at me significantly, 
and shook her head. 

“ That my*stcrious adventure of yours,” she said, “ still remains 
involved in its own appropriate midnight darkness. I have been all 
the morning looking over my mother’s letters, and I have made no 
discoveries yet. However, don’t despair, Mr. Hartright. This is a 
matter of curiosity ; and you have got a woman for your ally. Under 
such conditions success is certain, sooner or later. The letters are not 
exhausted. I have three packets still left, and you may confidently 
rely on my spending the whole evening over them.” 

Here, then, was one of my anticipations of the morning still un¬ 
fulfilled. I began to wonder, next, whether my introduction to Miss 
hairlie would disappoint the expectations that I had been forming of 
her since breakfast-time. 

” And how did you get on \vith Mr. Fairlie ? ” inquired Miss Hal¬ 
combc, as wc left the lawn and turned into a shrubbery. Was he 
particularly nervous this morning ? Never mind considering about 
your answer, Mr. Hartright. The mere fact of your being obliged to 
consider is enough for me. I see in your face that he teas particularly 
nervous; and, as I am amiably unwilling to throw you into the same 
condition, I ask no more.” 

We turned off into a winding path w’hile she was speaking, and 
approached a pretty summer-house, built of wood, in the form of a 
miniature Swiss chalet. The one room of the summer-house, as we 
ascended the steps of the door, was occupied by a young lady. She 
w’as standing near a rustic table, looking out at the inlan d view of moor 
and hill presented by a gap in the trees, and absently turning over the 

leaves of a little sketch-book that lay at her side. This was Miss 
Fairlie. 

How* can I describe her ? How can I separate her from my own 
sensations, and from all that has happened in the later time ? How 
can I sec her again as she looked when my eyes first rested on her—as 

she should look, now, to the eyes that arc about, to see her in these 
pages ? 

The water-colour drawing that I made of Laura Fairlie, at an after 
period, in the place and attitude in which I first saw her, lies on my 
desk while I write. I look at it, and there dawns upon me bri gh tly, 
from the dark greenish-brown background of the summer-house, a 
light, youthful figure, clothed in a simple muslin dress, the partem 
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of it formed by broad alternate stripes of delicate blue and white. A 
scarf of the same material sits crisply and closely round her shoulders, 
and a little straw hat of the natural colour, plainly and sparingly 
trimmed with ribbon to match the gown, covers her head, and throws 
us soft pearly shadow over the upper part of her face. Her hair is of so 
faint and pale a brown—not flaxen, and yet almost as light ; not golden, 
and yet almost as glossy—that it nearly melts, here and tlierc, into the 
shadow of the hat. It is plainly parted and drawn back over her ears, 
and the line of it ripples naturally as it crosses her forehead. The 
I eyebrows are rather darker than the hair; and tlie eyes are of tliat 
soft, limpid, turquoise blue, so often sung by the poets, so seldom seen 
m real life. Lovely eyes in colour, lovely eyes in form—large and tender 
and quietly thoughtful—but beautiful above all things in the clear 
truthfulness of look tliat dwells in their inmost depths, and shines 
through all their changes of expression with the light of a purer and a 
better world. The charm—most gently and yet most distinctly 
expressed—which they shed over the whole face, so covers and trans¬ 
forms its little natural human blemishes elsewhere, that it is difficult 
to estimate the relative merits and defects of ilie other features. It is 
hard to sec that the lower part of the face is too delicately refined away 
towards the chin to be in ftiU and fair proportion with the upper part; 
that the nose, in escaping the aquiline bend (always hard and cruel in 
a wor^, no matter how abstractedly perfect it may be), has erred a 
little in the other extreme, and has missed the ideal straightness of 
line; and that the sweet, sensitive lips are subject to a slight nervous 
contraction, when she smiles, which draws them upward a little at one 
corner, towards the cheek. It might be possible to note these blemishes 
in another woman’s face, but it is not easy to dwell on them in hers, 
so subtly are they connected with all that is intlividual and characteristic 
in her expression, and so closely does the expression depend for its 
full play and life, in every other feature, on the moving impulse of 
the eyes. 

Does my poor portrait of her, my fond, patient labour of long and 
^PPy days, show me these things ? Ah, how few of them arc in the 
dim mechamcal drawing, and how many in the mind with which I 
regard it! A fair, delicate girl, in a pretty light dress, trifling with 
me leaves of a sketch-book, while she looks up from it with truthful, 
iMocent blue eyes—that is all the drawing can say; all, perhaps, 
t^t even the deeper reach of thought and pen can say in their language, 
either. The woman who first gives life, light, and form to our shadowy 
conc^tions of beauty, fills a void in our spiritual nature that has 
remained unknown to us till she appeared. Sympathies diat lie too 
deep for words, too deep almost for thoughts, arc touched, at such 
by other charms than those which the senses feel and which 
the resources of expression can realise. The mystery wliich underlies 
the brauty of women is never raised above the reach of all expression 
until it h^ cl a i m ed kindred with the deeper mystery in our own souls. 
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Then, and then only, has it passed beyond the narrow region on which 
light falls, in this world, from the pencil and the pen. 

Think of her as you thought of the first woman who quickened the 
pulses within you that the rest of her sex had no art to stir. Let the 
kind, candid blue eyes meet yours, as they met mine, with the one 
matchless look which we both remember so well. Let her voice speak 
the music that you once loved best, attuned as sweetly to your car as 
to mine. Let her footstep, as she comes and goes, in these pages, be 
like that other footstep to whose airy fall your own heart once beat 
time. Take her as the visionary nursling of your own fancy ; and she 
will grow upon you, all the more dearly, as the living woman who 
dwells in mine. 

Among the sensations that crowded on me, when my eyes first 
looked upon her—familiar sensations which we all know, which spring 
to life in most of our hearts, die again in so many, and renew their bright 
existence in so few'—there was one that troubled and perplexed me; 
one that seemed strangely inconsistent and unaccountably out of place 
in Miss Fairlic’s presence. 

Mingling with the vivid impression produced by the charm of her 
fair face and head, her sweet expression, and her winning simplidty 
of manner, was another impression, w-hich, in a shadowy way, suggested 
to me the idea of something wanting. At one time it seemed like some¬ 
thing wanting in her ; at another, like something wanting in myself, 
which hindered me from understanding her as I ought. The impression 
was always strongest, in the most contradictory manner, when she 
looked at me ; or, in other words, when I was most conscious of the 
harmony and charm of her face, and yet, at the same time, most troubled 
by the sense of an incompleteness which it was impossible to discover. 
Something wanting, something tvanting'^and where it was, and what 
it was, 1 could not say. 

The effect of this curious caprice of fancy (as I thought it then) 
was not of a nature to set me at my ease, during a first interview with 
Miss Fairlic. The few kind words of welcome which she spoke found 
me hardly self-possessed enough to thardc her in the customary phrases 
of reply. Observing my hesitation, and no doubt attributing it, 
naturally enough, jo some momentary shyness on my part, Miss 
Halcombc took the business of talking, as easily and readily as usual, 
into her own hands. 

“ Look there, Mr. Hartright,” she said, pointing to the sketch-book 
on the table, and to the little delicate wandering hand diat was still 
rifling with it. Surely you will acknowledge that your model pupil 
is found at last ? The moment she hears that you arc in the house, 
she seizes her inestimable sketch-book, looks universal Nature straight 
in the face, and longs to begin ! ** 

Miss Fairlie laughed with a ready good-humour, which broke out 
as brightly as if it bad been pan of the sunshine above us, over her 
lovely face. 
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“ I must not take credit to myself where no credit is due,” she said> 
her clear, truthful blue eyes looking alternately at Aliss Halcoinbe 
^d at me. “ Fond as I am of drawing, I am so conscious of my own 
ignorance that I am more afraid than anxious to begin. Now I know 
you are here. Air. Hartright, I find myself looking over my sketches, 
as I used to look over my lessons when I was a little girl, and when I 
was sadly afraid that I should turn out not fit to be heard.” 

She made the confession ven,- prettily and simply, and, with quaint, 
childish earnestness, drew the sketch-book away close to her own side 
of the table. Aliss Halcombe cut the knot of the little embarrassment 
forthwith, in her resolute, dovenright way. 

“ Good, bad, or indifferent,” she said, “ the pupil’s sketches must 
pass through the fiery ordeal of the master’s judgment—and there’s 
an end of it. Suppose wc take them with us in the carriage, Laura, 
and let Air. Hartright see them, for the first time, under circumstances 
of perpetual jolting and interruption ? If wc can only confuse him 
ail through the drive, between Nature as it is, when he looks up at the 
view, and Nature as it is not, when he looks down again at our sketch¬ 
books, we shall drive him into the last desperate refuge of paying us 
compliments, and shall slip through his professional fingers with our 
pet feathers of vanity all unruffled.” 

“ \ hope Air. Hartright will pay me no compliments,” said Aliss 
Fairlie, as we all left the summer-house. 

“ May I venture to inquire why you express that hope ? ” I asked 

“ Because I shall believe all that you say to me,” she answered 
simply. 

In those few words she unconsciously gave me the key to her whole 
character : to that generous trust in others which, in her nature, grew 
innocently out of the sense of her own truth. I only knew intuitively 
then. I know it by experience now. 

We merely waited to rouse good Mrs. Vesey from the place which 
she still occupied at the deserted luncheon-table, before wc entered 
the open carriage for our promised drive. The old lady and Miss 
Halcombe occupied the back scat; and Aliss Fairlie and I sat together 
in front, with the sketch-book open between us, fairly e.xhibitcd at 
last to my professional eyes. All serious criticism on the drawings, 
even if I had been disposed to volunteer it, was rendered impossible 
by Miss Halcombe’s lively resolution to see nothing but the ridiculous 
Bide of the Fine Arts, as practised by herself, her sister and ladies in 
general. I can remember the conversation that passed far more 
easily than the sketches that I mechanically looked over. The part of 
Ae talk, especially, in which Miss Fairlie took any share is still as vividly 
impressed on my memory as if I had beard it only a few hours ago. 

Yes ! let me acknowledge that on this first day I let the charm of 
her presence lure me from the recollection of myself and my position. 
The most trifling of the questions that she put to me, on the subject of 
using her pencil and mixing her colours ; the slightest alterations of 
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exprcibion in the lovely eyes that looked into mine, with such an earnest 
desire to learn all that I could teach, and to discover all that I could 
show, attracted more of my attention than the finest view we passed 
through, or the grandest changes of light and shade, as they flowed 
into each other over the waving moorland and the level beach. At 
any time, and under any circumstances of human interest, is it not 
strange to see how little real hold the objects of the natural world 
amid which we live can gain on our hearts and minds ? We go to 
Nature for comfort in trouble, and sympathy in joy, only in books. 
Admiration of those beauties of the inanimate world, which modern 
poetry so largely and so eloquently describes, is not, even in the best 
of us, one of the original instincts of our nature. As children, we none 
of us possess it. No uninstrucied man or woman possesses it. Those 
w’hose lives are most exclusively passed amid the ever-changing W’ondcrs 
of sea and land are also those who arc most universally insensible to 
every aspect of Nature not directly associated with the human interest 
of their calling. Our capacity of appreciating the beauties of the earth 
we live on is, in truth, one of the civilised accomplishments which we 
all learn as an Art; and, more, that very capacity is rarely practised 
by any of us except when our minds are most indolent and most un¬ 
occupied. How much share have the anractions of Nature ever had 
in the pleasurable or painful interests and emotions of ourselves or our 
friends ? What space do they ever occupy in the thousand little 
narratives of personal experience which pass every day by word of 
mouth from one of us to the other ? All that our minds can compass, 
all that our hearts can learn, can be accomplished with equal certainty, 
equal profit, and equal satisfaaion to ourselves, in the poorest as in 
the richest prospect that the face of the earth can show. There is surely 
a reason for this want of inborn sympathy bettveen the creature and 
the creation around it, a reason which may perhaps be found in the 
widely different destinies of man and his earthly sphere. The grandest 
mountain prospea that the eye can range over is appointed to anni¬ 
hilation. The smallest human interest that the pure heart can feel is 
appointed to immortality. 

^ been out nearly three hours, when the carriage again passed 
through the gates of Limmeridge House. 

On our way ba^, I had let the ladies settle for themselves the first 
point of view which they were to sketch, under my instructions, on 
the afternoon of the next day. When they withdrew to dress for 
dinner, and when I was alone again in my little sitting-room, my 
spints seemed to leave me on a sudden. I felt ill at case and dis¬ 
satisfied with myself, 1 hudly ^cw why. Perhaps 1 was now conscious, 
for me first time, of having enjoyed our drive too much in the character 
of a guest, and too little in the character of a drawing-master. Perhaps 
that strange sense of something wanting, either in Miss Fairlie or in 
myself, which had perplexed me when I was first introduced to her, 
haunted me still. Anyhow, it was a relief to my spirits, when the 
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dinner-hour called me out of my solitude, and took me back to the 
society of the ladies of the house. 

I was struck, on entering the drawing-room, by the curious contrast, 
rather in material than in colour, of the dresses which tliey now wore. 
While Mrs. Vesey and Miss Halcombe were richly clad (each in the 
manner most becoming to her age), the first in silver-grey, and the 
second in that delicate primrose-yellow colour which matches so well 
with a dark complexion and black hair, Aliss Fairlie w’as unpretendingly 
and almost poorly dressed in plain white muslin. It was spotlessly 
pure ; it was beautifully put on ; but still it was the sort of dress which 
the wife or daughter of a poor man might have worn ; and it made her, 
so far as externals went, look less affluent in circumstances than her 
own governess. At a later period, when I learnt to know more of Miss 
Fairlie s character, I discovered that this curious contrast, on the wrong 
side, was due to her natural delicacy of feeling and natural intensity of 
aversion to the slightest personal display of her own wealth. Neither 
Mrs. Vesey nor Miss Halcombe could ever induce her to let the 
advanuge in dress desert the t%vo ladies who were poor, to lean to 
the side of the one lady who was rich. 

When the dinner was over, we returned together to the drawing¬ 
room. Although Air. Fairlie (emulating the magnificent condescension 
of the monarch who had picked up Titian’s brush for him) had 
instructed his butler to consult my wishes in relation to the wine that 
I might prefer after dinner, I was resolute enough to resist the tempta¬ 
tion of sitting in solitary grandeur among bottles of my own choosing, 
and sensible enough to ask the ladies^ permission to leave the table 
with them habitually, on the civilised foreign plan, during the period 
of my residence at Limmeridgc House. 

The drawing-room, to which we had now withdrawn for the rest of 
the evening, was on the ground-floor, and was of the same shape and 
size as the breakfast-room. Large glass doors at the lower end opened 
on to a terrace, beautifully ornamented along its whole length with a 
profusion of flowers. The soft, hazy twilight was just shading leaf 
and blossom alike into harmony with its ow’n sober hues, as we entered 
the room; and the sweet evening scent of the flowers met us with its 
fragrant welcome through the open glass doors. Good Mrs. Vesey 
(always the first of the party to sit down) took possession of an arm-chair 
in a comer, and dozed off comfortably to sleep. At my request. Miss 
Fairlie placed herself at the piano. As I followed her to a seat near the 
instrument, I saw Miss Halcombe retire into a recess of one of the side 
windows, to proceed with the search through her mother’s letters by 
the last quiet rays of the evening light. 

How vividly that peaceful home-picture of the drawing-room comes 
back to me while 1 write ! From the place where I sat I could see Aliss 
Halcombe’s graceful figure, half of it in the soft light, half in mysterious 
shadow, bending intently over the letters in her lap; while, nearer to 
me, the fair profile of the player at the piano was just delicately d efin ed 
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agajnst the faintly deepening background of the inner wall of the room. 
Outside, on the terrace, the clustering flowers and long grasses and 
creepers waved so gently in the light evening air, that the sound of their 
rustling never reached us. The sky was without a cloud ; and the 
dawning mystery of moonlight began to tremble already in the region 
of the eastern heaven. The sense of peace and seclusion soothed all 
diought and feeling into a rapt, unearthly repose ; and the balmy quiet 
that deepened ever with the deepening light, seemed to hover over us 
with a gentler influence still, when there stole upon it from the piano the 
heavenly tenderness of the music of Mozart. It was an evening of 
sights and sounds never to forget. 

We all sat silent in the places we had chosen—Mrs. Vesey still 
sleeping, Miss Fairlic still playing, Miss Halcombe still reading— 
till the light failed us. By this time the moon had stolen round to 
the terrace, and soft, mysterious rays of light were slanting already 
across the lower end of the room. The change from the twilight 
obscurity was so beautiful, that we banished the lamps, by common 
consent, when the servant brought them in ; and kept the large room 
unlighted, except by the glimmer of the vwo candles at the piano. 

For half an hour more, the music still went on. After that, the 
beauty of the moonlight view on the terrace tempted Miss Fairlie 
out to look at it; and 1 follow'cd her. When the candles at the piano 
had been lighted Miss Halcombe had changed her place, so as to 
continue her examination of the letters by their assistance. We left 
her, on a low chair, at one side of the instrument, so absorbed over 
her reading that she did not seem to notice when we moved. 

Wc had been out on to the terrace together, just in from of the glass 
doors, hardly so long as five minutes, I should think ; and Miss Fairlie 
was, by my advice, just tying her white handkerchief over her head as a 
precaution against the night air—when I heard Miss Halcombc’s 
voice—low, eager, and altered from its natural lively tone—pronounce 
my name. ^ 

“ Mr. Hartright,” she said, “ will you come here for a minute ? I 
want to speak to you.” 

I entered the room again immediately. The piano stood about 
half-way down along the inner waU. On the side of the instrument 
farthest from the terrace. Miss Halcombe was sitting with the letters 
scattered on her lap, and with one in her hand seleaed from them, 
and held close to the candle. On the side nearest to the terrace there 
stood a low ottoman, on which I took my place. In this position I 
was not far from the glass doors ; and I could sec Miss Fairlie plainly, 
as she passed and repassed the opening on to the terrace; walking 
slowly from end to end of it in the full radiance of the moon. 

I want you to listen while I read the concluding passages in this 
letter,^’ said Aliss Halcocnbc* ‘‘ Tell me if you think they throw any 
light upon your strange adventure on the road to London. The letter 
IS addressed by my mother to her second husband, Mr. Fairlie; and 
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the date refers to a period of between eleven and twelve years since. 
At that time, Mr. and Mrs. Fairlie, and my half-sister Laura, had been 
living for years in this house ; and I was away from them, completing 
my education at a school in Paris.” 

She looked and spoke earnestly, and, as I thought, a little uneasily 
as well. At the moment when she raised the letter to the candle before 
beginning to read it. Miss Fairlie passed us on the terrace, looked in 
for a moment, and seeing that we were engaged, slowly walked on. 

Miss Halcombe began to read as follows :— 

“ ‘ You will be tired, my dear Philip, of hearing perpetually about 
my schools and my scholars. Lay the blame, pray, on the dull uni¬ 
formity of life at Limmeridge, and not on me. Besides, this time, I 
have something really interesting to tell you about a new scholar. 

“‘You know old Mrs. Kempe, at the village shop. Well, after 
years of ailing, the doctor has at last given her up, and she is dying 
slowly day by day. Her only living relation, a sister, arrived last week 
to take care of her. This sister comes all the way from Hampshire— 
her name is Mrs. Catherick. Four days ago Mrs. Catherick came here 
to see me, and brought her only child with her, a sweet little girl about 
a year older than our darling Laura-’ ” 

As the last sentence fell from the reader’s lips. Miss Fairlie passed 
us on the terrace once more. She was softly singing to herself one of 
the melodies which she had been playing earlier in the evening. Miss 
Halcombe waited till she had passed out of sight again ; and then went 
on with the letter : 

Mrs. Catherick is a decent, well-behaved, respectable woman; 
middle aged, and with the remains of having been moderately, only 
moderately, nice-looking. There is something in her manner and in 
appearance, however, which I can’t make out. She is reserved about 
herself to the point of downright secrecy; and there is a look in her 
face—I can’t describe it—which suggests to me that she has something 
on her mind. She is altogether what you would call a walking mystery. 
Her errand at Limmeridge House, however, was simple enough. 
When she left Hampshire to nurse her sister, Mrs. Kempe, through 
her last illness, she had been obliged to bring her daughter with her, 
through having no one at home to take care of the little girl. Mrs. 
Kempe may die in a week’s time, or may linger on for months; and 
Mrs. Catherick’s objea was to ask me to let her daughter, Anne, have 
the benefit of attending my school; subject to the condition of her being 
removed from it to go home again with her mother, after Mrs. Kempe’s 
death. 1 consented at once ; and when Laura and I went out for our 
walk, we took the little girl (who is just eleven years old) to the school, 
that very day.’ ” 

Once more, Miss Fairlie’s figure, bright and soft in its snowy muslin 
dress—her face prettily framed by the white folds of the handkerchief 
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which she had tied under her chin—passed by us in the moonlight. 
Once more, Miss Halcombc waited till she was out of sight; and then 
went on : 

“ ‘ I have taken a violent fancy, Philip, to my new scholar, for a 
reason w hich I mean to keep till the last for the s^e of surprising you. 
Her mother having told me as little about the child as she told me of 
herself, I was left to discover (which I did on the first day when we 
tried her at lessons) that the poor little thing’s intellect is not developed 
as it ought to be at her age. Seeing this, 1 had her up to the house the 
next day, and privately arranged witli the doctor to come and watch 
her and question her, and tell me what he thought. His opinion is 
that she w'ill grow out of it. But he says her careful bringing-up at 
school is a matter of great importance just now, because her unusual 
slowness in acquiring ideas implies an unusu^ tenacity in keeping 
them, when they are once received into her mind. Now’, my love, you 
must not imagine, in your off-hand way, that I have been attaching 
myself to an idiot. This poor little /Vnne Caiherick is a sweet, 
affectionate, grateful girl; and says tlic quaintest, prettiest things 
(as you shall judge by an instance), in the most oddly sudden, surprised, 
half-frightcncd way. Although she is dressed very neatly, her clothes 
show a sad w ant of taste in colour and pattern. So I arranged, yesterday, 
that some of our darling Laura’s old white frocks and w’hite hats 
should be altered for Anne Catherick ; explaining to her that little 
girls of her complexion looked neater and better all in white than in 
anything else. She hesitated and seemed puzzled for a minute; 
then flushed up, and appeared to understand. Her little hand clasped 
mine suddenly. She kissed it, Philip, and said (oh, so earnestly !), 
“ I will always wear white as long as I live. It will help me to remember 
you, ma’am, and to think that I am pleasing you still, when I go away 
and see you no more.” This is only one specimen of the quaint things 
she says so prettily. Poor little soul! She shall have a stock of white 
frocks, made with good deep tucks, to let out for her as she grows-* ” 

Miss Halcombe paused, and looked at me across the piano. 

“ Did the forlorn woman whom you met in the high road seem 
young ? ” she asked. “ Young enough to be two or three-and- 
twenty ? ” 

“ Yes, Miss Halcombe, as young as that.” 

“ And she was strangely dressed, from head to foot, all in white ? ” 

“ AU in white.” 

^TiUc the answer was passing my lips, Miss Fairlie glided into 
view on the terrace for the third time. Instead of proceeding on her 
walk, she stopped, with her back turned towards us; and, leaning on 
the balustrade of the terrace, looked down into the garden beyond. 
My eyes fixed upon the white gleam of her muslin gowm and head-dress 
in the moonlight, and a sensation, for which I can find no name—a 
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sensation that quickened my pulse, and raised a fluttering at my heart_ 

began to steal over me. 

“ All in white ? ” Miss Halcorabe repeated. “ The most important 
sentences in the letter, Mr. Hartright, are those at the end, which I 
will read to you immediately. But I can’t help dwelling a little upon 
the coincidence of the white costume of the woman you met, and the 
white frocks which produced that strange answer from my mother’s 
little scholar. The doaor may have been wrong when he discovered 
the child’s defects of intellect, and predicted that she would ‘ grow 
out of tliem.’ She may never have grown out of them ; and the old 
grateful fancy about dressing in white, which was a serious feeling to 
the girl, may be a serious feeling to the woman still.” 

I said a few words in answer—I hardly know what. All my attention 
was concentrated on tlie white gleam of Miss Fairlie’s muslin dress. 

“ Listen to the last sentences of the letter,” said Miss Halcombe. 
“ I think they will surprise you.” 

As she raised the letter to the light of the candle, Miss Fairlie turned 
from the balustrade, looked doubtfully up and down the terrace, 
advanced a step towards the glass doors, and then stopped, facing us. 

Meanwhile, Miss Halcombe read me the last sentences to which she 
had referred : 

‘ And now, my love, seeing that I am at the end of my paper, 
now for the real reason, the surprising reason, for my fondness for 
little Anne Catherick. My dear Philip, although she is not half so 
pretty, she is, nevertheless, by one of those extraordinary caprices 
of accidental resemblance which one sometimes secs, the living likeness, 
in her hair, her complexion, the colour of her eyes, and the shape 
of her face-’ ” 

I started up from the ottoman, before Miss Halcombe could pro¬ 
nounce the next words. A thrill of the same feeling which ran through 
me when the touch was laid upon my shoulder on the lonely high¬ 
road, chilled me again. 

There stood Miss Fairlie, a white figure, alone in the moonlight i 
in her attitude, in the turn of her head, in her complexion, in the 
shape of her face, the living image, at that distance and under those 
circumstances, of the woman in white ! The doubts which had troubled 
my mind for hours and hours past, flashed into conviction in an instant. 
That “ something wanting ” was my own recognition of the ominous 
likeness between the fugitive from the asylum and my pupil at Lim- 
meridge House. 

“ You sec it! ” said Miss Halcombe. She dropped the useless 
letter, and her eyes flashed as they met min e. ** You see it now, as my 
mother saw it eleven years since ( ” 

1 see it—more unwillingly than I can say. To associate that 
forlorn, friendless, lost woman, even by an accidental likeness only. 
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with Miss Fairlic, seems like casting a shadow on the future of the 
bright creature who stands looking at us now. Let me lose the 
impression again, as soon as possible. Call her in, out of the drcar>’ 
moonlight—pray call her in ! ” 

“ Mr. Haruight, you surprise me. Whatever women may be, I 
thought tliai men, in the nineteenth century, were above superstition.” 

“ Pray call her in ! ” 

“ Hush, hush ! She is coming of her own accord. Say nothing in 
her presence. Let this discovery of the likeness be kept a secret 
between you and me. Come in, Laura; come in, and wake Mrs. 
Vescy with the piano. Mr. Hanright is petitioning for some more 
music, and he wants it, this time, of the lightest and Uveliest kind.” 

IX 

So ended my eventful first day at Limmcridge House. 

Miss Halcombc and I kept our secret. After the discoverj' of the 
likeness no fresh light seemed destined to break over the mystery 
of the woman in white. At the first safe opportunity Miss Halcombe 
cautiously led her half-sister to speak of their mothy, of old times, 
and of Anne Cathcrick. Miss Fairlic’s recollections of the little scholar 
at Limmcridge were, however, only of the most vague and general 
kind. She remembered the likeness between herself and her mother’s 
favourite pupil, as something which had been supposed to exist in 
past times ; but she did not refer to the gift of the white dresses, or 
to the singular form of words in which the child had artlessly expressed 
her gratitude for them. She remembered that Anne had remained at 
Limmeridgc for a few months only, and had then left it to go back to 
her home in Hampshire ; but she could not say whether the mother 
and daughter had ever returned, or had ever been heard of after¬ 
wards. No further search, on Miss Halcombe’s part, through the few 
letters of Mrs. Fairlie’s writing which she had left unread, assisted in 
clearing up the uncertainties still left to perplex us. We had identified 
the unhappy woman whom I had met in the night-time, with Anne 
Cathcrick—we had made some advance, at least, towards connecting the 
probably defective condition of the poor creature’s intellect with the 
peculiarity of her being dressed all in white, and with the continuance, in 
her maiurcr years, of her childish gratitude towards Mrs. Fairlie— 
and there, so far as we knew at that time, our discoveries had ended. 

The days passed on, the weeks passed on j and the track of the 
golden autumn wound its bright way visibly through the green summer 
of the trees. Peaceful, fast-flowing, happy time ! my story glides by 
you now as swiftly as you once glided by me. Of all the treasures of 
enjoyment that you poured so freely into my heart, how much is left 
me that has purpose and value enough to be written on this page ? 
Nothing but the saddest of all confessions that a man can make— 
the confession of his own folly. 
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The secret which that confession discloses should be told with little 
eflfort, for it has indirectly escaped me already. The poor weak words, 
which have failed to describe iMiss Fairlie, have succeeded in betraying 
the sensations she awakened in me. It is so with us all. Our words are 
giants when they do us an injury, and dwarfs when they do us a service. 

I loved her. 

Ah ! how well I know all the sadness and all the mockery that is 
contained in those three words. I can sigh over my mourixlul con¬ 
fession with the tenderest woman %vho reads it and pities me. I can 
laugh at it as bitterly as the hardest man who losses it from him in 
contempt. I loved her ! Feel for me, or despise me, I confess it with 
the same immovable resolution to own the truth. 

Was there no excuse for me ? There was some excuse to be found, 
surely, in the conditions under which my term of hired service was 
passed at Limmcridge House. 

My morning hours succeeded each other calmly in the quiet and 
seclusion of my own room. I had just work enough to do, in mounting 
my employer’s drawings, to keep my hands and eyes pleasurably 
employed, while my mind was left free to enjoy the dangerous luxury 
of its own unbridled thoughts. A perilous solitude, for it lasted long 
enough to enervate, not long enough to fortify me. A perilous solitude, 
for it was followed by afternoons and evenings spent, day after day 
and week after week, ^one in the society of two women, one of whom 
possessed all the accomplishments of grace, wit, and high-breeding, 
tlie other all the charms of beauty, gentleness, and simple truth, that 
can purify and subdue the heart of man. Not a day passed, in that 
dangerous intimacy of teacher and pupil, in which my hand was not 
close to Miss Fairlie’s ; my cheek, as we bent together over her sketch¬ 
book, almost touching hers. The more attentively she watched every 
movement of my brush, the more closely I was breathing the perfume 
of her hair, and the warm fragrance of her breath. It was part of my 
service, to live in the very light of her eyes—at one time to be bending 
over her, so close to her bosom as to tremble at the thought of touching 
it; at another, to feel her bending over me, bending so close to see 
what 1 was about, that her voice sank low when she spoke to me, and 
her ribbons brushed my cheek in the wind before she could draw them 
back. 

The evenings which followed the skctcliing excursions of the after¬ 
noon, varied, rather than checked, these innocent, these inevitable 
familiarities. My natural fondness for the music which she played 
witli such tender feeling, such delicate womanly taste, and her natural 
enjoyment of giving me back, by the practice of her art, the pleasure 
which I had offered to her by the practice of mine, only wove another 
tic which drew us closer and closer to one another. The accidents of 
conversation; the simple habits which regulated even such a little 
thing as the position of our places at table ; the play of Miss Holcombe’s 
over-ready raillery, always directed against my anxiety, as teacher, 
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while it sparkled over her enthusiasm as pupil ; the harmless expression 
of poor Mrs. Vesey’s drowsy approval which connected Miss Fairlie 
and me as two model young people w'ho never disturbed her—every one 
of these trifles, and many more, combined to fold us together in the 
same domestic atmosphere, and to lead us both insensibly to the same 
hopeless end. 

I should have remembered my position, and have put myself secretly 
on my guard. I did so ; but not till it was too late. All the discretion, 
all the experience, which had availed me with other women, and secured 
me against other temptations, failed me with her. It had been my 
profession, for years past, to be in this close contact with yoimg girls 
of all ages, and of all orders of beauty. I had accepted the position as 
part of my calling in life ; I had trained myself to leave all the sympathies 
natural to my age in my employer’s outer hall, as coolly as I left my 
umbrella there before I went upstairs. I had long since learnt to 
understand, composedly and as a matter of course, that my situation 
in life was considered a guarantee against any of my female pupils 
feeling more than the most ordinary interest in me, and that I was 
admitted among beautiful and captivating women, much as a harmless 
domestic animal is admitted among them. This guardian experience I 
had gained early ; this guardian experience had sternly and strictly 
guided me straight along my own poor narrow path, without once 
letting me stray aside, to the right hand or to the left. And now, I 
and my trusty talisman were parted for the first time. Yes, my hardly- 
earned self-control was as completely lost to me as if I had never 
possessed it; lost to me, as it is lost every day to other men, in other 
critical situations, where women are concerned. I know, now, that 1 
should have questioned myself from the first. I should have asked why 
any room in the house was better than home to me when she entered 
it, and barren as a desert when she went out again—why I always 
noticed and remembered the little changes in her dress that 1 had 
noticed and remembered in no other woman’s before—why 1 saw her, 
heard her, and touched her (when we shook hands at night and morning) 
as I had never seen, heard, and touched any other woman in my life ? 
I should have looked into my own heart, and found this new growth 
springing up there, and plucked it out while it was young. Why was 
this easiest, simplest work of self-culture always too much for me ? 
The explanation has been written already in the three words that were 
many enough, and plain enough, for my confession. I loved her. 

I'he days passed, che weeks passed; it was approaching the third 
month of my stay in Cumberland. The delicious monotony of life 
in our calm seclusion, flowed on with me like a smooth str eam with 
a swimmer who glides down the current. All memory of the past, 
all thoughts of the future, all sense of the falseness and hopelessness 
of my own position, lay hushed within me into deceitful rest. Lulled 
by the Syren-song that my own heart sang to me, with eyes shut to 
all sight, and ears closed to all sound of danger, I drifted nearer and 
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nearer to the fatal rocks. The warning that aroused me at last, and 
startled me into sudden, self-accusing consciousness of my own weak¬ 
ness, was the plainest, the truest, the kindest of all warnings, for it 
came silently from her. 

We had pancd one night, as usual. No word had fallen from my 
lips, at that time, or at any time before it, that could betray me, or 
startle her into sudden knowledge of the truth. But, when we met 
again in the morning, a change had come over her—a chance that told 
me all. 

I shrank then—I shrink still—from invading the innermost sanctuary 
of her heart, and laying it open to others, as I have laid open my own. 
Let it be enough to say that the time when she first surprised my 
secret was, I firmly believe, the time when she first surprised her own, 
and the time, also, when she changed towards me in the interval of 
one night. Her nature, too truthftil to deceive others, was too noble 
to deceive itself. When the doubt that I had hushed asleep, first weighed 
its weary weight on her hean, the true face owned all, and said, in its 
own frank, simple language — I am sorry for him; I am sorry for 
myself. 

It said this, and more, which I could not then interpret. I under¬ 
stood but too well the change in her manner ; to greater kindness and 
quicker readiness in interpreting all my wishes, before others—to 
constraint and sadness, and nervous anxiety to absorb herself in the 
first occupation she could seize on, whenever we happened to be left 
together alone. I understood why the sweet sensitive lips smiled so 
rarely and so restrainedly now ; and why the clear blue eyes looked at 
me, sometimes with the pity of an angel, sometimes with the innocent 
perplexity of a child. But the change meant more than this. There was 
a coldness in her hand, there was an unnatural immobility in her face, 
there was in all her movements the mute expression of constant fear 
and clinging self-reproach. The sensations that I could trace to 
herself and to me, the unacknowledged sensations that we were feeling 
in common, were not these. There were cer tain elements of the change 
in her that were still secretly drawing us together, and others that were, 
as secretly, beginning to drive us apart. 

In my doubt and perplexity, in my vague suspicion of some thing 
hidden which I was left to find by my own unaided efforts, I examined 
Miss Halcombe’s looks and manner for enlightenment. Living in such 
intima^ as ours, no serious alteration could take place in any one of 
us which did not sympathetically affect the others. The change in 
Miss Fairlie was reflected in her half-sister. Althou gh not a word 
escaped Miss Halcombe which hinted at an altered state of feeling 
towards myself, her penetrating eyes had contracted a new habit of 
always watching me. Sometimes, the look was like suppressed anger ; 
sometimes like suppressed dread ; sometimes like neitlter—like nothing, 
in short, which 1 could understand. A week elapsed, leaving us all 
three still in this position of secret constraint towards one another. My 
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situation, aggravated by the sense of my own miserable weakness and 
forgetfulness of myself, now’ too late awakened in me, was becoming 
intolerable. I fell that I must cast off the oppression under w’hich I 
was living, at once and for ever—yet how to act for the best, or what to 
say first, w’as more than I could tell. 

From this position of helplessness and humiliation, I was rescued 
by Miss Halcombe. Her lips told me the bitter, the necessary, the 
unexpected truth ; her hearty kindness sustained me under the shock 
of hearing it; her sense and courage turned to its right use an event 
which threatened the worst that could happen, to me and to others, in 
Limnicridgc House. 


X 

It was on a Thursday in the week, and nearly at the end of the third 
month of my sojourn in Cumberland. 

In the morning, when I went down into the breakfast-room at the 
usual hour, Miss Halcombe, for die first time since I had knowm her, 
W’as absent from her customar}’ place at the table. 

Miss Fairlic was out on the lawn. She bowed to me, but did not 
come in. Not a word had dropped from my lips, or from hers, that 
could unsettle cither of us—and yet the same unac^owledgcd sense of 
embarrassment made us shrink iike from mcedng one anodicr alone. 
She waited on the lawn ; and I waited in the breakfast-room, till Mrs. 
Vescy or Miss Halcombe came in. How quickly I should have joined 
her: how readily we should have shaken hands, and glided into our 
customary talk, only a fortnight ago. 

In a few minutes Miss Halcombe entered. She had a preoccupied 
look, and she made her apologies for being late, rather absently. 

“ I have been detained,’* she said, “ by a consultation with Mr. 
Fairlic on a domestic matter which he wished to speak to me about.” 

Miss Fairlie came in from the garden j and the usual morning 
greeting passed between us. Her hand struck colder to mine than 
ever. She did not look at me; and she was very pale. Even Mrs. 
Vesey noticed it, when she entered the room a moment affer. 

" I suppose it is the change in the wind,” said the old lady. “ The 
winter is coming—ah, my love, the winter is coming soon 1 ” 

In her heart and in mine it had come already. 

Our morning meal—once so full of pleasant good-humoured dis¬ 
cussion of the plans for the day—was short and silent. Miss Fairlie 
seemed to feel the oppression of the long pauses in the conversation; 
and looked appealingly to her sister to fUl them up. Miss Halcomb^ 
after once or twice hesitating and checking herself, in a most un¬ 
characteristic manner, spoke at last. 

” I have seen your uncle this morning, Laura,” she said. “ He 
thinks the purple room is the one that ought to be got ready j and 
he confirms what I told you. Monday is the day—not Tuesday.” 
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While these words were being spoken, Ali^s Fairlie looked down 
at the table beneath her. Her lingers n^oved ner\'ously among the 
crumbs that were scattered on the cloth. The paleness on her cheek> 
spread to her lips, and the lips tliemselves trembled vir>ibly. I was not 
the only person present who noticed it. Miss llalcombe saw it too ; 
and at once set us tlic example of rising from table. 

Mrs. Vesey and Miss Fairlie left the room togedicr. Tne kind 
sorrowTui blue eyes looked at mo, for a moment, v.ith the piObcicnt 
sadness of a coming and a long farewell. I felt the answermg pang in 
my own heart—the pang that told me I must lose her soon, and love 
her the more unchangeably for the loss. 

I turned towards the garden, when the door had closed on her. 
Miss Halcombe was standing with her hat in her hand, and her shawl 
over her arm, by the large window that led out to the lawn, and was 
looking at me attentively. 

“ Have you any leisure time to spare,” she asked, “ before you begin 
to work in your own room ? ” 

“ Certainly, Miss Halcombe. I have always time at your service. ’ 

” I want to say a word to you in private, Air, Hartright. Get your 
hat, and come out into the garden. We are not Ukcly to be disturbed 
there at this hour in the morning.” 

As we stepped out on to the lawn, one of the under-gardeners— 
a mere lad—passed us on his way to the house, with a letter in his hand. 
Miss Halcombe stopped him. 

“ Is that letter for me ? ” she asked. 

“ Nay, miss ; it’s just said to be for Miss Fairlie,” answered tlie lad, 
holding out the letter as he spoke. 

Miss Halcombe took it from him, and looked at the address. 

“ A strange handw'riting,” she said to herself. “ Who can Laura’s 
correspondent be ? Where did you get this ? ” she continued, address¬ 
ing the gardener. 

“ Well, miss,” said the lad, “ I just got it from a woman.” 

“ What woman ? ” 

“ A woman well stricken in age.” 

“ Oh, an old woman. Any one you knew ? ” 

“ 1 canna’ tak* it on mysel’ to say that she was other than a stranger 
to me.” 

“ Which way did she go ? ” 

“ That gate,” said the under-gardener, turning with great deliberation 
towards the south, and embracing the whole of that part of England 
with one comprehensive sweep of his arm. 

“ Curious,” said Miss Halcombe; ‘‘ I suppose it must be a begging 
letter. There,” she added, handing the letter back to tlie lad, ‘‘ take 
it to the house, and give it to one of the servants. And now, Mr. Hart- 
right, if you have no objection, let us walk this way.” 

She 1^ me across the lawn, along the same p>ath by which 1 had 
followed her on the day after my arrival at Limmcridge. At the little 
3 



48 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


sunimer-house, in which Laura Fairlie and I had first seen each other, 
she stopped, and broke tlic silence which she had steadily m aintain ed 
while W'c were walking together. 

“ What I have to say to you, I can say here.” 

With those words she entered the summer-house, took one of the 
chairs at tlic little round table inside, and signed to me to take the 
other. 1 suspected what was coming when she spoke to me in the 
breakfast-room ; I felt certain of it now. 

“ Mr. Ilartright,” she said, “ I am going to begin by making a 
frank avowal to you. I am going to say—wthout phrase-making, 
which I detest; or paying compliments, which I heartily despise— 
that I have come, in the course of your residence with us, to feel a 
strong friendly regard for you. I was predisposed in your favour 
when you first told me of your conduct towards that unhappy woman 
whom you met under such remarkable circumstances. Your manage¬ 
ment of the affair might not have been prudent; but it showed the 
self-control, die delicacy, and the compassion of a man who was 
naturally a gentleman. It made me expect good things from you ; 
and you have not disappointed my expectations.” 

She paused—but held up her hand at the same time, as a sign that 
she awaited no answer from me before she proceeded. When I entered 
the summer-house, no thought was in me of the woman in white. But 
now, Miss Halcombc’s own words had pul the memory of my 
adventure back in my mind. It remained there throughout the inter¬ 
view—remained, and not widiout a result. 

“ As your friend,” she proceeded, “ I am going to tell you, at once, 
in my own plain, blunt, downright language, that I have discovered 
your secret—without help or hmt, mind, from any one else. Mr. 
Hartright, you have thoughtlessly allowed yourself to form an attach¬ 
ment—a serious and devoted attachment, I am afraid—to my sister 
Laura. I don’t put you to the pain of confessing it, in so man y words, 
because I see and know that you arc loo honest to deny it. I don’t 
even blame you—I pity you for opening your heart to a hopeless 
affection. You have not attempted to take any imderhand advantage 
—you have not spoken to my sister in secret. You arc guilty of weakness 
and want of attention to your own best interests, but of nothing worse. 
If you had acted, in any single respect, less delicately and less modestly, 
I should have told you to leave the house, without an instant’s notice, 
or an instant’s consultation of anybody. As it is, I blame the mis¬ 
fortune of your years and your position—I don’t blame you. Shake 
hands—I have pven you pain ; I am going to give you more ; but there 
is no help for it—shake hands with your friend, Marian Halcombe, 
first.” 

The sudden kindness—the warm, high-minded, fearless sympathy 
which met me on such mcrcifuUy-equal terms, which appealed with 
such delicate and generous abnipmess straight to my heart, my honour, 
and my courage, overcame me in an instant. I tried to look at her 
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when she took my hand, but my eyes were dim. I tried to thank her, 
but my voice failed me. 

“ Listen to me,” she said, considerately avoiding all notice of my 
loss of self-control. “ Listen to me, and let us get it over at once. 
It is a real true relief to me that I am not obliged, in what I have now 
to say, to enter into the question—ilie hard and cruel question as I 
think it—^f social inequalities. Circumstances which will try vcju 
to the quick, spare me tlie ungracious necessity of paining a man who 
has lived in friendly intimacy under the same roof witii myself bv anv 
humiliating reference to matters of rank and station. You must leave 
Limmeridge House, Mr. Hartright, before more harm is done. It is 
my duty to say that to you j and it would be equally my duty to say it, 
under precisely the same serious necessity, if you were the represen¬ 
tative of the oldest and wealthiest family in England. You must leave 
us, not because you are a teacher of drawing-” 

She waited a moment; turned her face full on me ; and reaching 
across tlie table, laid her hand firmly on my arm. 

“ Not because you are a teacher of drawing,” she repeated, “ but 
because Laura Fairlie is engaged to be married.” 

The last word went like a bullet to my heart. My arm lost all 
sensation of the hand that grasped it. I never mov'cd and never spoke. 
The sharp autumn breeze that scattered the dead leaves at our feet, 
came as cold to me, on a sudden, as if my own mad hopes w'cre dead 
leaves, too, whirled away by the wind like the rest. Hopes ! Betrothed, 
or not betrothed, she was equally far from me. Would other men have 
remembered that in my place ? Not if they had loved her as I did. 

The pang passed ; and nothing but the dull numbing pain of it 
remained. I felt A^liss Halcombe’s hand again, tightening its hold 
on my arm—I raised my head and looked at her. Her large black 
eyes were rooted on me, watching the white change on my face, which 
I felt, and which she saw. 

‘ Crush it! ” she said. “ Here, where you first saw her, crush it ! 
Don’t shrink under it like a woman. Tear it out; uample it under 
fool like a man ! ” 

The suppressed vehemence with which she spoke i the .strength 
which her will—concentrated in the look she fixed on me, and in tlie 
bold on my^ arm that she had not yet relinquished—communicated to 
mine, steadied me. We both waited for a minute, in silence. At the 
end of that time, 1 had justified her generous fai^ in my manhood; 

I had, outwardly at least, recovered my self-control. 

" Are you yourself again ? ” 

Enough myself, Miss Halcombc, to ask your pardon, and hers. 
Enough myself, to be guided by your advice, and to prove my gratitude 
m that way, if I can prove it in no other.” 

“You have proved it already,” she answered, “by those words. 
Mr. Hartright, concealment is at an end between us. I cannot affect 
to hide frdm you what my sister has unconsciously shown to me. You 
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must leave us for her sake, as well as for your own. Your presence 
here, your necessary intimacy with us> harmless as it has been, God 
knows, in all other respects, has unsteadied her and made her wretched. 
I, who love her better than my own life—I, who have learnt to believe 
in that pure, noble, innocent nature as I believe in my religion—know 
but too well the secret misery of self-reproach that she has been 
suffering, since the first shadow of a feeling disloyal to her marriage 
engagement entered her heart in spite of her. I don’t say—it would be 
useless to attempt to say it after what has happened—that her engage¬ 
ment has ever had a strong hold on her affections. It is an engage¬ 
ment of honour, not of love ; her father sanctioned it on his deathbed, 
two years since—she herself ncitlicr welcomed it nor shrank from it— 
she was content to make it. Till you came here, she was in the position 
of hundreds of other women, who marry men without being greatly 
attracted to them or greatly repelled by them, and who learn to love 
them (when they don’t learn to hate 1) after marriage, instead of before. 
I hope more earnestly than w’ords can say—and you should have the 
self-sacrificing courage to hope too—that the new tlioughts and feelings 
which have disturbed the old calmness and tlic old content, have not 
taken root too deeply to be ever removed. Your absence (if I had 
less belief in your honour, and your courage, and your sense, I should 
not trust to Utem as I am trusting now)—your absence will help my 
efforts ; and time will help us all three. It is something to know that 
my first confidence in you was not all misplaced. It is something to 
know that you will not be less honest, less manly, less considerate 
towards Uic pupil whose relation to yourself you have had the mis¬ 
fortune to forget, than towards tlic stranger and the outcast whose 
appeal to you was not made in vain.” 

Again the chance reference to the woman in white ! Was there no 
possibility of speaking of Miss Tairlic and of me without raising the 
memory of Anne Cathcrick, and setting her betsveen us like a fatality 
that it was hopeless to avoid ? 

“ 1 cU me what apology I can make to Mr. Fairlic for breaking 
my engagement,” I said. “ Tell me when to go after that apology 
is accepted. I promise implicit obedience to you and to your advice.” 

“ Time is, every way, of importance,” she answered. “ You heard 
me refer this morning to Monday next, and to the necessity of setting 
the purple room in order. The visitor whom we expect on Monday—” 

I could not wait for her to be more explicit. Knowing what I knew 
now, tlie memory of Miss Fairlic’s look and manner at the breakfast- 
table told me that tlic expected visitor at Limmeridge House was her 
future husband. I tried to force it back; but some thin g rose wi thin 
me at that moment stronger than my own will; and I interrupted Miss 
Hal combe. 

“ Let me go to-day,” I said bitterly. “ The sooner the better.” 

“ No; not to-day,” she replied. “ The only reason you assign 
to Mr. Fairlie for your departure, before the end of your engagement. 
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must be that an unforeseen necessity compels you to ask his per¬ 
mission to return at once to London. You must wait till to-morrow 
to tell him that, at the time when the post comes in, because he will 
then understand the sudden change in your plans, by associating it 
with the arrival of a letter from London. It is miserable and sickening 
to descend to deceit, even of the most harmless kind—but I know- Air. 
Fairlie, and if you once excite his suspicions that you arc triilmg with 
him, he will refuse to release you. Speak to him on Friday morning ; 
occupy yourself afterwards (for tlie sake of your own interests witli 
your employer), in leaving your unfinished work in as little confusion 
as possible; and quit this place on Saturday. It will be time enough 
then. Air. Hartright, for you, and for all of us.” 

Before I could assure her that she might depend on my acting in 
the strictest accordance with her wishes, we were both startled by 
advancing footsteps in the shrubbery. Some one was coming from 
the house to seek for us ! I felt the blood rush into my cheeks and then 
leave them again. Could the third person who was fast approaching 
us, at such a time and under such circumstances, be Miss F'airlie ? 

It was a relief—so sadly, so hopelessly was my position towards 
her changed already—it was absolutely a relief to me, when the person 
who had disturbed us appeared at the entrance of the summer-house, 
and proved to be only Aiiss Fairlic’s maid. 

“ Could I speak to you for a moment, miss ? ” said the girl, in rather 
a flurried, unsettled manner. 

Miss Halcombe descended the steps into the shrubbery, and walked 
aside a few paces with the maid. 

Left by myself, my mind reverted, with a sense of forlorn wretched¬ 
ness which it is not in any words that I can find to describe, to my 
approaching return to the solitude and the despair of my lonely London 
home. Thoughts of my kind old motlicr, and of my sister, who had 
rejoiced with her so innocently over my prospects in Cumberland— 
thoughts whose long banishment from my heart, it was now my shame 
and my reproach to realise for the first time—came back to me witli the 
loving moumftilness of old, neglected friends. Aly mother and my 
sister, what would they feel w’hen I returned to them from my broken 
engagement, with the confession of my miserable secret—tlicy who had 
parted from me so hopefully on that last happy night in the Hampstead 
cottage! 

Anne Catherick again ! Even the memory of the farewell evening 
with my mother and my sister could not return to me now, unconnected 
with that other memory of the moonlight walk back to London. What 
did it mean ? Were that woman and I to meet once more ? It was 
possible, at the least. Did she know that 1 lived in London ? Yes ; I 
had told her so, either before or after that strange question of hers, 
when she had asked me so distrustfully if I knew many men of the rank 
of Baronet. Either before or after—my mind was not calm enough, 
then, to remember which. 
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A few minutes elapsed before Miss Halcombe dismissed the maid 
and came back to me. She, too, looked flurried and unsettled now. 

“ Wc have arranged all that is necessary, Mr. Hartright,” she said. 
“ W'c have understood each otlicr, as friends should ; and we may go 
back at once to the house. To tell you the truth, I am uneasy about 
Laura. She has sent to say she wants to sec me directly ; and the maid 
reports that her mistress is apparendy very much agitated by a letter 
that she has received this morning—the same letter, no doubt, which I 
sent on to the house before we came here.” 

^'e retraced our steps together hastily along the shrubbery path. 
Although Miss Halcombe had ended all that she thought it necessary 
to say, on her side, I had not ended all that I wanted to say on min e. 
From the moment when I had discovered that the expected visitor at 
Limmeridge was Miss Fairlic’s future husband, I had felt a bitter 
curiosity, a burning envious eagerness, to know who he was. It was 
possible that a future opportunity of putting the question might not 
easily offer; so I risked asking it on our way back to the house. 

“ Now that you arc kind enough to tell me we have understood 
each other, Miss Halcombe,” I said ; “ now that you arc sure of my 
gratitude for your forbearance and my obedience to your tvishes, 
may I venture to ask who ”—(I hesitated ; I had forced myself to 
think of him, but it was harder still to speak of him, as her promised 
husband)—“ who the gentleman engaged to Miss Fairlie is ? ” 

Her mind was evidently occupied with the message she had received 
from her sister. She answered in a hasty, absent way : 

“ A gentleman of large property, in Hampshire.” 

Hampshire ! Anne Cathcrick’s native place. Again, and yet again, 
the woman in white. There uas a fatality in it. 

“ And his name ? ” I said, as quietly and indifferently as I could. 

“ Sir Percival Clyde.” 

Sir —Sir Pcrcivd ! Anne Cathcrick’s question—that suspicious 
question about the men of the rank of Baronet whom I might happen 
to know—had hardly been dismissed from my mind by Miss Hol¬ 
combe’s return to me in the summer-house, before it was recalled again 
by her own answer. I stopped suddenly, and looked at her. 

“ Sir Percival Clyde,” she repeated, imagining that I had not heard 
her former reply. 

“ Kmght, or Baronet ? ” I asked, with an agitation that I could hide 
no longer. 

She paused for a moment, and then answered, rather coldly : 

“ Baronet, of course.” 

XI 

Not a word more was said, on either side, as we walked back to the 
bouse. Miss Halcombe hastened immediately to her sister’s room; 
and I withdrew to my studio to set in order all of Mr. Fairlie’s drawings 
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that I had not yet mounted and restored before I resigned them to 
the care of other hands. Thoughts tliat I had hidierto restrained, 
thoughts that made my position harder than ever to endure, crowded 
on me now that I was alone. 

She was engaged to be married ; and her future husband was Sir 
Pcrcival Clyde. A man of the rank of baronet, and the owner of 
property in Hampshire. 

There were hundreds of baronets in England, and dozens of land- 
oumers in Hampshire. Judging by the ordinaiw rules of evidence, 
I had not the shadow of a reason, thus far, for connecting Sir Pcrcival 
Clyde with the suspicious words of inquiry that had been spoken 
to me by the woman in white. And yet, 1 did connect him with them. 
Was it because he had now become associated in my mind with Miss 
Fairlic; Miss Fairlie being, in her turn, associated witli Anne 
Cathcrick, since the night when I had discovered the ominous likeness 
between them ? Had the events of the morning so unner\’ed me 
already that I was at the mercy of any delusion which common chances 
and common coincidences might suggest to my imagination ? Im¬ 
possible to say. I could only feel that what had passed between Miss 
Halcombe and myself, on our way from the summer-house, had affected 
me very strangely. The foreboding of some undiscoverable danger 
lying hid from us all in the darkness of ilic future, was strong on me. 
The doubt whether I was not linked already to a chain of events which 
even my approaching departure from Cumberland would be powerless 
to snap asunder—the doubt whether we any of us saw the end as the 
end would really be—gathered more and more darkly over my mind. 
Poignant as it was, the sense of suffering caused by the miserable end 
of my brief, presumptuous love, seemed to be blunted and deadened 
by the still stronger sense of somctliing obscurely impending, some¬ 
thing invisibly threatening, that Time was holding over our heads. 

I had been engaged with the drawings little more than lialf an hour, 
when there was a knock at the door. It opened, on my answering; 
and, to my surprise, Miss Halcombe entered the room. 

Her manner was angry and agitated. She caught up a chair for 
herself before I could give her one; and sat down in it, close at my 
side. 

“Mr. Hartright,” she said, “ I had hoped that all painful subjects 
of conversation were exhausted between us, for to-day at least. But 
it is not to be so. There is some underhand villainy at work to frighten 
nay sister about her approaching marriage. You saw me send the 
gardener on to the house, with a letter addressed, in a strange hand¬ 
writing, to Miss Fairlie ? ” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ That letter is an anonymous letter—a vile attempt to injure Sir 
Pcrcival Clyde in my sister’s estimation. It has so agitated and alarmed 
her that I have had the greatest possible difficulty in composing her 
spirits sufficiently to allow me to leave her room and come here. I 
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know this is a family matter on which I ought not to consult you, and 
in which you can feel no concern or interest-” 

“ I beg your pardon, Miss Halcombc. I feci tlie strongest possible 
concern and interest in anything that affects Miss Fairlie’s happiness 
or yours.” 

“ I am glad to hear you say so. You arc the only person in the house, 
or out of it, who can advise me. Mr. Fairlic, in his state of health 
and with his horror of difficulties and mysteries of all kinds, is not to 
be thought of. The clcrgj-man is a good, weak man, who knows 
notliing out of the routine of his duties ; and our neighbours arc just 
the sort of comfortable, jog-trot acquaintances whom one cannot 
disturb in times of trouble and danger. What I want to know is this : 
ought I at once to take such steps as 1 can to discover the writer of the 
letter ? or ought I to wait, and apply to Mr. Fairlie’s legal adviser 
to-morrow ? It is a question—perhaps a very important one—of 
gaining or losing the day. Tell me what you think, Mr. Hartright. 
If necessity had not already obliged me to take you into my confidence 
under very delicate circumstances, even my helpless situation would, 
perhaps, be no excuse for me. But, as things are, I cannot surely be 
wrong, after alt that has passed beuveen us, in forgetting that you are a 
friend of only three months’ standing.” 

She gave me the letter. It began abrupdy, withoift any preliminary 
form of address, as follows :— 

” Do you believe in dreams ? I hope, for your own sake, that you 
do. See what Scripture says about dreams and their fulfilment (Genesis 
xl. 8 , xli. 25 ; Daniel iv. 18 - 25 ), warning I send you 

before it is too late. 

“ Last night, I dreamed about you, Miss Fairlie. I dreamed that I 
was standing inside the communion rails of a church : I on one side 
of the altar-table, and the clergyman, with his surplice and his prayer- 
book, on the other. 

“ After a time, there walked tow'ards us, down the aisle of the church, 
a man and a woman, coming to be married. You were the woman. 
You looked so pretty and innocent in your beautiful white silk dress, 
and your long white lace veil, that my heart felt for you and the tears 
came into my eyes. 

“ They were tears of pity, young lady, that heaven blesses; and, 
instead of falling from my eyes like the cvery-day tears that we all of 
us shed, they turned into two rays of light which slanted nearer and 
nearer to the man standing at the altar with you, till they touched his 
breast. The two rays sprang in arches like two rainbows, between 
me and him. I looked along them; and I saw down into his inmost 
heart. 

“ The outside of the man you were marrying was fair enough to 
see. He was neither tall nor short—he a little below the middle 

size. A light, active, high-spirited man—about five-and-forty years 
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old, to look at. He had a pale face, and was bald over the forehead 
but had dark hair on the rest of his head. His bcartl was shaven on 
njs chin> but was let to grow, of a fine rich brown, on his cheeks and 
his upper lip. His eyes were brown too, and very bright; his nose 
straight and handsome, and delicate enough to have done for a woman’s. 
His hands the same. He was troubled from time to time witli a drv 
hacking cough ; and when he put up his white right hand to his mouth, 
he showed the red scar of an old wound across the back of it. Have 
I dreamt of the right man > You know best, Miss Fairlie ; and you 
can say if I was deceived or not. Read next, what I saw beneath the 
outside—I entreat you, read, and profit. 

“ I looked along die two rays of light; and I saw down into his 
mmost heart. It was black as night, and on it were written, in the red 
flying letters which arc die handwriting of the fallen angel, ‘ Without 
pity and without remorse. He has streum with misery die paths of 
o^ers, and he will live to strew with miscr>’ the path of this woman by 
his side.’ I read that; and dien the rays of light shifted and pointed 
over his shoulder; and there, behind him, stood a fiend, laughing. 
And the rays of light shifted once more, and pointed over your shoulder; 

“gel weeping. And the rays of light 
shifted for the third time, and pointed straight between you and that 
man. They widened and widened, thrusting you both asunder, one 
from the other. And tlic clergyman looked for the marriage-service 
m vain ; it was gone out of the book, and he shut up tlic leaves, and 
put it from him in despair. And I woke witli my eves full of tears and 
my hcan beating—for 7 believe in dreams. 

Believe, too, Miss Fairlie—I beg of you, for vour own sake, believe 
^ I do. Joseph and Daniel, and others in Scripture, believed in dreams. 
Inquire into the past life of that man with tlie scar on his hand, before 
you say the words that make you his miserable wife. I don’t give you 
this warnmg on my account, but on yours. I have an interest in your 
well-being that will live as long as I draw breath. Your mother’s 
daughter has a tender place in my heart—for your mother was mv 
first, my best, my only friend.” 


There, the extraordinary letter ended, without signature of any sort 
The handwriung afforded no prospect of a clue. It was traced oii 
ruled Imes, m the cramped, conventional, copy-book character, 
tec^caliy termed “ small hand.” It was feeble and faint, and defaced 
oy blots, but had otherwise nothing to distinguish it, 

“That is not an illiterate letter,” said Miss Halcombe, "and, at 
the same time, it is surely too incoherent to be the letter of an educated 
pe^n in the higher ranks of life. The reference to the bridal dress 
and veil, and other little expressions, seem to point to it as the pro- 
du^on of some woman. What do you think, Mr. Hartright ? ” 

I think 80 too. It seems to me to be not only the letter of a woman, 
but of a woman whose mind must b< 
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“ Deranged ? ” suggested Miss Halcombe. “ It struck me in that 
light, too.” 

I did not answer. While I was speaking, my eyes rested on the last 
sentence of the letter : “ Your mother’s daughter has a tender place 
in my heart—for you mother was my first, my best, my only friend.” 
Those words and the doubts which had just escaped me as to the sanity 
of the writer of the letter, acting together on my mind, suggested an 
idea, which I was literally afraid to express openly, or even to encourage 
secretly. I began to doubt whether my own faculties were not in danger 
of losing their balance. It seemed almost like a monomania to be tracing 
back cvcrj'thing strange that happened, everjthing unexpected that 
was said, always to the same hidden source and the same sinister 
inliuencc. 1 resolved, this time, in defence of my own courage and my 
o^vn sense, to come to no decision that plain fact did not warrant, and 
to turn my back resolutely on everything tliat tempted me in the shape 
of surmise. 

“ If we have any chance of tracing the person who has wTitten 
this,” I said, returning the letter to Miss Halcombe, “ there can be 
no harm in seizing our opportunity the moment it offers. I think we 
ought to speak to the gardener again about the elderly woman who 
gave him the letter, and tlien to continue our inquiries in the village. 
But first let me ask a question. You mentioned just now the alter¬ 
native of consulting Mr. I'airHe’s legal adviser lo-raorrow. Is 
there no possibility of communicating with him earlier ? Why not 
to-day ? ” 

“ I can only explain,” replied Miss Halcombe, “ by entering into 
certain particulars, connected witli my sister’s marriage engagement, 
which I did not think it necessary or desirable to mention to you this 
morning. One of Sir Pcrcival Clyde’s objects in coming here, on 
Monday, is to fix tlie period of his marriage, w'hich has hitherto been 
left quite unsettled. He is anxious that Uic event should take place 
before the end of the year.” 

‘‘ Docs Miss Fairlie know of that wish ? ” I asked, eagerly. 

“ She has no suspicion of it; and after what has happened I shall 
not take the responsibility upon myself of enlightening her. Sir 
Percival has only mentioned liis views to Mr. Fairlie, who has told me 
himself that he is ready and anxious, as Laura’s guardian, to forward 
them. He has written to London, to the family solicitor, Mr. Gilmore. 
Mr. Gilmore happens to be away in Glasgow on business; and he has 
replied by proposing to stop at Limmeridge House, on his way back 
to town. He will arrive to-morrow, and will stay with us a few days, 
so as to allow Sir Percival time to plead his own cause. If he succeeds, 
Mr. Gilmore will then return to London, taking with him his instruc¬ 
tions for my sister’s marriage-settlement. You understand now, Mr. 
Hartright, why I speak of waiting to take legal advice imtil to-morrow ? 
Mr. Gilmore is the old and tried friend of two generations of Fairlies; 
and we can trust him, as we could trust no one else.” 
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The marriage-settlement! The mere hearing of those nvo words 
stung me with a jealous despair that was noison to my higher and 
better instincts. I began to think—it is hard to confess this, but I 
must suppress nothing from beginning to end of the terrible story that 
I now stand committed to reveal—I began to think, with a hateful 
eagerness of hope, of the vague charges against Sir Percival Clyde 
which the anonymous lener contained. What if those wild accusations 
rested on a foundation of truth ? \X’hat if their truth could be pro\ ed 
before the fatal words of consent were spoken, and the marriage- 
secernent was drawn ? I have tried to think, since, that the feelin^ 
which then animated me began and ended in pure devotion to Miss 
Fairlie’s interests. But I have never succeeded in deceiving myself 
mto believing it; and I must not now attempt to deceive others The 
feeling began and ended in reckless, vindicuve, hopeless hatred of the 
man who was to marry her. 

‘‘ If we arc to find out anything,” I said, speaking under the new 
influence which was now directing me, “ we had better not lot another 
minute slip by us unemployed. I can only suggest, once more, the 
propnety of questioning the gardener a second ume, and of inquiring 
m the village immediately afterwards.” 

“ I think I may be of help to you in botli cases,” said Miss Hal- 

combe, rising. “ Let us go, Mr. Hartright, at once, and do the best 
we can together.” 

I had the door in my hand to open it for her—but I stopped, on a 
suddeii) to iisk an important question before we set forth. 

“ One of the paragraphs of the anonymous letter,” I said, “ contains 

some sentences of minute personal description. Sir Percival Clyde’s 

name IS not mentioned, I know—but does tliat description at all 
resemble him ? 


“Accuratelyj even in stating his age to be forty-five_” 

Forty-five; and she was not yet twenty-one ! Men of his age 
married wives of her age every day ; and experience had shown those 
mamages to be often the happiest ones. I knew that—and yet even 
the mcnuori of his age, when I contrasted it with hers, added to mv 
blmd hatred and distrust of him. ^ 

“Accurately,” Miss Halcombc continued, “even to the scar on 
right hand, which is the scar of a wound that he received years 
smw when he was travelling in Italy. There can be no doubt that 

evety pec^ianty of his personal appearance is thoroughly well kno\vn 
to the writer of the letter.” 

righ^^”° ^ troubled with is mentioned, if I remember 


“ Yes, and mentioned correedy. He treats it Ughtly himself, though 
It sometimes makes his friends anxious about him.” ^ 

DO wWspers have ever been heard against his character ? ” 

. - Hartri^t ! I hope you arc not unjust enough to let that 
infamous letter influence you ? ” 
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I felt the blood rush into my cheeks, for I knew that it had influenced 
me. 

“ I hope not,” I answered confusedly. “ Perhaps I had no right to 
ask the question.” 

“ I am not sorry you asked it,” she said, “ for it enables me to do 
justice to Sir Percival’s reputation. Not a whisper, Mr. Hartright, 
has ever reached me, or my family, against him. He has fought 
successfully two contested elections ; and has come out of the ordeal 
unscathed. A man who can do that, in England, is a man whose 
character is established.” 

I opened the door for her in silence, and followed her out. She 
had not convinced me. If the recording angel had come down from 
heaven to confirm her, and had opened his book to my mortal eyes, 
the recording angel would not have convinced me. 

Wc found the gardener at W'ork as usual. No amount of questioning 
could extract a single answer of any importance from the lad’s im¬ 
penetrable stupidity. The woman who had given him the letter was 
an elderly woman ; she had not spoken a word to him ; and she had 
gone away towards the south in a great hurry. That was all the 
gardener could tell us. 

The village lay southward of the house. So to the village we went 
next. 

xn 

Our inquiries at Limmeridge were patiently pursued in all directions, 
and among all sorts and conditions of people. But nothing came of 
them. Three of the villagers did certainly assure us that they had seen 
the woman ; but as they were quite unable to describe her, and quite 
incapable of agreeing about the exact direction in which she was 
proceeding when they last saw her, these three bright exceptions to 
the general rule of total ignorance afforded no more real assistance to 
us than the mass of their unhelpful and unobservant neighbours. 

The course of our useless investigations brought us, in time, to 
the end of the village, at which the schools established by Mrs. Fairlie 
were situated. As we passed the side of the building appropriated 
to the use of the boys, I suggested the propriety of making a last 
inquiry of the schoolmaster, whom wc might presume to be, in virtue 
of his office, the most intelligent man in the place. 

” I am afraid the schoolmaster must have been occupied with his 
scholars,” said Miss Halcombe, ** just at the time when the woman 
passed through the village, and returned again. However, we can but 
try.” 

We entered the playgroimd enclosure, and walked by the school¬ 
room window, to get round to the door, which was situated at the 
back of the building. I stopped for a moment at the window and 
looked in. 

The schoolmaster was sitting at his high desk, with his back to me. 
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apparently haranguing the pupils, who were all gathered toge±er in 
front of him, with one exception. The one exception was a sturdy 
white-headed boy, standing apart from all the rest on a stool in a comer 

a forlorn little Crusoe, isolated in his own desert island of solitary 
penal disgrace. 

The door, when we got round to it was ajar ; and the schoolmaster’s 
voice reached us plainly, as we both slopped for a minute under the 
porch. 

“ Now, boys,” said the voice, “ mind what I tell you. If I hear 
another word spoken about ghosts in this school, it will be tlie worse 
for all of you. There are no such things as ghosts ; and, therefore, 
any boy who believes in ghosts believes in what can’t possibly be : and 
a boy who belongs to Limmeridge School, and believes in what can’t 
possibly be, sets up his back against reason and disciplme, and must 
be punished accordingly. You all see Jacob Postlcthwaite standing up 
on the stool there in disgrace. He has been punished, not because he 
said he saw a ghost last night, but because he is too impudent and too 
obstinate to listen to reason ; and because he persists in saying he 
saw the ghost after I have told him that no such t hin g can possibly be. 
If nothing else will do, I mean to cane the ghost out of Jacob Postlc- 
th\vaite; and if the thing spreads among any of the rest of you, I 
mran to go a step farther, and cane the ghost out of the whole school.” 

“ We seem to have chosen an awkward moment for our visit,” 
said Miss Halcombc, pushing open the door at the end of the school¬ 
master’s address, and leading the way in. 

Our appearance produced a strong sensation among the boys. 
They appeared to think that we had arrived for the express purpose of 
seeing Jacob Postlcthwaite caned. 

“ Go home all of you to dinner,” said the schoolmaster, “ except 
Jacob. Jacob must stop where he is; and the ghost may bring him 
his dinner, if the ghost pleases.” 

Jacob’s fortitude desened him at the double disappearance of his 
schoolfellows and his prospea of dinner. He took his hands out of 
lus pockets, looked hard at his knuckles, raised them with great delibera¬ 
tion to his eyes, and, when they got there, ground them round and round 
slowly, accompanying the aaion by short spasms of sniffing, which 
followed each other at regular intervals—the nasal minute guns of 
juvenile distress. 

“ We came here to ask you a question, Mr. Dempster,” said Miss 
Halcombc, addressing the schoolmaster; “ and we little expected to 
^d you occupied in exorcising a ghost. What does it all mean ? 
What has really happened ? ” 

“That wicked boy has been frightening the whole school, Miss 
Halcombc, by declaring that he saw a ghost yesterday evening,” 
answered the master. “ And he still persists in his absurd story, in 
spile of all.that I can say to him.” 

“ Most extraordinary,” said Miss Halcombc. “ I should not have 
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thought it possible that any of the boys had imagination enough to 
see a ghost. This is a new accession indeed to the hard labour of 
forming the youthful mind at Limmeridge—and I heartily wish you 
well through it, Mr. Dempster. In the meantime, let me explain why 
you see me here, and what it is I want.” 

She then put the same question to the schoolmaster, which wc had 
asked already of almost every one else in the village. It was met by 
the same discouraging answer. Mr. Dempster had not set eyes on 
the stranger of whom wc were in search. 

“ We may as well return to the house, Mr. Hartright,” said Miss 
Halcombe ; “ the information we want is evidently not to be found.” 

She had bowed to Mr. Dempster, and was about to leave the school¬ 
room, when the forlorn position of Jacob Postlcthwaite, piteously 
sniffing on the stool of penitence, attraacd her attention as she passed 
him, and made her stop good-humouredly to speak a word to the 
little prisoner before she opened the door. 

“ You foolish boy,” she said, “ why don’t you beg Mr. Dempster’s 
pardon, and hold your tongue about the ghost ? ” 

‘‘ Eh !—but I saw t’ ghaist,” persisted Jacob Postlcthwaite, with a 
stare of terror and a burst of tears. 

“ Stuff and nonsense ! You saw nothing of the kind. Ghost indeed ! 
What ghost-” 

“ I beg your pardon, Miss Halcombe,” interposed the schoolmaster 
a little uneasily—“ but I think you had better not question the boy. 
The obstinate folly of his story is beyond all belief; and you might 
lead him into ignorandy-” 

‘‘ Ignorandy what ? ” inquired Miss Halcombe, sharply. 

“ Ignorantly shocking your feelings,” said Mr. Dempster, looking 
very much discomposed. 

“ Upon my word, Mr. Demspter, you pay my feelings a great 
compliment in thinking them weak enough to be shocked by such 
an urchin as that! ” She turned with an air of satirical defiance to 
liide Jacob, and began to quesdon him dircedy. “ Come I ” she said, 
** I mean to know all about this. You naughty boy, when did you see 
the ghost ? ” 

“ Ycstcr’cen, at the gloaming,” replied Jacob. 

“ Oh ! you saw it yesterday evening, in the twilight ? And what was 
it like ? ” 

" Arl in white—as a ghaist should be,” answered the ghost-seer, 
with a confidence beyond his years. 

” And where was it ? ” 

“ Away yandcr, in t’ kirkyard—where a ghaist ought to be.” 

As a ' ghaist ’ should be—where a ‘ g^ist * ought to bo*“Why, 
you Utde fool, you talk as if the manners and customs of ghosts had 
been familiar to you from your infancy I You have got your story 
at your fingers* ends, at any rate. I Suppose I shall hear next that 
you can actually tell me whose ghost it was ? ” 
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“ Eh ! but I just can,” replied Jacob, nodding his head with an air 
of gloomy triumph. 

Mr. Dempster had already tried several times to speak, while Miss 
Halcombe was examining his pupil; and he now interposed resolutely 
enough to make himself heard. 

Excuse me, Aliss Halcombe,” he said, “ if I venture to say that 
you are only encouraging tlie boy by asking him these questions.'” 

“ I will merely ask one more, Mr. Dempster, and tlien I shall be 
quite satisfied. Well,” she continued, turning to the boy, “ and whose 
ghost was it ? ” 

“ T* ghaist of Mistress Fairlie,” answered Jacob in a whisper. 

The effect which this extraordin^' reply produced on Miss Hal¬ 
combe, fiiUy justified the anxiety which the schoolmaster had shown to 
prevent her from hearing it. Her face crimsoned widi indignation— 
she turned upon little Jacob with an angry suddenness which terrified 
him into a fresh burst of tears—opened her Jips to speak to him—then 
controlled herself—and addressed the master instead of the boy. 

It is useless, she said, “ to hold such a child as that responsible 
for what he says. I have little doubt that tlie idea has been put into 
his head by others. If tlicrc are people in this village, Mr. Dempster, 
who have forgotten the respect and gratitude due from every soul in 
it to my mother’s memory, I will find them out; and if I have any 
influence with Mr. Fairlie, they shall suffer for it.” 

“ I hope — indeed, I am sure. Miss Halcombe — that you are 
mistaken, ’ said the schoolmaster. “ The matter begins and ends with 
the boy’s own perversity and folly. He saw, or thought he saw, a 
woman in white, yesterday evening, as he was passing the churchyard ; 
and the figure, real or fancied, was sunding by the marble cross, 
which he and everyone else in Limraeridge knows to be the monument 
over Mrs. Fairlic’s grave. These two circumstances are surely sufficient 

to have suggested to the boy himself the answer which has so naturally 
shocked you ? ” 

Although Miss Halcombe did not seem to be convinced, she evidently 
folt that the schoolmaster’s statement of the case was too sensible to 
be openly combated. She merely replied by thanking him for his atten- 
aon, and by promising to see him again when her doubts were satisfied. 
This said, she bowed, and led the way out of the schoolroom. 

Throughout the whole of this strange scene, I had stood apart, 
Ustemng attentively, and drawing my own conclusions. As soon as 
we were alone again, Miss Halcombe asked me if I had formed any 
opinion on what I had heard. 

" A very strong opinion,” I answered; ” the boy’s story, as I 
believe, has a foundation in fact. I confess I am anxious to see the 
monument over Mrs. Fairlic’s grave, and to examine the ground 
about it.” 

“ You shall see the grave.” 

She paused after making that reply, and reflected a little as we 
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walked on. “ Wliat has happened in the schoolroom,” she resumed, 
“ has so completely distracted my attention from the subject of the 
letter, that I feel a little bewildered when I try to return to it. Must 
we give up all idea of making any further inquiries, and wail to place 
the thing in Mr. Gilmore’s hands, to-morrow? ” 

“ By no means, Miss Halcombc. What has happened in the school¬ 
room encourages me to persevere in the investigation.” 

“ Why docs it encourage you ? ” 

” Because it strengthens a suspicion I felt when you gave me the 
letter to read.” 

” I supv^se you had your reasons, Mr. Hartright, for concealing 
that suspicion from mo till this moment ? ” 

“ I was afraid to encourage it in myself. I tliought it was utterly 
preposterous—I distrusted it as the result of some perversity in my 
own imagination. But I can do so no longer. Not only the boy’s own 
answers to your questions, but even a chance expression that dropped 
from tlie .schoolmaster’s lips in explaining his story, have forced the 
idea back into my mind. Events may yet prove that idea to be a 
delusion, Miss Halcombc ; but the belief is strong in me, at this moment 
that the fancied ghost in ilic churchyard, and ilie writer of the 
anonymous letter, arc one and the same person.” 

She stopped, turned pale, and looked me eagerly in the face. 

“ What person ? ” 

“ The schoolmaster unconsciously told you. When he spoke of 
die figure that the boy saw' in the churchyard, he called it * a woman 
in white.’ ” 

” Not Anne Catherick ! ” 

” Yes, Anne Cadierick.” 

She put her hand through my arm, and leaned on it heavily. 

” I don’t know why,” she said, in low tones, but there is some¬ 
thing in this suspicion of yours tliat seems to starde and unnerve me. 

I feel-” She stopped, and tried to laugh it off. “ Mi. Hartright,” 

she went on, ” 1 will show you the grave, and then go back at once to 
the house. I bad better not leave Laura too long alone. I had better 
go back, and sic with her.” 

We were close to the churchyard when she spoke. The church, 
a dreary building of grey stone, was situated in a litde valley, so as to 
be sheltered from the bleak winds blowing over the moorland all 
round it. The burial-ground advanced, from the side of the church, 
a litde way up the slope of the hill. It was surrounded by a rough, 
low stone wall, and was bare and open to the sky, except at one 
extremity, where a brook trickled down the stony hill side, and a 
clump of dwarf trees threw their narrow shadows over the short, 
meagre grass. Just beyond the brook and the trees, and not far from 
one of the dirce stone stiles which afi^orded entrance, at various points, 
to the cliucchyard, rose the white marble cross that distinguished Mrs. 
Fairlie’s grave from the humbler monuments scattered alwut it. 
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“ I need go no farther with you,” said Aiiss Haicombe, pointing to 
the grave. “ You will let me know if you find anything to confirm 

the idea you have just mentioned to me. Let us meet again at the 
house.” 

She left me. I descended at once to the churchyard, and crossed 
the stile which led directly to Airs. Fairlie’s grave. 

The grass about it was too short, and the ground too hard, to show 
any marks of footsteps. Disappointed thus far, I next looked attentively 
at the cross, and at the square block of marble below it, on which the 
inscription was cut. 

The natural wliiteness of the cross was a little clouded, here and 
there, by weather-stains ; tmd rather more than one half of the square 
block beneatli on the side which bore the inscription, was in the 
same condition. The other half, ho.vever, attracted my attention at 
once by its singular freedom from stain or impurity of any kind I 
looked closer, and saw that it had been cleaned—recently cleaned, m a 
downward direction from top to bottom. The boundary ime between 
the part that had been cleaned and Uie pan that had not, was traceable 
wherever the inscription left a blank space of marble—sharply traceable 
as a line that had been produced by artificial means. Who had be-^un 
the cleansing of the marble, and who had left it unluiished ? 

I looked about me, wondering how the question was to be solved. 
No sign of a habitation could be discerned from the point at which 
I was standing: the burial-ground was left in the lonely possession 
of the dead. I returned to the church, and walked round it till I came 
to the back of the building ; then crossed the boundary wall beyond, 
by another of liie stone stiles; and found myself at the head of a 
path leading down into a deserted stone quarry. Against one side of 
the quarry a little two-roomed cottage was built; and just outside 
the door an old woman was engaged in washing. 

I walked up to her, and entered into conversation about the church 
and burial-ground. She was ready enough to talk ; and almost the 
hrst words she said informed me that her husband filled the two offices 
of clerk and sextou. I said a few words next in praise of Airs. Fairlie’s 
monument. The old woman shook her head, and told me I had not 
seen it at its best. It was her husband’s business to look after it; but 
he had been so ailing and weak, for montlis and months past, that he had 
hardly been able to crawl into church on Sundays to do his duty ; and 
the monument had been neglected in consequence. He was getting a 
httle better now; and, in a week or ten days’ time, he hoped to be 
strong enough to set to work and clean it. 

This information—extracted from a long rambling answer, in the 
broadest Cumberland dialect—told me all that I most wanted to know. 

1 gave the poor woman a trifle, and returned at once to Limmcridge 
House. 

cleansing of the monument had evidently been accom¬ 
plished by a strange hand. Connecting what I had discovered, thus 
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far, witli whai I had suspected after hearing the story of the ghost seen 
at twilight, I wanted notliing more to confirm my resolution to watch 
Mrs. Fairlie’s grave, in secret, that evening ; returning to it at sunset, 
and waiting within sight of it till the night fell. The work of cleansing 
the monument had been left unfinished ; and the person by whom it 
had been begun might return to complete it. 

On getting back to the house, I informed Miss Halcombe of what I 
intended to do. She looked surprised and uneasy, while I was explain¬ 
ing my purpose ; but she made no positive objection to the execution 
of it. She only said, “ I hope it may end well.” Just as she was leaving ^ 
me again, I stopped her to inquire, as calmly as I could, after Miss 
Fairlic’s health. She was in better spirits ; and Miss Halcombe hoped 
she might be induced to take a little walking exercise while the afternoon 
sun lasted. 

I returned to my ov\n room to resume setting the drawings in order. 

It was necessary to do this, and doubly necessary to keep my mind 
employed on anjohing that would help to distract my attention from 
myself, and from the hopeless future that lay before me. From time 
to time, I paused in my work to look out of window and watch the sky 
as the sun sank nearer and nearer to the horizon. > On one of those 
occasions I saw a figure on the broad gravel walk under my tvindow. 

It was Miss Fairhc. 

I had not seen her since the morning ; and 1 had hardly spoken to 
her ilicn. Another day at Limmcridgc was all that remained to me; 
and after that day my eyes might never look on her again. This thought 
was enough to hold me at the window’. I had sufficient consideration 
for her, to arrange the blind so that she might not sec me if she looked 
up ; but I had no strength to resist the temptation of letting my eyes, 
at least, follow her as far as they could on her walk. 

She was dressed in a brown cloak, W'ith a plain black silk gotvn tmder 
it. On her head was the same simple straw hat which she had worn on 
the morning when we first met. A veil was attached to it now, which 
hid her face from me. By her side, trotted a little Italian greyhoimd, 
the pet companion of all her walks, smartly dressed in a scarlet cloth 
wrapper, to keep the sharp air from his delicate skin. She did not seem 
to notice the dog. She walked straight forward, with her head drooping 
a little, and her arms folded in her cloak. The dead leaves which had 
whirled in the wind before me, when I had heard of her marriage en¬ 
gagement in the morning, whirled in the wind before her, and rose and 
feU and scattered themselves at her feet, as she walked on in the pale 
waning sunhghi. The dog shivered and trembled, and pressed against 
hex dress impatiently for notice and encouragement. But she never 
heeded him. She walked on, farther and farther away from me, with 
the dead leaves whirling about her on the path—walked on, tUl my 
aching eyes could sec her no more, and I was left alone again with my 
own heavy heart. 

In another hour's time, I had done my work, and the sunset was at 
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h^d. I got my hat and coat in the hail, and slipped out of the house 
without meeting any one. 

The clouds were wild in the western heaven, and the wind blew chill 
from the sea. Far as the shore was, the sound of the surf swept over 
the intervening moorland, and beat drearily in my ears, when I entered 
the churchyard. Not a living creature was in sight. The place looked 
lonelier than ever, as I chose my position, and waited and watched, 
with my eyes on the white cross that rose over Mrs. Fairlie’s grave. 


XIII 

The exposed situation of the churchyard had obliged me to be cautious 
in choosing the position tliat I was to occupy. 

The main entrance to tlie church was on the side next to the burial- 
ground ; and the door was screened by a porch walled in on either side. 
After some little hesitation, caused by natural reluctance to conceal 
myself, indispensable as that concealment was to tlie object in view, I 
had resolved on entering the porch. A loophole window was pierced 
in each of its side w’alls. Through one of these windows I could sec 
Mrs. Fairlie s grave. The other looked towards the stone quarry in 
which the sexton’s cottage was built. Before me, fronting the porch 
entrance, was a patch of bare burial-ground, a line of low stone wall, 
and a strip of lonely brown hill, with the sunset clouds sailing heavily 
over it before the strong, steady wind. No living creature was visible 
or audible—no bird flew by me; no dog barked from the sexton’s 
cottage. The pauses in the dull beating of the surf, were filled up by 
the dreary rustling of the dwarf trees near the grave, and the cold faint 
bubble of the brook over its stony bed. A dreary scene and a dreary . 
hour. My spirits sank fast as I counted out the minutes of the evening 
in my hiding-place under the church porch. 

It was not twilight yet—the light of the setting sun still lingered in 
the heavens, and little more than the first half-hour of my solitary watch 
had elapsed—when I heard footsteps, and a Voice. The footsteps 
were approaching from the otlter side of the church; and the voice 
was a woman’s. 

“ Don’t you fret, my dear, about the letter,” said the voice. “ I 
g3ve it to the lad quite safe, and the lad he took it from me without a 
word. He went Ws way and I went mine; and not a living soul 
followed me afterwards—that I’ll warrant.” 

These words strung up my attention to a pitch of expectation that 
w^ almost painful. There was a pause of silence, but the footsteps 
still advanced. In another moment, two persons, both women, passed 
witl^ my range of view from the porch window. They were walking 

straight towards the grave; and therefore they had their backs turned 
towards me. 

One of the women was dressed in a bonnet and shawl. The other 



66 


THE WOMAN IN UTUTE 


wore a long iravcUing-cloak of a dark blue colour, with the hood drawn 
over her head. A few inches of her gown were visible below the cloak. 
My heart beat fast as I noticed the colour—it was while. 

After advancing about half-way between the church and the grave, 
they Slopped ; and the woman in the cloak turned her head towards 
her companion. Hut her side face, which a bonnet might now have 
allowed me to sec, was hidden by the heavy, projecting edge of the hood. 

“ A4ind you keep that comfortable warm cloak on,” said the same 
voice which I had already heard—the voice of the woman in the shawl. 

“ Mrs. 1 odd is right about you looking too particular, yesterday, all 
in white, i’ll walk about a little, while you’re here; churchyards 
being not at all in my way, w’haicvcr they may be in yours. Finish 
what you want to do, before I come back ; and let us be sure and get 
home again before night.” 

With those words, she turned about, and retracing her steps, advanced 
with her face towards me. It was the face of an elderly woman, brown, 
rugged, and healthy, with nothing dishonest or suspicious in die look 
of It. Close to the church, she stopped to pull her shawl closer 
round her. 

“ Queer,” she said to herself, “always queer, with her whims and her 
ways, ever since 1 can remember her. Harmless, though—as harmless, 
poor soul, as a little child.” 

She si^cd ; looked about the burial-ground nervously ; shook her 
head, as if the dreary prospect by no means pleased her ; and disappeared 
round the corner of the church. 

1 doubted for a moment whether 1 ought to follow and speak to her, 
or not. My intense anxiety to find myself face to face with her com¬ 
panion helped me to decide in die negative. I could ensure seeing the 
woman in die shawl by waiung near the churchyard undl she came back 
—although it seemed more than doubtful whether she could give me 
the information of which 1 was in search. The person who had delivered 
the letter was of litdc consequence. The person who had written it 
was the one centre of interest, and the one source of informadon ; and 
that person I now felt convinced was before me in the churchyard. 

While these ideas were passing through my mind, 1 saw the woman 
in the cloak approach close to the grave, and stand looking at it for a 
little while. She then glanced all round her, and, taking a white linen 
cloth or handkerchief from under her cloak, turned aside towards the 
brook. The litde stream ran into the churchyard under a tiny archway 
in the bottom of the wall, and ran out again, after a winding course of a 
few dozen yards, under a s imil ar opening. She dipped the cloth in the 
water, and returned to the grave. 1 saw her kiss the white cross ; then 
kneel down before the inscription, and apply her wet cloth to the 
cleansing of it. 

After considering how 1 could show myself with the least possible 
chance of frightening her, I resolved to cross the wall before me, to 
skirt round it outside, and to enter the churchyard again by the stile near 
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the grave, in order that she might see me as I approached. She was 
so absorbed over her cmplo>Tnent that she did not hear me coming 
until I had stepped over the stile. Then, she looked up, started to her 
feet with a faint cry, and stood facing me in speechless and motionless 
terror. 

“ Don’t be frightened,” I said. “ Surely you remember me ? ” 

I stopped while I spoke—then advanced a few steps gentlv—then 
stopped again—and so approached by linle and little, till I was close to 
her. If there had been any doubt still left in my mind, it must have 
been now set at rest. There, speaking affrightedly for itself—there was 
the same face confronting me over Mrs. Fairlie’s grave, which had first 
looked into mine on the highroad by night. 

“ You remember me ? ” I said. “ \X'c met very late, and I helped 
you to find the way to London. Surely you have not forgotten that ? ” 
Her features relaxed, and she drew a hcaw breath of relief. I saw 
the new life of recognition stirring slowly under the deathlike stillness 
which fear had set on her face. 

“ Don’t attempt to speak to me just yet,” I went on. “ Take time 
to recover yourself—take time to feel quite certain that I am a friend.” 

“ You are very kind to me,” she murmured. “ As kind now*, as you 
were then.” 

She stopped, and I kept silence on my side. I was not granting 
time for composure to her only, I was gaining time also for myself. 
Under the wan, wild evening light, that woman and I were met to¬ 
gether again ; a grave between us, the dead about us, the lonesome hills 
closing us round on every side. The time, the place, the circumstances 
under which we now stood face to face in the evening stillness of that 
dreary valley; the life-long interests wliich might hang suspended on the 
next chance words that passed between us ; the sense that, for aught I 
knew to the contrary j the whole future of Laura Fairlie’s life might be 
determined, for good or for evil, by my winning or losing the confidence 
of the forlorn creature who stood trembling by her mother’s grave—all 
threatened to shake the steadiness and the self-control on which every 
inch of the progress I might yet make now depended. I tried hard, as 
I felt this, to possess myself of all my resources ; I did my utmost to 
turn the few moments for reflection to the best account. 

“ Are you calmer now ? ” I said, as soon as I thought it time to speak 
again. “ Can you talk to me, without feeling frightened, and witliout 
forgetting that I am a friend ? ” 

“ How did you come here ? ” she asked, without noticing what I had 
just said to her. 

‘‘ Don’t you remember my telling you, when we last met, that I was 
going to Cumberland ? I have been in Cumberland ever since; I 
have been staying all the time at Limmeridge House.” 

“ At Limmeridge House ! ” Her pale face brightened as she re¬ 
peated the words ; her wandering eyes fixed on me with a sudden 
interest. “ Ah, how happy you must have been ! ” she said, looking 
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at me eagerly, without a shadow of its former distrust left in her 
expression. 

I took advantage of her newly-aroused confidence in me, to observe 
her face, with an attention and a curiosity which I had hitherto re¬ 
strained myself from showing, for caution’s sake. I looked at her 
with my mind full of that other lovely face which had so ominously 
recalled her to my memory on the terrace by moonlight. I had seen 
Anne Catherick’s likeness in Miss Fairlie. I now saw Miss Fairlie’s 
likeness in Anne Cathcrick—saw it all the more clearly because the 
points of dissimilarity between the two were presented to me as well as 
the points of resemblance. In the general outline of the countenance 
and general proportion of the features ; in the colour of the hair and in 
the little nervous uncertainty about the lips ; in the height and size of 
the figure, and the carriage of the head and body, the likeness appeared 
even more startling than I had ever felt it to be yet. But there the 
resemblance ended, and the dissimilarity, in details began. The 
delicate beauty of Miss Fairlie’s complexion, the transparent clearness 
of her eyes, the smooth purity of her skin, the tender bloom of colour 
on her lips, were all missing from the w’orn, weary face that was now 
turned towards mine. Although I hated myself even for thinking 
such a thing, still, while I looked at the woman before me, the idea 
would force itself into my mind that one sad change, in the future, was 
all that was wanting to make llic likeness complete, which I now saw 
to be so imperfect in detail. If ever sorrow and suffering set their 
profaning marks on the youth and beauty of Miss Fairlie’s face, then, 
and then only, Anne Cathcrick and she would be tlic twin-sisters of 
chance resemblance, the living reflexions of one another. 

I shuddered at the thought. There was something horrible in the 
blind, unreasoning distrust of the future which the mere passage of it 
through my mind seemed to imply. It was a welcome interruption to 
be roused by feeling Anne Cathcrick’s hand laid on my shoulder. The 
touch was as stealUiy and as sudden as that other touch, which had 
petrified me from head to foot on the night when we first met. ’ 

“ You arc looking at me ; and you are thinking of something,” she 
said, with her strange, breathless rapidity of utterance. “ What is it ? ” 

“ Nothing extraordinary,” I answered. “ I was only wondering how 
you came here.” 

“ I came with a friend who is very good to me. I have only been 
here two days.” 

” And you found your way to this place yesterday ? ” 

“ How do you know that ? ” 

“ I only guessed it.” 

She turned from me, and knelt down before the inscription once 


more. 


Where should I go, if not here ? ” she said. ” The friend who was 
better than a mother to me, is the only friend I have to visit at Limme> 
ridge. Ob, it makes my heart ache to see a stain on her tomb! It 
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ought to be kept white as snow, for her sake. I was tempted to begin 
cleaning it yesterday ; and I can’t help coming back to go on \vith it 
to-day. Is there anything wrong in that ? I hope not. Surely 
nothing can be WTong tliat I do for Mrs. Fairlie’s sake ? ” 

The old fateful sense of her benefaaress’s kindness was evidently 
the ruling idea still in the poor creature’s mind—the narrow mind 
which had but too plainly opened, to no otlicr lasting impression since 
that first impression of her younger and happier days. I saw that my 
b^t chance of winning her confidence lay in encouraging her to proceed 
with the artless employment which she had come into the burial- 
ground to pursue. She resumed it at once, on ray telling her she might 
do so ; touching the hard marble as tenderly as if it had been a sentient 
thing, and whispering the words of the inscription to herself, over and 
over again, as if the lost days of her girlhood had returned and she was 
patiently learning her lesson once more at Mrs. Fairlie’s knees. 

“ Should you wonder very much,” I said, preparing the way as 
cautiously as I could for the questions that were to come, “ if I owned 
that it is a satisfaction to me, as well as a surprise to see you here ? I 
felt very uneasy about you after you left me in the cab.” 

She looked up quickly and suspiciously. 

“ Uneasy,” she repeated. “ Why ? ” 

“ A strange thing happened, after we parted that night. Two men 
overtook me in a chaise. They did not see where I was standing ; but 
they stopped near me, and spoke to a policeman, on the otlicr side of 
the way.” 

She instantly suspended her employment. The hand holding the 
damp cloth with which she had been cleaning the inscription, dropped 
to her side. The other hand grasped the marble cross at the head of 
the grave. Her face turned towards me slowly, with the blank look of 
terror set rigidly on it once more. 1 went on at all hazards ; it was too 
late now to draw back. 

” The two men spoke to the policeman,” I said, “ and asked him if 
he had seen you. He had not seen you ; and then one of the men 
spoke again, and said you had escaped from his Asylum.” 

She sprang to her feet, as if my last words had set the pursuers on 
her track. 

“ Stop ! and hear the end,” I cried. “ Stop ! and you shall know 
how I befriended you. A word from me would have told the men 
which way you had gone—and 1 never spoke that word. I helped 
your escape—I made it safe and certain. Think, try to think. Trv 
to understand what I tell you.” 

My manner seemed to influence her more than my words. She 
made an effort to grasp the new idea. Her hands shifted the damp 
cloth hesitatingly from one to the other, exactly as they had shifted the 
little travelling-bag on the night when I first saw her. Slowly the 
purpose of my words seemed to force its way through the confusion and 
agitation of her mind. Slowly, her features relaxed, and her eyes 
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looked at me with their expression gaining in curiosity what it was fast 
losing in fear. 

“ You don’t think I ought to be back in the Asylum, do you ? ” she 
said. 

“ Certainly not. I am glad you escaped from it; I am glad I 
helped you.” 

“ Yes, yes ; you did help me indeed ; you helped me at the fiard 
part,” she went on, a little vacantly. “ It was easy to escape, or 1 
should not have got away. They never suspected me as they suspected 
the others. I was so quiet, and so obedient, and so easily frightened. 
The finding London was the hard part; and there you helped me. Did 
I thank you at the time ? I thank you now, very kindly.” 

“ Was the Asylum far from where you met me ? ^me ! show that 
you believe me to be your friend, and tell me where it was.” 

She mentioned the place—a private Asylum, as its situation informed 
me ; a private Asylum not very far from the spot where I had seen her 
—and then, with evident suspicion of the use to which I might put her 
answer, anxiously repeated her former inquiry : ” You don’t think I 
ought to be taken back, do you ? ” 

“ Once again, I am glad you escaped ; I am glad you prospered well, 
after you left me,” I answered. “ You said you had a friend in London 
to go to. Did you find the friend ? ” 

” Yes. It was very late; but there was a girl up at needlework in 
the house, and she helped me to rouse Mrs. Clements. Mrs. Qements 
is my friend. A good, kind woman, but not like Mrs. Fairlie. All, 
no, nobody is like Mrs. Fairlie ! ” 

“ Is Mrs. Clements an old friend of yours ? Have you known her a 
long time ? ” 

” Yes ; she was a neighbour of ours once, at home, in Hampshire ; 
and liked me, and took care of me when I was a little girl. Years ago, 
when she went away from us, she tvrote down in my Prayer-book for me, 
where she was going to live in London, and she said,' If you are ever 
in trouble, Anne, come to me. I have no husband alive to say me nay, 
and no children to look after; and I will take care of you.* Kind 
words, were they not ? I suppose I remember them because they were 
kind. It’s little enough I remember besides—little enough, little 
enough ! ” 

‘‘ Had you no father or mother to take care of you ? ” 

‘‘ Father ? I never saw him; I never heard mother speak of him. 
Father ? Ah, dear ! he is dead I suppose.** 

” And your mother ? ** 

" 1 don’t get on well with her. We are a trouble and a fear to each 
other.” 

A trouble and a fear to each other! At those words, the suspicion 
crossed my mind for the first time, that her mother might be the person 
who had placed her imder restraint. 

“ Don’t ask me about mother,** she went on. “ I*d rather talk of 
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Mrs. Clements. Airs. Clements is like you, she doesn't think that I ought 
to be back in the Asylum ; and she is as glad as you are that I escaped 
from it. She cried over my misfortune, and said it must be kept 
secret from everybody.” 

Her “ misfortune.” In what sense was she using that word ? In a 
sense which might explain her motive in writing the anonymous letter ? 
In a sense which might show it to be the too common and too customary 
motive that has led many a woman to interpose anonymous hindrances 
to the marriage of the man who has ruined her ? I resolved to attempt 
the clearing up of this doubt, before more words passed between us on 
either side. 

" What misfortune ? ” I asked. 

“ The misfortune of my being shut up,” she answered, with every 
appearance of feeling surprised at my question. ” What otJier mis¬ 
fortune could there be ? ” 

I determined to persist, as delicately and forbearingly as possible. It 
was of very great importance that I should be absolutely sure of every 
step in the investigation tiiat I now gained in advance. 

“ There is another misfortune,” I said, “ to which a woman may be 
liable, and by which she may suffer life-long sorrow and shame.” 

“ What is it ? ” she asked, eagerly. 

“ The misfortune of believing too innocently in her own virtue, and 
in the faith and honour of the man she loves,” I answered. 

She looked up at me, with the artless bewilderment of a child. Not 
the slightest confusion or change of colour ; not the faintest trace of 
any secret consciousness of shame struggling to the surface, appeared in 
her face—that face which betrayed cverj’ other emotion with such 
transparent clearness. No words that ever were spoken could have 
assured me, as her look and manner now assured me, that the motive 
which I had assigned for her writing the letter and sending it to Miss 
Fairlic was plainly and distinctly the wrong one. That doubt, at any 
rate, was now set at rest; but the very removal of it opened a new 
prospect of uncertainty. The letter, as I knew from positive testimony, 
pointed at Sir Percival Clyde, though it did not name him. She must 
have had some strong motive, originating in some deep sense of injury, 
for secretly denouncing him to Aliss I-airlic, in such terms as she had 
employed—and that motive was unquestionably not to be traced to the 
loss of her innocence and her character. Whatever wrong he might 
have inflicted on her was not of that nature. Of what nature could it be ? 

“ I don’t understand you,” she said, after evidently trying hard, 
and trying in vain to discover the meaning of the words I had last said 
to her. 

“ Never mind,” I answered. “ Let us go on with what we were 
talking about. Tell me how long you stayed with Mrs. Clements in 
London, and how you came here.” 

“ How long ? ” she repeated. “ I stayed with Airs. Clements till 
we both came to this place, two days ago.” 
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“ You arc living in the village, then ? ” I said. “ It is strange I 
should not have heard of you, though you have only been here two days.” 

” No, no ; not in tlie village. Three miles away at a farm. Do 
you know the farm ? They call it Todd’s Comer.” 

I remembered the place perfectly ; we had often passed by it in our 
drives. It was one of the oldest farms in the neighbourhood, situated 
in a solitary, sheltered spot, inland at the junction of two hills. 

” They arc relations of Airs. Clements at Todd’s Corner,” she went 
on, “ and they had often asked her to go and sec them. She said she 
would go, and take me with her, for the quiet and the fresh air. It was 
very kind, was it not ? I would have gone anywhere to be quiet, and 
safe, and out of the way. But when I heard that Todd’s Comer W'as 
near Limmcridge—oh ! I was so happy I would have walked all the 
w’ay barefoot to get there, and see the schools and the village and 
Limmcridge House again. They arc very good people at Todd’s 
Corner. 1 hope I shall stay there a long time. There is only one thing 
I don’t like about them, and don’t like about Mrs. Clements-” 

“What is it?” 

“ They will tease me about dressing all in white—iliey say it looks 
so particular. How do drey know ? Mrs. Fairlic knew best. Mrs. 
Faiilic would never have made me wear this ugly blue cloak. Ah ! 
she was fond of white in her lifetime ; and here is white stone about her 
grave—.and I am making it whiter for her sake. She often wore white 
herself; and she always dressed her litde daughter in while. Is Miss 
Fairlic well and happy ? Docs she wear white now, as she used when 
she was a girl ? ” 

Her voice sank when she put the questions about Miss Fairlic ; and . 
she turned her head farther and farther away from me. 1 thought I 
detected, in die alteration of her manner, an uneasy consciousness of 
the risk she had run in sending the anonymous letter ; and I instandy 
determined so to frame my answer as to surprise her into owning it. 

“ Miss Fairiic is not very well or very happy this morning,” 1 said. 

She murmured a few words ; but they were spoken so confusedly, 
and in such a low tone, that I could not even ^ess at what they meant. 

“ Did you ask me why Miss Fairlie was neither well nor happy this 
morning ? ” I continued. 

“ No,” she said quickly and eagerly—“ oh, no, I never asked that.” 

“ I will tell you without your asking,” I went on. “ Miss Fairlie 
has received your letter.” 

She had been down on her knees for some litde time past, carefully 
removing the last weather-stains left about the inscription while we 
were speaking together. The first sentence of the words I had just 
addressed to her made her pause in her occupation, and turn slowly 
without rising from her knees, so as to face me. The second sentence 
literally petrified her. The cloth she had been holding dropped from 
her hands; her lips fell apart; all the litde colour that there was 
naturally in her face left it in an instant. 
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“ How do you know ? ” she said faintly. “ Who showed it to you ? ” 
The blood rushed back into her face—rushed overwhelmingly, as tlie 
sense rushed upon her mind that her own words had betrayed her. 
She struck her hands together in despair. “ 1 never wrote it,” she 
gasped, aftrightcdly ; “ I know nothing about it! ” 

“ Yes,’* I said, “ you wrote it, and you know about it. It was 
wrong to send such a letter ; it was wrong to frighten Miss Fairlie. If 
you had anything to say that it was right and necessary' for her to hear, 
you should have gone yourself to Limmeridge House ; you should have 
spoken to the young lady with your own lips.” 

She crouched down over the flat stone of the grave, till her face was 
hidden on it; and made no reply. 

“ Miss Fairlie will be as good and kind to you as her mother was, if 
you mean weU,” I went on. “ Miss Fairlie will keep your secret, and 
not let you come to any harm. V( ill you see her to-morrow at the 
faiTO ? Will you meet her in the garden at Limmeridge House ? ” 

“ Oh, if I could die, and be hidden and at rest with jw/” Her lips 
murmured the words close on the grave-stone ; murmured them in 
tones of passionate endearment, to ^e (dead remains beneath. “ You 
know how I love your child, for your sake ! Oh, Mrs. Fairlie ! Mrs. 
Fairlie ! tell me how to save her. Be my darling and my mother once 
more, and tell me what to do for the best.” 

I heard her lips kissing the stone : I saw her hands beating on it 
passionately. The sound and the sight deeply affected me. I stooped 

down, and took the poor helpless hands tenderly in mine, and tried to 
soothe her. 

It was useless. She snatched her hands from me, and never moved 
her face from the stone. Seeing the urgent necessity of quieting her at 
any hazard and by any means, 1 appealed to the only anxiety that she 
appeared to feel, in connexion with me and with my opinion of her— 
the anxiety to convince me of her fitness to be mistress of her own 
actions. 

Come, come,” I said gently. ” Try to compose yourself, or you 
will make me alter my opinion of you. Don’t let me think that the 

person who put you in the Asylum, mi^t have had some excuse-” 

The next words died away on my lips. The instant I risked that 
chance reference to the person who had put her in the Asylum, she 
sprang up on her knees. A most extraordinary and startling change 
passed over her. Her face, at all times so tou chin g to look at, in its 
nervous sensitiveness, weakness, and tmeertainty, became suddenly 
darkened by an expression of maniacall y intense hatred and fear, which 
TOmmunicated a wild, unnatural force to every feature. Her eyes 
dilated in the dim evening light, like the eyes of a wild animal She 
caught up the cloth that had fallen at her side, as if it had been a living 
creature that she could kill, and crushed it in both her hands w'iih such 
convulsive strength that the few drops of moismre left in it trickled 
down on the stone beneath her. 
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“ Talk of fomcthirg else,” she said, whispering through her teeth. 
“ I shall lose myself if you talk of that.” 

Every vestige of the gentler thoughts w’hich had filled her mind 
hardly a minute since seemed to be swept from it now. It was evident 
that the impression left by Mrs. Eairlie’s kindness was not, as I had 
supposed, the only strong impression on her memory. With the grate¬ 
ful remembrance of her school-days at Limmeridge, there existed the 
vindictive remembrance of the wrong inflicted on her by her confine¬ 
ment in the Asylum. Who had done that wrong ? Could it really be 
her moilier ? 

It was hard to give up pursuing the inquiry to that final point; but 
I forced myself to abandon all idea of continuing it. Seeing her as I 
saw her now, it would have been cruel to think of anyiliing but the 
necessity and the humanity of restoring her composure. 

“ I will talk of notliing to distress you,” I said soothingly. 

“ You want something,” she answered, sharply and suspiciously. 
“ Don’t look at me like that. Speak to me ; tell me what you want.” 

“ I only want you to quiet yourself, and when you arc calmer, to 
tliink over what I have said.” 

“ Said ? ” She paused ; twisted tire cloth in her hands, backwards 
and forwards ; and whispered to herself, “ What is it he said ? ” She 
turned again towards me, and shook her head impatiently. " Why 
don’t you help me ? ” she asked, with angry suddenness. 

” Yes, yes,” I said ; ” I will help you ; and you will soon remember. 
I asked you to sec Miss Fairlic to-morrow, and to tell her the truth 
about the letter.” 

“ Ah ! Miss Fairlie—Fairlic—Fairlic-” 

The mere utterance of the loved, familiar name seemed to quiet her. 
Her face softened and grew like itself again. 

” You need have no fear of Miss Fairlic,” I continued ; and no 
fear of getting into trouble through the letter. She knows so much 
about it already, that you will have no difficulty in telling her all. There 
can be little necessity for concealment where there is hardly anything 
left to conceal. You mention no names in the letter; but 
Miss Fairlic knows that the person you write of is Sir Percival 
Clyde-” 

The instant I pronounced that name she started to her feet j and a 
scream burst from her that rang through the churchyard and made my 
heart leap in me wth the terror of it. The dark deformity of the 
expression which had just left her face, lowered on it once more, with 
doubled and trebled intensity. The shriek at the name, the reiterated 
look of hatred and fear that instantly followed, told all. Not even a 
last doubt now remained. Her mother was guiltless of imprisoning 
her in the Asylum. A man had shut her up—and that man was Sir 
Percival Clyde. 

The scream had reached other ears than mine. On one side, 1 
heard the door of the sexton’s cottage open; on the other, I heard the 
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voice of her companion, the woman in the shawl, the woman whom she 
had spoken of as Mrs. Clements. 

“ I’m coming ! I’m coming ! ” cried the voice, from behind the 
clump of dwarf trees. 

In a moment more, Mrs. Clements hurried into view. 

“ Who are you ? ” she cried, facing me resolutely, as she set her foot 
on the stile. “ How dare you frighten a poor helpless woman like 
that ? ” 

She was at Anne Catherick’s side, and had put one arm around her, 
before I could answer. “ What is it, my dear ? ” she said. “ What 
has he done to you ? ” 

“ Nothing,” the poor creature answered. “ Nothing. I’m only 
frightened.” ^ 

Mrs. Clements turned on me with a fearless indignation, for which 
I respected her. 

“ I^should be heartily ashamed of myself if I deserved that angry 
look, I said. “ But I do not deserve it. I have unfortunately startled 
her, without intending it. This is not the first time she has seen mo. 
Ask her yourself, and she will tell you that I am incapable of willingly 
harming her or any woman.” 

I spoke distinctly, so that Anne Catherick might hear and understand 
nic : and I saw that the words and their meaning had reached her. 

“ Yes, yes,” she said ; “ he was good to me once ; he helped me-” 

She whispered the rest into her friend’s ear. 

" Strange, indeed ! ” said Mrs. Qcments, with a look of perplexity. 

It makes all the difference, though. I’m sorry I spoke so rough to 
you, sir; but you must own that appearances looked suspicious to a 
stTMger. It’s more my fault than yours, for humouring her whims, 
and letting her be alone in such a place as this. Come, my dear—come 
home now.” 

I thought the good woman looked a little uneasy at the prospect of 
the walk back, and I offered to go with them until they were both within 
sight of home. Mrs. Clements thanked me civilly, and declined. She 
said they were sure to meet some of the farm-labourers, as soon as they 
got to the moor. 

Try to forgive me,” I said, when Anne Catherick took her friend’s 
arm to go away. Innocent as I had been of any intention to terrify and 
^tatc her, my heart smote me as I looked at the poor, pale, frightened 

I will try,” she answered. ** But you know too much : I’m afraid 
you 11 always frighten me now.” 

Mk. Qeraents glanced at me, and shook her head pityingly. 

G<^-aight, sir,” she said. “ You couldn’t help it, I know ; but 
^ frightened, and not her.” 

They moved away a few steps. I thought they had left me; but 
®“ddei^y stopped, and separated herself from her friend. 

wait a little,” she said. “ I must say good-by.” 
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She rerurned to the grave, rested both hands tenderly on the marble 
cross, and kissed it. 

“ I’m better now,” she sighed, looking up at me quietly. ’* I for¬ 
give you.” 

She joined her companion again, and they left the burial-ground. I 
saw tliem stop near the church, and speak to the sexton’s wife, who had 
come from the cottage, and had waited, watching us from a distance. 
Then they went on again up the path that led to the moor. I looked 
after Anne Catherick as she disappeared, till all trace of her had faded in 
the twilight—looked as aaxiously and sorrowfully as if that was the last 
I was to sec in this weary world of the woman in white. 

XIV 

Half an hour later, I was back at the house, and was informing Aliss 
Halcombe of all that had happened. 

She listened to me from beginning to end, with a steady, silent 
attention, which, in a woman of her temperament and disposition, was 
the strongest proof that could be offered of the serious manner in which 
my narrative affected her. 

” My mind misgives me,” Was all she said when I had done. “ My 
mind misgives me sadly about the future.” 

“ The future may depend,” I suggested, “ on the use we make of the 
present. It is not improbable that Anne Catherick may speak more 
readily and unreservedly to a woman than she has spoken to me. If 
Aliss Fairlic-” 

“ Not to be thought of for a moment,” interposed Miss Halcombe, 
in her most decided manner. 

“ Let me suggest, then,” I continued, “ that you should see Anne 
Catherick yourself, and do all you can to win her confidence. For my 
own part, I shrink from the idea of alarming the poor creature a second 
time, as I have most unhappily alarmed her already. Do you see any 
objection to accompanying me to the farm-house to-morrow ? ” 

** None whatever. I will go anywhere and do anything to serve 
Laura’s interests. What did you say the place was called ? ” 

“ You must know it well. It is called Todd’s Comer.” 

” Certainly. Todd’s Comer is one of Mr. Fairlic’s forms. Our 
dairy-maid here is the farmer’s second daughter. She goes backwards 
and forwards constantly, between this house and her father’s farm; 
and she may have heard or seen something which it may be useful to us 
to know. Shall I ascertain, at once, if the girl is downstairs ? ” 

She rang the bell, and sent the servant with his message. He 
returned, and announced that the dairy-maid was then at the farm. 
She had not been there for the last three days; and the house-keeper 
had given her leave to go home, for an hour or two, that evening. 

I can speak to her to-morrow,” said Miss Halcombe, when the 
servant had left the room again. In the mean time, let me thoroughly 



THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


n 

understend the object to be gained by my interview with Anne 
Catherick. Is there no doubt in your mind that the person who 
confined her in the Asylum was Sir Percival Clyde ? ” 

_ There is not the shadow of a doubt. The only mystery’ that re¬ 
mains is the myste^ of his motive. Looking to the great difference 
between his station in life and hers, which seems to preclude all idea of 
the most distant relationship beween them, it is of the last importance 
—even assuming that she really required to be placed under restraint— 
to know why he should have been the person to assume tlic serious 
responsibility of shutting her up-” 

“ In a private Asylum, I think you said ? ” 

Yes, in a private Asylum, where a sum of money which no poor 
person could afford to give, must have been paid for her maintenance 
as a patient.” 

“ I see where the doubt lies, Mr. Hartright; and I promise you that 
It shall be set at rest, whether Anne Catherick assists us to-morrow or 
not. Sir Percival Clyde shall not be long in this house without satisfy¬ 
ing Mr. Gilmore, and satisfying me. My sister’s future is my dearest 
care in life; and I have inJfluence enough over her to give me some 
power, where her marriage is concerned, in the disposal of it.” 

We parted for the night. 

After breakfast, the next morning, an obstacle, which the events of 
the evening before had put out of my memory, interposed to prevent 
our proceeding immediately to the farm. This was my last day at 
Limmeridge House ; and it was necessary, as soon as the post came in, 
to follow Miss Halcombe’s advice, and to ask Mr. Fairlie’s permission 
to shorten my engagcmcot by a month> in consideration of an unforeseen 
necessity for my return to London. 

Fortunately for the probability of this excuse, so far as appearances 
were concerned, the post brought me two letters from London friends 
t^t morning. I took them away at once to my own room ; and sent 
the servant with a message to Mr. Fairlie, requesting to know when I 
could see him on a matter of business. 

I awaited the man’s return, free from the slightest feeling of an.xiety 
manner in which his master might receive my application. 
With Mr. Fairlie’s leave or without it, I must go. The consciousness 
of having now taken the first step on the dreary journey which was 
henceforth to separate my life ftom Miss Fairlie’s seemed to have 
blunted my sensibility to every consideration connected with myself. 

1 had done with my poor man’s touchy *pride; I had done with aU my 
httle artist vanities. No insolence of Mr. FairUe’s, if he chose to be 
insolent, could wound me now. 

servant returned with a message for which I was not unprepared. 
Mr. Fairlie regretted that the state of his health, on that particular 
morning, was such as to preclude all hope of his having the pleasure of 
receiving me. He begged, therefore, that I would accept his apologies. 
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and kindly communicaic wbat I had to say, in the form of a letter. 
Similar messages as this, had reached me, at various inter\’als, during 
my three mondis’ residence in the house. Throughout the whole of 
that period, Mr. Fairlie had been rejoiced to “ possess ” me, but had 
never been well enough to sec me for a second time. The servant took 
every fresh batch of drawings, that I mounted and restored, back to his 
master with my “ respects; ” and returned empty-handed with Mr. 
Fairlie’s “ kind compliments,” “ best thanks,” and “ sincere regrets ” 
that the state of his health still obliged him to remain a soliury prisoner 
in his own room. A more satisfactory arrangement to both sides could 
not possibly have been adopted. It would be hard to say which of us, 
under the circumstances, felt the most grateful sense of obligation to 
Mr. Fairlie’s accommodating nerves. 

I sat down at once to write the letter, c.xprcssing myself in it as 
civilly, as clearly, and as briefly as possible. Mr. Fairlie did not hurry 
his reply. Nearly an hour elapsed before the answer was placed in 
my hands. It was wTitten with beautiful regularity and n^tness of 
character, in violet-coloured ink, on note-paper as smooth as ivory and 
almost as iliick as cardboard ; and it addressed me in these terms :— 

” Mr. Fairlie’s compliments to Mr. Hartright. Mr. Fairlie is more 
surprised and disappointed than he can say (in the present state of his 
health) by Mr. Hartright’s application. Mr. Fairlie is not a man of 
business, but he has consulted his steward, who is, and that person 
confirms Mr. Fairlie’s opinion that Mr. Hartright’s request to be 
allowed to break his engagement caimot be justified by any necessity 
whatever, excepting perhaps a case of life and death. If the highly- 
appreciativc feeling towards Art and its professors, which it is the con¬ 
solation and happiness of Mr. Fairlie’s suffering existence to cultivate, 
could be easily shaken, Mr. Hartright’s present proceeding would have 
shaken it. It has not done so—except in the instance of Mr. Hartright 
himself. 

” Having stated his opinion—so far, that is to say, as acute nervous 
suffering will allow him to state anything—Mr. Fairlie has nothing to 
add but the expression of his decision, in reference to the highly 
irregular application that has been made to him. Perfect repose of 
body and mind being to the last degree important in bis case, Mr. 
Fairlie will not suffer Mr. Hartright to disturb that repose by remaining 
in the house under circumstances of an essentially irritating nature to 
both sides. Accordingly, Mr. Fairlie waives his right of refusal, purely 
with a view to the preservation of his own tranquillity—and informs 
Mr. Hartright that he may go.” 

I folded the letter up, and pul it away with my other papers. The 
lime had been when 1 should have resented it as an insult: I accepted 
it, now, as a written release from my engagement. It was off my 
mind, it was almost out of my memory, when I went downstairs to the 
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breakfast-room, and informed Aliss Haicombe that I was ready to walk 
with her to the farm. 

“ Has Mr. Fairlie given you a satisfactory an>\vcr ? ” she asked, as 
we left the house. 

“ He has allowed me to go. Miss Haicombe.” 

She looked up at me quickly ; and then, for the lirst tmic since I 
had known her, took my arm of her own accord. No words could 
have expressed so delicately that she understood how the permission to 
leave my emplojTnent had been granted, and that she gave me her 
sympathy, not as my superior, but as my friend. I had not felt tlie man’s 
insolent letter j but 1 felt deeply the woman’s atoning kindness. 

On our way to the farm we arranged that Miss Haicombe was to 
enter the house alone, and that I was to wait outside, within call. \Vc 
adopted this mode of proceeding from an apprehension that my 
presence, after what had happened in the churchyard rlie evening before, 
might have the effect of renewing Anne Caiherick’s nervous dread, 
and of rendering her additionally distrustful of the advances of a lady 
who was a stranger to her. Ahss Haicombe left me, with the intention 
of speaking, in the first instance, to the farmer’s wife (of whose friendly 
readiness to help her in any way she was well assured), while I waited 
for her in the near neighbourhood of the house. 

I had fully expected to be left alone, for some time. To my surprise, 
however, little more than five minutes had elapsed, before Miss Hai¬ 
combe returned. 


4C 

it 


Docs Anne Cathcrick refuse to see you ? ” I asked, in astonishment. 
Anne Catherick is gone,” rephed Miss Haicombe. 

Gone 1 ” 


Gone, with Mrs. Clements. They botlt left the farm at eight 
o’clock this morning.” 

I could say nothing—I could only feel tliat our last chance of dis¬ 
covery had gone with them. 

“ All that Airs. Todd knows about her guests, I know,” Aliss Hai¬ 
combe went on ; “ and it leaves me, as it leaves her, in the dark. They 
both came back safe, last night, after they left you, anti they passed 
the first part of the evening with Mr. Todd’s family, as usual. Just 
before supper-time, however, Anne Catherick startled them all by being 
sudde^y seized with faintness. She had had a similar attack, of a less 
alarming kind, on the day she arrived at the farm ; and Airs. Todd had 
connected it, on that occasion, with something she was reading at the 
time in our local newspaper, which lay on the farm table, and which 
she had taken up only a minute or two before.” 

“ Does Airs. Todd know what particular passage in the newspaper 
aflfected her in that way ? ” I inquired. 

No,” replied Aiiss Haicombe. “ She had looked it over, and had 
seen nothing in it to agitate any one. I asked leave, however, to look 
it over in my turn; and at the very first page 1 opened, I found that 
the editor had enriched his small stock of news by drawing upon our 
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family affairs, and had published my sister’s marriage engagement, 
among his other announcements, copied from the London papers, of 
Marriages in High Life. I concluded at once that this was the paragraph 
which bad so strangely affected Anne Catherick ; and I thought I saw 
in it, also, the origin of tire letter which she sent to our house the next 
day.” 

“ There can be no doubt in cither case. But what did you hear 
about her second attack of faintness yesterday evening ? ” 

“ Nothing. The cause of it is a complete mystery. There was no 
stranger in the room. The only visitor was our dairy-maid, who, as I 
told you, is one of Mr. Todd’s daughters; and the only conversation w'as 
the usual gossip about local affairs. They heard her cry out, and saw her 
turn deadly pale, without the slightest apparent reason. Mrs. Todd and 
Mrs. Clements took her upstairs ; and Mrs. Qements remained with 
her. They were heard talking togetlier until long after the usual bed¬ 
time ; and, early this morning, Mrs. Qements took Mrs. Todd aside, 
and amazed her beyond all power of expression, by saying that they 
must go. The only explanation Mrs. Todd could extract from her 
guest was, that something had happened, which was not the fault of any 
one at tlic farm-house, but which was serious enough to make Anne 
Catherick resolve to leave Limmeridge immediately. It was quite 
useless to press Mrs. Clements to be more explicit. She only shook 
her head, and said that, for Anne’s sake, she must beg and pray that 
no one woxild question her. All she could repeat, with every appear¬ 
ance of being seriously agitated herself, was that Anne must go, that she 
must go with her, and that the destination to which they might both 
betake themselves must be kept a secret from everybody. I spare you 
the recital of Mrs. Todd’s hospitable remonstrances and refusals. It 
ended in her driving them both to the nearest station, more than three 
hours since. She tried hard, on the way, to get them to speak more 
plainly; but without success. And she set them down outside the 
station-door, so hurt and offended by the unceremonious abruptness 
of their departure and their unfrien^y reluctance to place the least 
confidence in her, that she drove away in anger, without so much as 
stopping to bid them good-by. That is exactly what has taken place. 
Search your own memory, Mr. Hartrigbt, and tell me if anything 
happened in the burial-ground yesterday evening which can at all 
account for the extraordinary departure of those two women this 
morning.” 

“ 1 should like to account first. Miss Halcombe, for the sudden change 
in Anne Catherick which alarmed them at the farm-house, hours after 
she and 1 had parted, and when time enotigh had elapsed to quiet any 
violent agitation that I might have been u^ortunatc enough to cause. 
Did you inquire particularly about the gossip which was going on in the 
room when she turned faint ? ’* 

Yes. But Mrs. Todd’s household affiurs seem to have divided her 
attention, that evening, with the talk in the farm-house parlour. She 
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muld only teU me that it was ‘ just the news ’-meaning, I suppose 
that they all talked as usual about each other,” * 

memory may be better than her mother’s,” I 

« cAo “ *0 the girl, Mibs Halcombe, 

as soon as we get back. 

My suggestion was acted on tlie moment we returned to the house 

led me round to the servants’ offices, and we found the 

flir^ her sleeves tucked up to her shoulders, cleaning 

a Iwge milk-pan, and smgmg blithely over her work. * 

gentleman to see your dairy, Hannah,” said 

d^i yo^S^r.” 

H-H curtseyed, and said, shyly, that she hoped she 

always did her best to keep thmgs neat and clean ^ 

“ We have just come from your father’s.” Miss Halcombe continued. 

the hou'^r?^’^"’’ yesterday evening. I hear ; and you found visitors at 

“ Yes, miss.” 

“ One of them was takp faint and ill, I am told ? I suppose nothing 

was said or done to fnghten her ? You were not talking of anything 
very terrible were you ? ” ® ^yuung 

the ^w°”' laughing. “ We were only talking of 

“ Your sisters told you the news at Todd’s Corner, I suppose ? ” 

« you told them the news at Limmcridge House ? ” 

nothing was said to frighten the 
poor thing, for I was talkmg when she was taken ill. It gave me quite 
a mrn, miss, to see it, never having been taken faint myself.” 

Uetore any more questions could be put to her, she was called awav 
» As she left US, I Whispered" 

Miss Mcombe showed me, by a look, that she understood, and put 

^ dairy-maid returned to us. 

Oh yes, miss; I mentioned that,” said the girl simply. “ The 

TOmp^y roming, and the accident to the brindled cow, was all the 
news I had to take to the farm/^ 

“Did you mention names? Did you teU them that Sir Perdval 
Olyde was expected on Monday ? ” 

, tais^l told them Sir Percival Clyde was coming. I hope 
there was no harm in it; I hope I didn’t do wrong.” ^ 

rhinfc , Wartright; Hannah will begin to 

us m the way, if we mternipt her any longer over her work.” 

J; looked at one another, the moment we were alone 

dgSUX, 
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“ Is there any doubt in your mind rvnoy Miss Halcombe ? ” 

“ Sir Percival Clyde shall remove that doubt, Mr. Hartright—or 
Laura Fairlie shall never be his wife.” 

XV 

As we walked round to the front of the house, a fly from the railway 
approached us along the drive. Miss Halcombe waited on the door 
steps until the fly drew up ; and then advanced to shake hands \\ith an 
old gentleman, who got out briskly the moment the steps were let down. 
Mr. Gilmore had arrived. 

I looked at him, when we were introduced to each other, with an 
interest and a curiosity which I could hardly conceal. This old man 
was to remain at Limmcridge House after I ^d left it; he was to hear 
Sir Percival Clyde’s explanation, and was to give Aliss Halcombe the 
assistance of his experience in forming her judgment; he was to wait 
until the question of the marriage was set at rest; and his hand, if 
that question were decided in the affirmative, was to draw the settlement 
which bound Miss Fairlie irrevocably to her engagement. Even then, 
when 1 knew nothing by comparison with what I know now, I looked 
at the family lawyer with an interest which I had never felt before in 
the presence of any man breathing who was a total stranger to me. 

In external appearance, Mr. Gilmore was the exact opposite of the 
conventional idea of an old lawyer. His complc.xion was florid ; his 
white hair was worn rather long and kept carefully brushed ; his black 
coat, waistcoat, and trousers fitted him with perfect neatness ; his 
white cravat was carefully tied ; and his lavender-coloured kid gloves 
might have adorned the hands of a fashionable clergyman, without 
fear and without reproach. His manners were pleasantly marked by 
the formal grace and refinement of the old school of politeness, quickened 
by the invigorating sharpness and readiness of a man whose business in 
life obliges him always to keep his faculties in good working ordei:. A 
sanguine constitution and fair prospects to bt^in with ; a long subse¬ 
quent career of creditable and comfortable prosperity; a ch eerfu l, 
diligent, widely-respected old age—such were the genual impressions 
I derived from my introduction to Mr. Gilmore ; and it is but fair to 
him to add, that the knowledge I gained by l atgr and better experience 
only tended to confirm them, 

I left the old gentleman and Miss Halcombe to enter the house 
together, and to talk of family matters undisturbed by the restraint of 
a stranger’s presence. They crossed the hall on their way to the 
drawing-room \ and 1 descended the steps again, to wander about the 
garden alone. 

My hours were numbered at Limmeridge House; my departure the 
next morning was irrevocably settled \ my share in the investigatio&> 
which the anonymous letter had rendered necessary, was at an end. 
No harm could be done to anyone but myself, if I let my heart loose 
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again, for the little time that was left me, from tlie cold cruelty of 
restraint which necessity had forced me to inflict upon it, and took 
my farewell of the scenes which were associated with tlic brief dream- 
time of my happiness and my love. 

I turned instinctively to tlie walk beneath my suidy-window, where 
I had seen her the evening before with her little dog ; and followed 
the path which her dear feet had trodden so often, till I came to the 
wicket gate that led into her rose garden. The winter bareness spread 
drcHnly cv^r it> now, Xhe flowers th^t she h3d taught me to distin- 
guish by their names, the flowers that I had taught her to paint from, 
were gone ; and the tiny white paths that led between the beds, were 
damp and green already. I went on to the avenue of trees, where we 
had breathed together the warm fragrance of August evenings; where 
we had admired together the myriad combinations of shade and sun- 
hght that dappled the ground at our feet. Tlie leaves fell about me 
groaning branches, and the earthy decay in the atmosphere 
chilled me to the bones. A little fartlicr on, and I was out of the grounds, 
^d following the lane that wound gently upward to the nearest hills. 
The old felled tree by the wayside, on which we had sat to rest, was 
sodden with rain ; and the tuft of ferns and grasses wliich I had drawm 
for her, nestling under the rough stone wall in front of us, had turned 
to a pool of water, stagnating round an island of draggled weeds. I 
g^cd the sun^t of the 1^1; and looked at tlic view which we had so 
often admired in the happier time. It was cold and barren—it was no 
longer the view that I remembered. The sunshine of her presence w’as 
from me ; the charm of her voice no longer murmured in my ear. 
She had talked to me, on the spot from which I now looked down, of 
her father, who was her last surviving parent; had told me how fond 
of each other they had been, and how sadly she missed him still, when 
she entered certain rooms in the house, and when she took up forgotten 
o^pations and amusements with which he had been associated. Was 
the view that I had seen, while listening to those words, the view that I 
saw now, standing on the hill-top by myself ? I turned and left it; I 
wound my way back again, over the moor, and round the sandhills, 
down to the beach. There was the white rage of the surf, and the 
multitudinous glory of the leaping waves—but where was the place 
on which she had once drawn idle figures with her parasol in the sand j 
the place where we had sat together, while she talked to me about myself 
2 Dd my home, while she asked me a woman’s minutely observant 
questions about my mother and my sister, and innocently wondered 
I should ever leave my lonely chambers and have a wife and 
a house of my own ? Wind and wave had long since smoothed out the 
trace of her which she had left in those marks on the sand. I looked 
wide monotony of the sea-side prospect, and the place in 
idled away the sunny hours, was as lost to me as if 
i had never known it, as strange to me as if I stood already on a foreign 
shore. 
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The empty silence of the beach struck cold to my heart. I returned 
to the house and the garden, where traces were left to speak of her at 
every turn. 

On the west terrace walk, I met Mr. Gilmore. He was evidently in 
search of me, for he quickened his pace when we caught sight of each 
other. The stale of my spirits little fitted me for the society of a stranger. 
But the meeting was inevitable ; and I resigned myself to make the best 
of it. 

“ You are the verj' person I wanted to see,” said the old gentleman. 
“ 1 had two words to say to you, my dear sir; and, if you have no 
objection, I will avail myself of the present opportunity. To put it 
plainly, Miss Halcombc and I have been talking over family affairs— 
affairs which arc the cause of my being here—and, in the course of our 
conversation, she was naturally led to tell me of this unpleasant matter 
connected with the anonymous letter, and of the share which you have 
most creditably and properly taken in the proceedings so far. That 
share, I quite understand, gives you an interest which you might not 
otherwise have felt, in knowing that the future management of the 
investigation, which you have begun, will be placed in safe hands. My 
dear sir, make yourself quite easy on that point—it will be placed in 
my hands.” 

“ You arc, in every way, Mr. Gilmore, much fitter to advise and to 
act in the matter than I am. Is it an indiscretion, on my part, to ask 
if you have decided yet on a course of proceeding ? ” 

“ So far as it is possible to decide, Mr. Hartright, I have decided. I 
mean to send a copy of the letter, accompanied by a statement of the 
circumstances, to Sir Percival Clyde’s solicitor in London, with W'hom 
I have some acquaintance. The letter itself, I shall keep here to show 
to Sir Percival as soon as he arrives. The tracing of the two women, 
I have already provided for, by sending one of Mr. Fairlie’s servants— 
a confidential person—to the station to make inquiries : the man has his 
money and his directions, and he will follow the women in the event of 
his finding any clue. This is all that can be done until Sir Percival comes 
on Monday. I have no doubt myself that every explanation which can 
be expected from a gentleman and a man of honour, he will readily give. 
Sir Percival stands very high, sir—an eminent position, a reputation 
above suspicion—I feel quite easy about results; quite easy, I am 
rejoiced to assure you. Things of this sort happen constantly in my 
experience. Anonymous letters—unfortunate woman—sad state of 
society. I don’t deny that there are peculiar complications in this 
case ; but the case itself is, most unhappily, common—common.” 

“ I am a&aid, Mr. Gilmore, I have the misfortune to differ from you 
in the view I take of the case.” 

“ Just so, my dear sir—just so. I am an old man ; and I take the 
practical view. You are a young man: and you take the romantic 
view. Let us not dispute about our views. I live professionally, in 
an atmosphere of disputation. Air. Hartright; and 1 am only too glad 
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to escape from it, as I am escaping here. W’e will wait for events_ 

yes, yes, yes ; we will wait for events. Charming place this. Good 

snootmg ? Probably not—none of Mr. Fairlic’s land is preserved, I 

think. Charming place, though; and delightful people. You draw 

and pamt, I hear, Mr. Hartright ? Enviable accomplishment. W’hat 
style ? ” 

We droppd into general conversation—or, rather, Mr. Gilmore 
talked and I hstened. My attention was far from him, and from the 
topics on which he discoursed so fluently. The solitary walk of the 
last ^-o hours had wrought its effect on me—it had set the idea in my 
nund of hastemng my departure from Limmeridge House. W’hy should 

hard trial of saying farewell by one unnecessary minute ? 
What further service was required of me by any one ? There was no 
useful purpose to be served by my stay in Cumberland i there v\ as no 
restricuon of time in the permission to leave which my employer had 
granted to me. Why not end it there and ilien ? 

I determined to end it. There were some hours of daylight still left 
—there was no reason why my journey back to London should not 
begin on that afternoon. I made the first civil excuse that occurred 
to me for leaving Mr. Gilmore ; and returned at once to the house 

On my way up to my own room, I met iMiss Halcombe on the stairs. 
bhe saw, by the hurry of my movements, and the change in my manner, 
that I had some new purpose in view ; and asked what had happened. 

1 told her the reasons which induced me to think of hastening my 
departure, exactly as I have told them here. 

“ No, no,” she said, earnestly and kindly, “ leave us like a friend; 
br^ bread with us once more. Stay here and dine; stay here and 
help us to spend our last evening with you as happily, as like our first 

evei^gs, as we c^. It is my invitation i Mrs. Vescy’s invitation-” 

she hesitated a little, then added, “ Laura’s invitation as well.’’ 

I promised to remain. God knows I had no wish to leave even the 
shadow of a sorrowful impression with any one of them. 

My own room was the best place for me till the dinner bell rang. I 
waited there till it was time to go downstairs. 

I had not spoken to Miss Fairlie—I iiad not even seen her—all that 
day. The fust meeting with her, when I entered the drawmg-room, was 
al^rd trial to her self-control and to mine. She, too, had done her 
t^t to i^e our last evening renew the golden bygone time—the time 
mat comd never come again. She had put on the dress which I used 
to admire more than any other that she possessed—a dark blue silk, 
tni^cd quamUy and prettUy with old-fashioned lace; she came for- 
to meet me with her former readiness; she gave me her hand 
with the frank, innocent goodwill of happier days. The cold fingers 
mat trembled round mine; me pale cheeks with a bright red spot 
Durnmg m the midst of them; the faint smile that struggled to live on 
her bps and died away from mem while I looked at it, told me at what 
saennee of herself her outward composure was maintained. My heart 
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could take her no closer to me, or I should have loved her then as I had 
never loved her yet. 

Mr. Gilmore was a great assistance to us. He was in high good- 
humour, and he led the conversation with unflagging spirit. Miss 
Halcombe seconded him resolutely; and I did all I could to follow 
her example. The kind blue eyes whose slightest changes of expression 
I had learnt to interpret so well, looked at me appealingly when we 
first sat down to table. Help my sister—the sweet anxious face seemed 
to say—help my sister, and you will help me. 

W'c got through the dinner, to all outw'ard appearance at least, 
happily enough. When the ladies had risen from table, and when 
Mr. Gilmore and I were left alone in the dining-room, a new interest 
presented itself to occupy our attention, and to give me an opportunity 
of quieting myself by a few minutes of needful and welcome silence. 
The servant who had been despatched to trace Aime Cathcrick and 
Mrs. Clements, returned with his report, and was shown into the dining¬ 
room immediately. 

“ Well,” said Mr. Gilmore, “ what have you found out ? ” 

“ I have found out, sir,” answered the man, ” that both the women 
took tickets, at our station here, for Carlisle.” 

” You went to Carlisle, of course, when you heard that ? ” 

” I did, sir; but I am sorry to say I could find no further trace of 
them.” 

” You inquired at the railway ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ And at the different inns ? ” ; 

” Yes, sir.” 

“ And you left the statement I wrote for you, at the police station ? ” 

“ I did, sir.” 

“ WeU, my friend, you have done all you could, and I have done all 
I could ; and there the matter must rest till further notice. We have 
played our trump cards, Mr. Hartright,” continued the old gentleman, 
when the servant had withdrawn. For the present, at least, the 
women have out-manccuvred us; and our only resource, now, is to 
wait till Sir Percival Glyde comes here on Monday next. Won*t you 
fill your glass again ? Good bottle of port, that—sound, substantial, 
old w’ine. I have got better in my own cellar, though.” 

We returned to the drawing-room—the room in which the happiest 
evenings of my life had been passed; the room which, after this last 
night, I w'as never to see again. Its aspect was altered since the days 
had shortened and the weather had grown cold. The glass doors on 
the terrace side were closed, and hidden by thick curtains. Instead of 
the soft twilight obscurity, in which we used to sit, the bright radiant 
glow of lamplight now dazzled my eyes. All was chnngpH —^in-doors 
and out, all was changed. 

Miss Halcombe and Mr. Gilmore sat down together at the card- 
table ^ Mrs. Vesey took her customary chair. There was no restraint 
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on the disposal of their evening ; and I felt the restraint on the disposal 
of mine all the more painfully from observing it. I saw Miss FairJie 
hngeni^ near the music-stand. The time had been when I might have 
jomed her there. I waited irresolutely—I knew neither where to go 
nor what to do next. She cast one quick glance at me, took a 

piece of music suddenly from the stand, and came towards me of her 
own accord. 


“ Shall I play some of those little melodics of Mozart’s, which you 
used to like so much ? ” she asked, opening the music nervously, and 

lookmg down at It while she spoke. 

Before I rould thank her, she hastened to the piano. The chair near 

It, which I had always been accustomed to occupy, stood empty. She 

struck a few chords—then glanced round at me-then looked back 
agam at her music. 

“ Won’t you take your old place ? ” she said, speaking vcr\' abruptly 
and m very low tones. 


“ I may take it on the last night,” I answered. 

She did not reply; she kept her anention riveted on the music_ 

music which she knew by memory, which she had played over and 
over agam, in former times, without the book. I only knew that she 
had heard me, I only knew that she was aware of my being close to her, 
by s^mg the red spot on the cheek that was nearest to me, fade out, and 
the face grow pale all over. 

I ^ very sorry you are going,” she said, her voice almost sinking 
to a whisper; her eyes looking more and more intendy at the music • 
her fingers flying over the keys of the piano with a strange feverish 
energy which I had never noticed in her before. 

“ I shall remember those kind words, Miss Fairlie, long after to¬ 
morrow has come and gone.” 

The paleness grew whiter on her face, and she turned it farther away 
from me. ^ 


“Don’t spe^ of to-morrow,” she said. “ Let the music speak to 
us 01 to-mght, in a happier language than ours.” 

Her lips trembled—a faint sigh fluttered from them, which she tried 
vainly to suppress. Her fingers wavered on the piano ; she struck a 
l^se note; confused herself in trying to set it right; and dropped her 
^ds angrily on her lap. Miss Halcombe and Mr. Gilmore looked up 
m astomshment from the card-table at which they were playing, 
uven Mrs. Vesey, dozing in her chair, woke at the sudden cessation 
ot^me music, and inquired what had happened. 

You play at whist, Mr. Hartright ? ” asked Miss Halcombe, with 
““^®cted significantly at the place I occupied, 
knew what she meant; I knew she was right; and I rose at once 
to go to the card-table. As I left the piano, Miss Fairlie turned a 
nitisic, and touched the keys again with a surer hand. 

■tt ***** striking the notes almost passionately. “ I 

tw// play It on the last night.” 
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“ Come, Mrs. Vesey,” said Miss Halcombe ; “ Mr. Gilmore and I 
are tired of ecartc—come and be Mr. Hanright’s partner at whist.” 

The old lawyer smiled satirically. His had been the winning hand ; 
and he had just turned up a king. He evidently attributed Miss 
Halcombe’s abrupt change in the card-table arrangements to a lady’s 
inability to play the losing game. 

The rest of the cveining passed without a word or a look from her. 
She kept her place at the piano; and I kept mine at the card-table. 
She played unintcrmittingly—played as if tlie music was her only 
refuge from herself. Sometimes, her fingers touched the notes with a 
lingering fondness—a soft, plaintive, dying tenderness, unutterably 
beautiful and mournful to hear—sometimes they faltered and failed 
her, or hurried over the instrument mechanically, as if their task was a 
burden to them. But still, change and waver as they might in the 
expression they imparted to the music, their resolution to play never 
faltered. She only rose from the piano when we all rose to say good¬ 
night. 

Mrs. Vcscy was the nearest to tlic door, and the first to shake hands 
with me. 

“ I shall not sec you again, Mr. Hartright,” said tiic old lady. “ I 
am truly sorry you arc going away. You have been very kind and 
attentive ; and an old woman, like me, feels kindness and attention. 
I wish you happy, sir—I wish you a kind good-bye.” 

Mr. Gilmore came next. 

“ I hope wc shall have a future opportunity of bettering our ac¬ 
quaintance, Mr. Hartright. You quite understand about that little 
matter of business being safe in my hands. Yes, yes, of course. 
Bless me, how cold it is ! Don’t let me keep you at the door. Bon 
voyage, my dear sir—bon voyage, as the French say.” 

Miss Halcombe followed. 

“ Half-past seven to-morrow morning,” she said; then added, in 
a whisper, " 1 have heard and seen more ^an you think. Your conduct 
to-night has made me your friend for life.” 

Miss Fairlie came last. I could not trust myself to look at her, 
when I took her hand, and when 1 thought of the next morning. 

” My departure must be a very early one,” 1 said. “ 1 shall be gone. 
Miss Fairlie, before you-” 

“ No, no,” she interposed hastily; “ not before I am out of my 
room. I shall be down to breakfast with Marian. 1 am not so un¬ 
grateful, not so forgetful of the past three months-” 

Her voice failed her; her hand closed gently round mine—then 
dropped it suddenly. Before I could say, “ Good-night,” she was 
gone. 

The end comes fast to meet me—comes inevitably, as the light of 
the last morning came at Limmeridge House. 

It was barely half-past seven when I went downstairs—but I found 
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^em both at the bre^fast-tablc waiting for me. In the chill air, in 

^ silence of the Iiousc, we three sat 

down together, and tried to cat, tned to talk. The struggle to preserve 
appearances was hopeless and useless ; and I rose to end it. 

} M Halcombc, who was nearest to me, 

“ suddenly, and hurried from the room! 

» Halcombe, when the door had closed- 

better so, for you and for her.” 

I waited a moment before I could speak—it was hard to lose her 

^ parting look. I controlled myself; I tried 
to t^e leave of Miss Halcombe in fitting terms ; but all the farewell 
words I would fam have spoken, dwindled to one sentence. 

Have I deserved that you should write to me ? ” was all I could 

say. 

** deserved everything that I can do for you, as lone 

as we both hve. Whatever the end is, you shall know it.” ^ ® 

I ^ ever be of help again, at any future time, long after 
the memory of my presumption and my folly is forgotten_” 

sphe'^of faltered, my eyes moistened, in 

^tPadv both hands—she pressed them with the strong, 

Son^uXH°H^ man—her dark eyes glittered—her brown com- 
plexion flushed deep—the force and energy of her face glowed and grew 
beautifiU with the pure inner light of her generosity and her pity. ^ 

anH i f you—if ever the time comes I will trust you as my friend 

and/f^fnend ; as brother and/ter brother.” She stopped ; drew 

fearless, noble creature—touched my forehead, 
\v/t ^ and called me by my Christian name. “God 

cplf '* ^erc alone, and compose your- 

I away towards the window, where 

autumn landscape—I turned away 
to master myself, before I, too, left the room in my turn, and left it for 

vver* 

passed—it could hardly have been more—when I heard 
the door open agam softly ; and the rustling of a woman’s dress on the 
a^et moved towards me. My heart beat violently as I turned round. 
Miss Fairhe was approachmg me from the farther end of the room, 
fhaf h<^tated, when our eyes met, and when she saw 

nft^n • alone. Then, with that courage which women lose so 

nrl^ emergency, and so seldom in the great, she came on 

sttangely pale strangely quiet, drawing one hand 

« J^^ch she walked, and holding something 

at her side, m the other, which was hidden by the folds of her dress. 

If ^ drawing-room,” she said, “ to look for this, 

may remind you of your visit here, and of the friend you leave 
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behind you. You told me I had improved very much when I did it— 

and I thought you might like-” 

She turned her head away, and oficred me a little sketch drawn 
throughout by her own pencil, of the summer-house in which we had 
first met. The paper trembled in her hand as she held it out to me— 
trembled in mine, as I took it from her. 

I was afraid to say what I felt—I only answered : “ It shall never 
leave me ; all my life long it shall be the treasure that I prize most, I 
am very grateful for it—very grateful xoyouy for not letting me go away 
without bidding you good-by.” 

“ Oh ! ” she said, innocenUy, “ how could I let you go, after we have 
passed so many happy days together ! ” 

“ Those days may never return, ^iiss Fairlie—my way of life and 
yours arc very far apart. But if a time should come, when the devotion 
of my whole heart and soul and strength will give you a moment’s 
happiness, or spare you a moment’s sorrow, will you try to remember 
the poor drawing-master who has taught you ? Miss Halcombc has 
promised to trust me—will you promise, too ? ” 

The farewell sadness in the kind-blue eyes shone dimly through her 
gathering tears. 

“ I promise it,” she said in broken tones. “ Oh, don’t look at me 
like that! 1 promise it with all my heart.” 

I ventured a little nearer to her, and held out my hand. 

“ You have many friends who love you, Miss Fairlie. Your happy 
future is the dear object of many hopes. May I say, at parting, that 
it is the dear object of my hopes too ? ” 

The tears flowed fast down her checks. She rested one trembling 
hand on the table to steady herself, while she gave me the other. I 
took it in mine—I held it fast. My head drooped over it, my tears fell 
on it, my lips pressed it—not in love; oh, not in love, at that last 
moment, but in the agony and the self-abandonment of despair. 

“ For God’s sake, leave me 1 ” she said, faintly. 

The confession of her heart’s secret burst from her in those pleading 
words. I bad no right to hear them, no right to answer them; they 
were the words that banished me, in the name of her sacred weakness, 
from the room. It was all over. I dropped her band; I said no more. 
The blinding tears shut her out from my eyes, and I dashed them away 
to look at her for the last itme. One look as she sank into a chair, as 
her arms fell on the table, as her fair bead dropped on them wearily. 
One farewell look; and the door had closed upon her—the great g\^ 
of separation bad opened between us—the image of X^ura Fairlie was 
a memory of the past already. 
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The story contimied by Vincent Gilmore, of Chancery Lane, 

Solicitor. 


I 

I WRITE these lines at the request of my friend, Air. Walter Harcright. 
They are intended to convey a description of certain events which 
seriously affected Miss Fairlie’s interests, and which took place after 
the period of Air. HaruigUt’s departure from Limmeridge House. 

There is no need for me to say whether my own opinion does or does 
not sanction the disclosure of the remarkable family story, of which 
my narrative forms an important componeut part. Mr. Hartright has 
taken that responsibility on himself; and circumstances yet to be 
related will show that he has amply earned the right to do so, if he 
chooses to exercise it. '1 he plan he has adopted for presenting the 
story to others, in the most truthful and most vivid manner, requires 
that it should be told, at each successive stage in the march of events, 
by the persons W'ho were directly concerned in those events at the time 
of their occurrence. My appearance here, as narrator, is the necessary 

inrangeraent. I was present during the sojourn 
of Sir Percival Clyde in Cumberland, and was personally concerned in 
one important result of liis short residence under Mr. Fairlie’s roof. It 
is my duty, therefore, to add these new links to the chain of events, and 
to take up tlic chain itself at the point where, for the present only Air. 
Hartright has dropped it. 


I arrived at Limmeridge House, on Friday the second of November. 

My object was to remain at Air. Fairhe’s until the arrival of Sir 
Perayal Glyde. If ^e event led to the appointment of any given day 
for Sir Pcrcival s union with Aiiss Fairlic, 1 was to take the necessary 
i^tra^ons back with me to i.ondon, and to occupy myself in drawing 
the lady’s marriage-settlement. 

u ^ favoured by Mr. Fairlie with an interview. 

He had been, or had fancied himself to be, an invahd for years past j 
^d he was not well enough to receive me. Miss Halcombe was the 
first member of the family whom I saw. She met me at tiic house door ; 

and u^oduced me to Mr. Hartright, who had been staying at Llinine- 
ndge for some time past. 

I did not see Miss Fairlie until later in the day, at dinner time. She 
was not looking well, and I was sorry to observe it. She is a sweet 
ovable girl, as amiable and attentive to every one about her as her 
exccUrat mother used to be—though, personally speaking, she takes 
wer tor father. Mrs. Fairlie bad dark eyes and hair; and her elder 
daughter. Miss Halcombe, strongly reminds me of her. Miss Fairlie 
W ds m the evening—not so well as usual, I thought. We had 
a rubbw at whist; a mere profanation, so far as play was concerned, of 
that noble game. 1 had been favourably impressed by Air. Hartright, 
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on our firsi introduction to one another; but I soon discovered that he 
was not free from tlic social failings incidental to iiis age. There are 
three tilings that none of the young men of the present generation can 
do. They can’t sit over their wine ; they can’t play whist; and they 
can’t pay a lady a compliment. Mr. Hartright was no exception to the 
general rule. Otherwise, even in those early days and on that short 
acquaintance, he struck me as being a modest and gentlemanlike 
young man. 

So the Friday passed. I say nothing about the more serious matters 
which engaged my attention on that day—the anonymous letter to 
Miss Fairlic ; the measures I thought it right to adopt when the matter 
was mentioned to me ; and the conviction I entertained that every 
possible explanation of the circumstances would be readily afforded by 
Sir Percival Clyde, having all been fully noticed, as I understand, in 
the narrative which precedes this. 

On the Saturday, Mr. Hartright had left, before I got down to 
breakfast. Miss Fairlie kept her room all day j and Miss Halcombe 
appeared to me to be out of spirits. The house was not what it used 
to be in the time of Mr. and Mrs. Philip Fairlic. I took a walk by myself 
in the forenoon ; and looked about at some of the places which 1 first 
saw when I was staying at Limmcridge to transact family business, 
more than thirty years since. They were not what they used to be 
cither. 

At two o’clock Mr. Fairlie sent to say he w’as well enough to sec me. 
He had not altered, at any rate, since I first knew him. His talk was 
to the same purpose as usual—all about himself and his ailments, his 
wonderful coins, and his matchless Rembrandt etchings. The moment 
1 tried to speak of the business that had brought me to his house, he 
shut his eyes and said I “ upset ” him. I persisted in upsetting him by 
returning again and again to the subjea. All 1 could ascertain was 
that he looked on his niece’s marriage as a settled thing, that her father 
had sanctioned it, that he sanctioned it himself, that it was a desirable 
marriage, and that he should be personally rejoiced when the worry of 
it was over. As to the settlement, if I would consult his niece, and 
afterwards dive as deeply as I pleased into my own knowledge of the 
family affairs, and get cveryilung ready, and limit his share in the 
business, as guardian, to saying. Yes, at the right moment—why of 
course he would meet my views, and everybody clse’s views, with 
infinite pleasure. In the mean time, there I saw him, a helpless 
sufferer, confined to his room. Did I think he looked as if he wanted 
teasing ? No. Then why tease Him ? 

I might, perhaps, have been a little astonished at this extraordinary 
absence of all self-assertion on Mr, Fairlie’s part, in the character of 
guardian, if my knowledge of the family affairs had not been s uffi cient 
to remind me that he was a single man, and that he had nothing more 
than a life-interest in the Limmcridge property. As matters stood, 
therefore, I was neither surprised nor disappointed at the result of the 
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interview. Mr Fairlic had simply justified my expectations—and 
there was an end of it. 

S^day was a dull day, out of doors and in. A letter arrived for 
me from Sir . ercival Clyde’s solicitor, acknowledging the receipt of my 
copy of the anonymous lener, and my accompanying statement of the 
case. Miss hairhe jomed us in the afternoon, looking pale and de¬ 
pressed, and altogether unlike herself. I had some talk with her and 
venmred on a delicate allusion to Sir Percival. She listened, and said 
nothing. ^ otlier subjects she pursued willingly ; but this subject 
she allowed to drop. I began to doubt whether she might not be 

repenung of her engagement—just as young ladies often do, when 
repentance comes too late. 

On Monday Sir Percival Clyde arrived. 

I found him to be a most prepossessing man, so far as manners and 
appearance were concerned. He looked rather older than I had 
expected ; his head being bald over the forehead, and his face some¬ 
what marked and worn. But his movements were as active and his 
spirm as h^h as a young man’s. His meeting with Miss Halcombe 
was dehghlfriJly hearty and unaffected ; and his reception of me, upon 
my bemg presented to him. was so easy and pleasant that we got on 
together like old friends. Miss Fairlie was not with us when he arrived 
but she entered the room about ten minutes aftenvards. Sir Percival 
rose and paid his compliments with perfect grace. His evident con¬ 
cern on scemg the change for the worse in the young lady’s looks was 
^pressed with a niLxture of tenderness and respect, with an unassuming 
dehcacy of tone, voice, and manner, which did equal credit to his good 
breeding and his good sense. I was rather surprised, under these 
circumstances, to see that Miss Fairhc continued to be constrained and 
imeasy in his presence, and that she took tlic first opportunity of Icavin*^ 
the room agam. Sir Percival neither noticed the restraint in her recep- 
uon ol him, nor her sudden witlidrawal from our society. He had not 
ob^ded his attentions on her while she was present, and he did not 
embarrass Miss Halcombe by any allusion to her departure when she 
was gone. His tact and taste w-crc never at fault on this or any other 
oci^sion while I was in his company at Limmeridge House. 

As soon as Miss Fairhe had left the room, he spared us aU em- 
barrassment on the subject of the anonymous letter, by adverting to it 
w his own accord. He had stopped in London on his way from 
Hampshire ; had seen his solicitor j had read the documents forwarded 
y me, and had travelled on to Cumberland, anxious to satisfy our 
nimds by the speediest and the fullest explanation that words could 
ejnvey. On hearing him express himself to this effect, I offered him 
the ongmal letter, which I had kept for his inspection. He thanked me, 
^ declined to look at it; saying that he had seen the copy, and that 
he w^ quite willing to leave the original in our hands. 

he statement itself, on which he immediately entered, was as 
simple and satisfactory as I had all along anticipated it would be. 
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Mrs. Catberick, he informed us, liad, in past years, laid him under 
some obligations for faithful services rendered to his family connexions 
and to himself. She had been doubly unfominate in being married 
to a husband who had deserted her, and in having an only child whose 
mental faculties had been in a disturbed condition from a very early 
age. Although her marriage had removed her to a part of Hampshire 
far distant from the neighbourhood in which Sir Percival’s property 
was situated, he had taken care not to lose si^t of her; his friendly 
feeling towards the poor woman, in consideration of her past services, 
having been greatly strengthened by his admiration of the patience and 
courage with which she supported her calamities. In course of time, 
the symptoms of mental affliction in her unhappy daughter increased to 
such a serious extent, as to make it a matter of necessity to place her 
under proper medical care. Mrs. Catherick herself recognised this 
necessity ; but she also felt the prejudice common to persons occupying 
her respectable station, against allowing her child to be admitted, as a 
pauper, into a public Asylum. Sir Pcrcival had respected this pre¬ 
judice, as he respected honest independence of feeling in any rank of 
life; and had resolved to mark liis grateful sense of Mrs. Cathcrick’s 
early attadiment to the interests of himself and his family, by defraying 
tlic expense of her daughter’s maintenance in a trustworthy private 
Asylum. To her mother’s regret, and to his own regret, the unfortunate 
creature had discovered the share which circumstances had induced 
him to lake in placing her under restraint, and had conceived the most 
intense hatred and distrust of him in consequence. To that hatred 
and distrust—which had expressed itself in various ways in the Asylum 
—the anonymous letter, written after her escape, was plainly attribut¬ 
able. If Miss Halcombe’s or Air. Gilmore’s recollection of the 
document did not confirm that view, or if they wished for any additional 
particulars about tlic Asylum (tlic address of which he mentioned, as 
well as the names and addresses of the xwo doctors on whose certiheates 
the patient was admitted), he was ready to answer any question and to 
clear up any uncertainty. He had done his duty to the unhappy 
young woman, by instructing his solicitor to spare no exp>ense in tracing 
her, and in restoring her once more to medical care; and he was now 
only anxious to do his duty towards Miss Fairlie and towards her 
family, in the same plain, straightforward way. 

I was the first to speak in answer to this appeal. My own course was 
plain to me. It is the great beauty of the Law that it can dispute any 
human statement, made under any circumstances, and reduced to any 
form. If I had felt professionally called upon to set up a case against 
Sir Pcrcival Clyde, on the strength of his own explanation, 1 could have 
done so beyond all doubt. But my duty did not lie in tffls direction; 
my function was of the purely judiciM kind. X was to weigh the 
explanation we had just heard; to allow all due force to the high 
reputation of the gentleman who offered it; and to decide honestly 
whether the probabilities, on Sir Percival’s own showing, were plainly 
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with him, or plainly against him. My own conviction w’as that they 
were plainly with him ; and I accordingly declared that his explanation 
was, to my mind, unquestionably a satisfactory one. 

Miss Halcombe, after lookmg at me very earnestly, said a few words 
on her side, to the same effect—with a certain hesitation of manner 
however, which the circumstances did not seem to me to warrant I 
^ unable to say, positively, whether Sir Percival noticed this or not. 
My opimon is that he did ; seeing that he pointedly resumed the sub- 
jeCT, ^though he might now, with all propriety, have allowed it to drop 
it my plam statement of facts had only been addressed to Mr. 
Cjilmore, he said, “ I should consider any further reference to rhjs 
unhappy maner as unnecessary. I may fairly expect Mr. GUmorc, as 
a gentleman, to believe me on my word ; and when he has done me 
^t justice, all discussion of the subject between us has come to an end. 
But my position witli a lady is not the same. I owe to her wliat I 
would concede to no man alive—a proof of the truth of my asserdon. 
You cannot ask for that proof. Miss Halcombe, and it is therefore my 
duty to you, and still more to A'liss FairJie, to offer it. Alay I beg that 
you write at once to the mother of this unfortunate woman—to 
Aws. C^toerick—to ask for her testimony in support of the explanation 
which I have just offered to you.” 

I ^w Aliss Halcombe change colour, and look a little uneasy. Sir 
PercivaTs suggesdon, politely as it was e.xpressed, appeared to her, as it 
appeared to me, to point, very delicately, at the hesitation which her 
m a o Dcr had betrayed a moment or two since* 

I hope, Sir Percival, you don’t do me the injusdee to suppose that 
I distrust you,” she said, quickly. 

Certainly not, Aliss Halcombe. I make my proposal purely as an 

act of attention xxiyou. Will you excuse my obstinacy if I still venture 
to press it ? ” 

He walked to the writing-table, as he spoke ; drew a chair to it: and 
opened the paper case. 

“ Let me beg you to write the note,” he said, “ as a favour to ;/w. 

occupy you more than a few minutes. You have only to 
ask Mrs. Cathcrick two questions. First, if her daughter was placed 
m the Asylum with her knowledge and approval. Secondly, if the 
share I took in the matter was such as to merit the expression of her 
gratitude towards myself? Air. Gilmore’s mind is at ease on this 
unpleasant subject; and your mind is at ease—pray set my mind at 
case also, by writing the note.” 

“ You oblige me to grant your request. Sir Percival, when I would 
much rather refuse it,” 

With those words Aliss Halcombe rose from her place, and went 
to the writing-table. Sir Percival thanked her, handed her a pen, and 
men walked away towards the fireplace. Miss Fairlie’s little Italian 
^eybound was lymg on the rug. He held out his hand, and called to 
dog good-humouredly. 
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“ Come, Nina,” he said, “ we remember each other, don’t we ? ” 

The little beast, cowardly and cross-grained, as pet-dogs usually arc, 
looked up at liim sharply, shrank away from his outstretched hand, 
whined, shivered, and hid himself under a sofa. It was scarcely 
possible that he could have been put out by such a trifle as a dog’s 
reception of him—but I observed, nevertheless, that he walked away 
towards the window very suddenly. Perhaps his temper is irritable at 
times ? If so, I can sympathise with him. My temper is irritable at 
times too. 

Miss Halcombe was not long in writing the note. When it was done, 
she rose from the wTiting-tablc, and handed the open sheet of paper to 
Sir Pcrcival. He bowed ; took it from her, folded it up immediately, 
witliout looking at the contents ; sealed it; wrote the address ; and 
handed it back to her in silence. I never saw anytliing more gracefully 
and more becomingly done, in my life. 

“ You insist on my posting this letter, Sir Percival ? ” said Miss 
Halcombe. 

“ I beg you will post it,” he answered. “ And now that it is written 
and scaled up, allow me to ask one or two questions about the un¬ 
happy woman to whom it refers. I have read the communication which 
Mr. Gilmore kindly addressed to my solicitor, describing the circum¬ 
stances under which the writer of the anonymous letter was identified. 
But tlicre arc certain points to which that statement does not refer. 
Did Anne Catltcrick see Miss P'airlie ? ” 

” Certainly not,” replied Miss Halcombe. 

“ Did she sec you ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ She saw nobody from the house, then, except a certain Mr. Hart- 
right, who accidentally met with her in the churchyard here ? ” 

“ Nobody else.” 

“ Mr. Hartright was employed at Limmeridge as a drawing-master, 
I believe ? Is he a member of one of the Water-Colour Societies ? ” 

“ I believe he is,” answered Miss Halcombe. 

He paused for a moment, as if he was thinking over the last answer, 
and tlien added: 

“ Did you find out where Anne Cathcrick was living, when she was 
in this neighbourhood ? ” 

“ Yes. At a farm on the moor, called Todd’s Corner.” 

“ It is a duty wc all owe to the poor creature herself to trace her,” 
continued Sir Percival. “ She may have said something at Todd’s 
Comer which may help us to find her. 1 will go there, and make 
inquiries on the chance. In the m ean time, as 1 cannot prevail on 
myself to discuss this painful subject with Miss Fairlie, may I beg. 
Miss Halcombe, that you \vill kindly imdettake to give her the necessary 
explanation, deferring it of course until you have received the reply to 
that note.” 

Miss Halcombe promised to comply with his request. He thank e d 
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her—nodded pleasantly—and left us, to go and establish himself in 
his own room. As he opened the door, the cross-grained greyhound 
Tt muzzle from under the sofa, and barked and snapped 

“ A good morning’s work. Miss Halcombe,” I said, as soon as we 
were^one. Here is an anxious day weU ended already.” 

satisfiS’” ^swered; “ no doubt. I am very glad your mind is 

easlIS ' Surely, with that note in your hand, your mind is at 

‘‘ Oh yes—how can it be otherwise ? I know the thing could not 
be, she went on, speaking more to herself than to me • “ but I 

almost wish Walter Hartright had stayed here long enough to be 
SuYnme^” explanation, and to hear the proposal to me to write 

wordT^ ^ surprised—perhaps a little piqued, also, by these last 

rhl* u Mr. Hartright very remarkably with 

i ^ readily admit that he conducted 

^elf, ^ thmgs considered, with great delicacy and discretion. But 
1 am quite at a loss to understand what useful influence his presence 

could have exercised in relation to the effect of Sir Pcrcival’s statement 
on your nund or mine.” 

“ It was only a fancy,” she said, absendy. ” There is no need to 

dis^s It, Mi. Gilmore. Your experience ought to be, and is, the best 
guide I can desire. 

I did not altogether like her thrusting the whole responsibility, in 
u manner, on my shoulders. If Mr. Fairlie had done it, I 

^ouJd not have been surprised. But resolute, clear-minded Miss 
l^combe, was ^e very last person in the world whom I should 
her shrinking from the expression of an opinion of 

“ If any doubte stUI trouble you,” I said, ” why not mention them to 
PereiJaJ GlyL ™ have you any reason to distrust Sir 

“ None whatever.” 

tion?’° anything improbable, or contradictory, in his explana- 

nf I say I do, after the proof he has offered me of the truth 

oi It ^ there be better testimony in his favour, Mr. Gilmore, than 
testimony of the woman’s mother ? ’’ 

_ None better. If the answer to your note of inquiry proves to be 
sausiacto^, I for one, cannot see what more any friend of Sir Percival’s 
can possibly expect from him.” 

“ o note,” she said, rising to leave the room, 

ana dis^s all further reference to the subject, untU the answer 
amves. Don t attach any weight to my hesitation. I can give no 
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better reason for it than that I have been over-anxious about Laura 
lately ; and anxiety. Air. Gilmore, unsettles the strongest of us.” 

She left me abruptly ; her naturally firm voice faltering as she spoke 
those last words. A sensitive, vehement, passionate nature—a woman 
of ten thousand in these trivial, superficial limes. 1 had known her 
f rom her earliest years j I had seen her tested, as she grew up, in more 
than one trying family crisis, and my long experience made me attach 
an importance to her hesitation under the circumstances here detailed, 
which I should certainly not have felt in the case of another woman. I 
could see no cause for any uneasiness or any doubt; but she had made 
rac a little uneasy, and a little doubtful, nevertheless. In my youth, 
I should have chafed and fretted under the irritation of my own im- 
reasonable state of mind. In my age, 1 knew' better; and went out 
philosophically to walk it off. 


II 


We all met again at dinner-time. 

Sir Pcrcival was in sucli boisterous high spirits that I hardly recog¬ 
nised him as tlie same man whose quiet tact, refinement, and good 
sense had impressed me so strongly at the interview of the morning. 
The only trace of his former self that 1 could detect, reappeared every 
now and then, in his manner towards Miss Fairlic. A look or a word 
from her, suspended his loudest laugh, checked his gayest flow of talk, 
and rendered him all attention to her, and to no one else at table, in an 
instant. Although he never openly tried to draw her into the conversa¬ 
tion, he never lost the slightest chance she gave him of letting her drift 
into it by accident, and of saying the words to her, under those favour¬ 
able circumstances, which a man with less tact and delicacy would have 
pointedly addressed to her the moment they occurred to him. Rather 
to my surprise, Miss Fairlic appeared to be sensible of his attention, 
without being moved by them. She was a little confused from time 
to lime, when he looked at her, or spoke to her; but she never warmed 
towards him. Rank, fortune, good breeding, good looks, the respect 
of a gentleman, and the devotion of a lover, were all humbly placed at 
her feet, and, so far as appearances went, were all offered in vain. 

On the next day, the Tuesday, Sir Pcrcival went in the morning 
(taking one of the servants with liira as a guide) to Todd’s Comer. 
His inquiries, as I afterwards heard, led to no results. On his return, 
be had an interview with Mr. Fairlie; and in the afternoon he and Miss 
Halcombc rode out together. Nothing else happened worthy of 
record. The evening passed as usual. There was no change in Sir 
Pcrcival, and no change in Aliss Fairlie. 

The Wednesday’s post brought with it an event—the reply from 
Airs. Catherick. 1 t<^ a copy of the document, which I have pre¬ 
served, and which I may as well present in this place. It ran as 
follows 
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“ Madam, —I beg to acknowledge the receipt of your letter, in¬ 
quiring whether my daughter, Anne, was placed under medical super¬ 
intendence with my knowledge and approval, and whether the share 
taken in the matter by Sir Percival Clyde w’as such as to merit the 
expression of my gratitude towards that gentleman. Be pleased to 
accept my answer in the affirmative to both those questions, and believe 
me to remain, your obedient servant, 

“ Jane Anne Catherick.” 

Short, sharp, and to the point: in form, rather a business-like letter 
for a woman to write ; in substance, as plain a confirmation as could 
be desired of Sir Percival Clyde’s statement. This was my opinion, 
and with certain minor reserv-ations. Miss Halcombe’s opinion also. 
Sir Percival, when the letter was shown to him, did not appear to be 
struck by the sharp, short tone of it. He told us that Mrs. Catherick 
was a woman of few words, a clear-headed, straightforward, unimagina¬ 
tive person, who wrote briefly and plainly, just as she spoke. 

The next duty to be accomplished, now that the answer had been 
received, was to acquaint Miss Fairlic with Sir Percival’s explanation. 
Miss Halcombe had undertaken to do this, and had left the room to go 
to her sister, when she suddenly returned again, and sat down by the 
easy-chair in which I was reading the newspaper. Sir Percival had 
gone out a minute before, to look at the stables, and no one was in the 
room but ourselves. 

“ 1 suppose we have really and truly done all we can ? ” she said, 
turning and twisting Mrs. Catherick’s letter in her hand. 

“ If we are friends of Sir Percival’s, who know him and trust him, 
we have done all, and more than all, that is necessary,” I answered, a 
little annoyed by this return of her hesitation. “ But if we are enemies 
who suspect him -” 

“ That alternative is not even to be thought of,” she interposed. 

“ We are Sir Percival’s friends ; and if generosity and forbearance can 
add to our regard for him, we ought to be Sir Percival’s admirers as 
well. You know that he saw Mr. Fairlie yesterday, and that he after¬ 
wards went out with me.” 

“ Yes. I saw you riding away together.” 

“ We began the ride by talking about Anne Catherick, and about 
the singular manner in which Mr. Hanright met with her. But we 
soon dropped that subject; and Sir Percival spoke next, in the most 
unselfish terms, of his engagement with Laura. He said he had 
observed that she was out of spirits, and he was willing, if not informed 
to the contrary, to attribute to that cause the alteration in her manner 
towards him during his present visit. If, however, there was any 
other more serious reason for the c hang e, he would entreat that no 
constraint might be placed on her inclinations either by Mr. Fairlie or 
by me. All he asked, in that case, was that she wotild recall to mind, 
for the last time, what the circumstances were under which the engage- 



100 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


ment between them was made, and what his conduct had been from the 
beginning of the courtship to the present time. If, after due rcfiection 
on those two subjects, she seriously desired that he should withdraw 
his pretensions to the honour of becoming her husband—and if she 
would tell him so plainly, with her owm lips—he would sacrifice himself 
by leaving her perfectly free to withdraw from the engagement.” 

“No man could say more than that. Miss Halcombc. As to my 
experience, few men in his situation would have said as much.” 

She paused after I had spoken those words, and looked at me with 
a singular expression of perplexity and distress. 

“ I accuse nobody and I suspect nothing,” she broke out, abruptly. 
“ But I cannot and will not accept the responsibility of persuading 
Laura to this marriage.” 

“ That is exactly the course which Sir Pcrcival Clyde has himself 
requested you to take,” I replied, in astonishment. “ He has begged 
you not to force her inclinations.” 

“ And he indirectly obliges me to force them, if I give her his 
message.” 

“ How can that possibly be ? ” 

“ Consult your own knowledge of Laura, Mr. Gilmore. If I tell 
her to reflect on tlic circumstances of her engagement, I at once appeal 
to two of the strongest feelings in her nature—to her love for her 
father’s memory, and to her strict regard for truth. You know that 
she never broke a promise in her life; you know that she entered on 
this engagement at the beginning of her father’s fatal illness, and that 
he spoke hopefully and happily of her marriage to Sir Pcrcival Clyde 
on his deathbed.” 

I own that I was a little shocked at this view of the case. 

“ Surely,” I said, “ you don’t mean to infer that when Sir Percival 
spoke to 5 'ou yesterday, he speculated on such a result as you have just 
mentioned ? ” 

Her frank, fearless face answered for her before she spoke. 

“ Do you think I would remain an instant in the company of any man 
whom I susperted of such baseness as that ? ” she asked, angrily. 

I like to feel her hearty indignation flash out on me in that way. We 
see so much malice and so little indignation in my profession. 

“ In tliat case,” I said, “ excuse me if I tell you, in our legal phrase, 
that you arc travelling out of the record. Whatever the consequences 
may be. Sir Pcrcival has a right to expect that your sister should care¬ 
fully consider her engagement from every reasonable point of view 
before she claims her release from it. If that unlucky letter has 
prejudiced her against him, go at once, and tell her that he has cleared 
himself in your eyes and in mine. What objection can she urge against 
him after that ? What excuse can she possibly have for ch anging her 
mind about a man whom she bad virtually accepted for her husband 
more than two years ago ? ” 

** In the eyes of law and reason, Mr. Gilmore, no excuse, I daresay. 
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If she still hesitates, and if I still hesitate, you must attribute our strange 
conduct, if you like, to caprice in both cases, and we must bear the 
imputation as well as we can.” 

With those words, she suddenly rose, and left me. W'hen a sensible 
woman ^s a serious question put to her, and evades it by a flippant 
answer, it is a sure sign, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, that she 
has something to conceal. I returned to the perusal of tlie newspaper, 
strongly suspecting that Miss Halcombe and Miss Fairlie had a secret 
between them which they were keeping from Sir Percival and keeping 
from me. I thought this hard on both of us—especially on Sir Percival. 

My doubts—or, to speak more correctly, my convictions—were 
confirmed by Aijss Halcombe’s language and manner, when I saw her 
again, later in the day. She was suspiciously brief and reserved in 
telling me the result of her interview with her sister. Miss Fairlie, it 
appeared, had listened quietly while tlie affair of the letter was placed 
before her in the right point of view; but when Miss Halcombe next 
proceeded to say that the object of Sir Percival’s visit at Limmeridge 
was to prevail on her to let a day be fixed for the marriage, she checked 
all further reference to the subject by begging for time. If Sir Percival 
would consent to spare her for the present, she would undertake to give 
him his final answer, before the end of the year. She pleaded for this 
delay with such anxiety and agitation, that Miss Halcombe had promised 
to use her influence, if necessary, to obtain it; and tliere, at Miss 
Fairlie’s earnest entreaty, all further discussion of the marriage question 
had ended. 

The purely temporary arrangement thus proposed might have been 
convement enough to the young lady ; but it proved somewhat em¬ 
barrassing to the writer of these lines. Tliat morning’s post had brought 
a letter from my parmer, which obliged me to return to town the next 
day, by the afternoon train. It was extremely probable that I should 
find no second opportunity of presenting myself at Limmeridge House 
during the remainder of the year. In that case, supposing Aliss Fairlie 
ultimately decided on holding to her engagement, my necessary 
personal communication with her, before I drew her settlement, would 
become something like a downright impossibihty; and we should be 
oWiged to commit to writing questions which ought always to be 
discussed on both sides by word of mouth. I said nothing about this 
difficulty, until Sir Percival had been consulted on the subject of the 
desired delay. He was too g allan t a gentleman not to grant ffie request 
immediately. When Miss Halcombe informed me of this, I told her 
that I must absolutely speak to her sister, before I left Limmeridge; 
and it was, therefore, arranged that I should see Miss Fairlie in her 
own sitting-room, the next mor nin g. She did not come down to 
d in ner, or join us in the ev ening . Indisposition was the excuse ; and 
I thought Sir Percival looked, as well he might, a little annoyed when 
he heard of it. 

The next morning, as soon as breakfast was over, I went up to Aliss 
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Fairlic’s sitting-room. The poor girl looked so pale and sad, and 
came for\vard to welcome me so readily and prettily, that the resolution 
to lecture her on her caprice and indecision, which I had been forming 
all the way up-stairs, failed me on the spot. I led her back to the chair 
from which she had risen, and placed myself opposite to her. Her 
cross-grained pet greyhound was in the room, and I fully expected a 
barking and snapping reception. Strange to say, the wt^sical little 
brute falsified my expectations by jumping into my lap, and poking its 
sharp muzzle famiharly into my hand the moment I sat down. 

“ You used often to sit on my knee when you were a child, my dear,” 

I said, “ and now your little dog seems determined to succeed you in the 
vacant throne. Is that pretty dra\ving your doing ? ” 

I pointed to a little album, which lay on the table by her side, and 
which she had evidently been looking over when I came in. The page 
that lay open had a small water-colour landscape very neatly mounted 
on it. This was the drawing which had suggested my question ; an 
idle question enough—but how could I begin to talk of business to her 
the moment I opened my lips ? 

“ No,” she said, looking away from the drawing rather confusedly j 
” it is not my doing.” 

Her fingers had a restless habit, which I remembered in her, as a 
child, of always playing with the first tiling that came to hand, whenever 
anyone was talfcng to her. On this occasion they wandered to the 
album, and toyed absently about the margin of the little water-colour 
draw'ing. The expression of melancholy deenened on her face. She 
did not look at the drawing, or look at me. tier eyes moved uneasily 
from objea to object in the room ; betraying plainly that she suspected 
what my purpose was in coming to speak to her. Seeing that, I thought 
it best to get to the purpose with as httlc delay as possible. 

“ One of the errands, my dear, which brings me here is to bid you 
good-bye,” I began. “ I must get back to London to-day ; and, before 
I leave, I want to have a word with you on the subject of your own 
affairs.” 

” I am very so^ you are going, Air. Gilmore,” she said, looking at 
me kindly. “ It is like the happy old times to have you here.” 

” I hope I may be able to come back, and rec^ those pleasant 
memories once more,” I continued ; “ but as there is some uncertainty 
about the future, I must take my opportunity when I can get it, and 
speak to you now. 1 am your old lawyer and your old friend ; and I 
may remind you, I am sure, witliout offence, of the possibility of your 
marrying Sir Pcrcival Glyde.” 

She took her hand off the little album as suddenly as if it had turned 
hot and burnt her. Her fingers twined together nervously in her lap; 
her eyes looked down again at the floor ; and an upression of constraint 
settl^ on her face whi^ looked almost like an expression of p ain. 

“ Is it absolutely necessary to speak of my marriage engagement ? ** 
she asked, in low tones. 
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“ It is necessary to refer to it,” I answered ; “but not to dwell on it. 
Let us merely say that you may many, or that you may not marry. In 
the first case> I must be prepared, beforehand, to draw your settlement; 
and I ought not to do that without, as a matter of politeness, first con¬ 
sulting you. This may be my only chance of hearing what your wishes 
are. Let us, therefore, suppose the case of your marrying, and let me 
inform you, in as few words as possible, what your position is now, and 
what you may make it, if you please, in the future.” 

I explained to her the object of a marriage-settlement; and then told 
her exactly what her prospects were—in the first place, on her coming 
of age, Md in tlie second place, on the decease of her uncle—marking 
the distinction between the property in which she had a life interest 
only, Md the property which was left to her own control. She listened 
attentively, with die constrained expression still on her face, and her 
hands still nervously clasped together in her lap. 

“ now,” I said, in conclusion, “ tell me if you can think of any 
condition which, in the case we have supposed, you would wish me to 
make for you—subject, of course, to your guardian’s approval, as you 
are not yet of age.” 

She moved uneasily in her chair—then looked in my face, on a sudden, 
very eamcsdy. 

“ If it does happen,” she began, faindy ; “ il l am-” 

If you are married,” I added, helping her out. 

Don’t let him part me from Alarian,” she cried, with a sudden 
outbreak of cnerg)’. “ Oh, Mr. Gilmore, pray make it law that Marian 
is to live with me ! ” 

Under other circumstances, I might, perhaps, have been amused at 
this essentially feminine interpretation of my quesdon, and of the long 
explanation which had preceded it. But her looks and tones, when she 
spoke, were of a kind to make me more than serious—they distressed 
me. Her words, few as they were, betrayed a desperate clinging to the 
past which boded ill for the future. 

“ Your having Alarian Halcombc to Jive with you, can easily be 
setded by private arrangement,” I said. “ You hardly understood my 
question, I think. It referred to your own property—to the disposal of 
your money. Supposing you were to make a will, when you come of 
agCj who would you like the money to go to ? ” 

“ Marian has been mother and sister both to me,” said the good, 
affectionate girl, her pretty blue eyes glistening while she spoke. “ May 
I l^ve it to Alarian, Mr. Gilmore ? ” 

“ ^rtainly, my love,” I answered. “ But remember what a large 
sum it is. Would you like it all to go to Aliss Halcombc ? ” 

She hesitated ; her colour came and went; and her hand stole back 
again to the lirde album. 

“ Not all of it,” she said. “ There is some one else, besides 
Alarian-—” 

She stopped ; her colour heightened ; and the fingers of the han d 
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that rested upon the album beat gently on the margin of the drawing, 
as if her memory had set them going mechanically with the remem¬ 
brance of a favourite tune. 

“ You mean some other member of the family besides Miss Hal- 
combe ? ” I suggested, seeing her at a loss to proceed. 

The heightening colour spread to her forehead and her neck, and 
the nervous fingers suddenly clasped themselves fast round the* edge 
of the book. 

“ There is some one else,” she said, not noticing my last words, 
though she had evidently heard them ; “ there is some one else who 
might like a little keepsake, if—if I might leave it. There would be no 
harm, if I should die first-” 

She paused again. The colour that had spread over her cheeks 
suddenly, as suddenly left them. The hand on the album resigned 
its hold, trembled a little, and moved the book away from her. She 
looked at me for an instant—then turned her head aside in the chair. 
Her handkerchief fell to the floor as she changed her position, and she 
hurriedly hid her face from me in her hands. 

Sad ! To remember her, as 1 did, the liveliest, happiest chil d that 
ever laughed the day through ; and to sec her now, in the flower of her 
age and her beaut>’, so broken and so brought down as this ! 

In the distress that she caused me, 1 forgot the years that had passed, 
and the change they had made in our position towards one another, i 
moved my chair close to her, and picked up her handkerchief from the 
carpet, and drew her hands from her face gently. “ Don’t cry, my 
love,” 1 said, and dried the tears that were gathering in her eyes, with 
my own hand, as if she had been the little Laura Fairlie of ten long 
years ago. 

It was the best way I could have taken to compose her. She laid 
her head on my shoulder, and smiled faintly through her tears. 

” I am very sorry for forgetting myself,” she said, artlessly. “ I 
have not been well—I have felt sa^y weak and nervous lately ; and I 
often cry without reason when 1 am alone. I am better now; I can 
answer you as I ought, Mr. Gilmore, I can indeed.” 

“ No, no, my dear,” I replied, “ we will consider the subject as done 
with, for the present. You have said enough to sanction my taking 
the best possible care of your interests; and, we can settle details at 
anotlicr opportunity. Let us have done with business, now and talk 
of something else.” 

1 led her at once into speaking on other topics. In ten minutes’ 
time she was in better spirits ; and I rose to take my leave. 

“ Come here again,” she said earnestly. “ I will try to be worthier of 
your kind feeling for me and for my interests if you will only come again.” 

Still clinging to the past—that past which 1 represented to her, in my 
way, as Miss Halcombe did in hers ! It troubled me sorely to see her 
looking back, at the beginning of her career, just as I look back at the 
end of mine. 
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■■ ^ ‘’°P^ I find you better,” I said ; 

better and happier. God bless you, my dear ’ ” 

She 0 % answered by putting up her cheek to me to be kissed. Even 
lathers have hearts ; and mine ached a Uttie as I took leave of her 

hour sTe^h^^'^Tr "ban half an 

of n not breathed a word, m my presence, to explam the 

mystery of her evident distress and dismay at the prospect of her 

marriage—and yet she had contrived to win me over to her^side of the 

quKUon, I neiAer knew how nor why. I had entered the room 

feeling ^at Sir Peraval Clyde had fair reason to complain of the manner 

I left it, secretly hoping that matters 
might end m her taking him at his word and claiming her release A 

^ of my age and experience ought to have knoivn better tlian to 
vactuate m this unreasonable manner. I can make no excuse fo? 

^ truth, and say—so it was. 

The hour for my departure was now drawing near. I sent to 

but that he must excuse my bemg rather in a hurr>'. He sent a message 

T best wishes, 

dear Gilmore. Hurry of any kind is inexpressibly injurious to me 
Pray take care of yourself. Good-bye.” »ous to me. 

Ju« before I left, I saw Miss Halcombe, for a moment alone 
« V ^ wanted to Laura ? ” she asked. 

Yes, I replied. “ She is very weak and nervous—I am glad she 
has you to take care of her.” ^ 

M«s Halcombe’s sharp eyes studied my face attentively 
You are altering your opinion about Laura,” she said. “ You are 
make allowances for her than you were yesterday ” 

No sensible man ever engages, unprepared, in a fencing match of 
words with a woman. I only answ’ercd ; 

you ” happens. I will do nothing till I hear from 


She still looked hard in my face. “ I wish it was all over, and well 
over, Gilmore—and so do you.” With those words she left me. 

politely insisted on seeing me to the carriage door 
If you are ever in my neighbourhood,” he said, “ pray don’t forget 
™ 1 am smcerely anxious to improve our acquaintance. The tried 
^sted old friend of this family will be alw'ays a welcome visitor in 

any house of mine.” 


A re^y irresistible man—courteous, considerate, delightfully free 
« ? gentleman, every inch of him. As I drove away to the 

nf as if I could cheerfiilJy do anything to promote the interests 

otf Perdval Clyde—anything in the world, except drawing the 

carnage-settlement of his wife. 
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III 

A WEEK passed, after my return to London, without the receipt of any 
communication from Miss HaJeombe. 

On the eighth day, a lener in her handwriting was placed among the 
other letters on my table. 

It announced that Sir Percival Clyde had been definitely accepted, 
and tliat the marriage was to take place, as he had originally desired, 
before the end of the year. In all probability the ceremony would be 
performed during the last fortnight in December. Miss Fairlie’s 
twenty-first birthday was late in March. She would, therefore, by this 
arrangement, become Sir Percival’s wife about three months before she 
was of age. 

I ought not to have been surprised, I ought not to have been sorry ; 
but I was surprised and sorry, nevertheless. Some little disappoint¬ 
ment, caused by the unsatisfactory shortness of Miss Halcombe’s letter, 
mingled itself witli these feelings, and contributed its share towards 
upsetting my serenity for the day. In six lines my correspondent 
announced the proposed marriage ; in three more, she told me that 
Sir Percival had left Cumberland to return to his bouse in Hampshire; 
and in uvo concluding sentences she informed me, first, that Laura was 
sadly in want of change and cheerful society ; secondly, that she had 
resolved to try the effect of some such change forthwith, by taking her 
sister away with her on a visit to certain old friends in Yorkshire. There 
the letter ended, without a word to explain what the circumstances 
were which had decided Miss Fairlie to accept Sir Percival Clyde in one 
short week from the time when I had last seen her. 

At a later period, the cause of this sudden determination was fully 
explained to me. It is not my business to relate it imperfectly, on 
hearsay evidence. The circumstances came within ^e personal 
experience of Miss Halcombe ; and when her narrative succeeds mine, 
she will describe them in every particular exactly as they happened. 
In the mean time, the plain duty for me to perform—before I, in my 
turn, lay down my pen and withdraw from the story—is to relate the 
one remaining event connected with Miss Fairlie’s proposed marriage 
in which I was concerned, namely, the drawing of the settlement. 

It is impossible to refer intelligibly to this document, without first 
entering into certain particulars, in relation to the bride’s pecuniary 
affairs. I will try to make my explanation briefly and plainly, and to 
keep it free from professional obscurities and technicalities. The 
matter is of the utmost importance. I warn all readers of these lines 
that Miss Fairlie’s inheritance is a very serious part of Miss Fairlie’s 
stoty ; and that Mr. Gilmore’s experience, in this particular, must be 
their experience also, if they wish to understand the narratives which 
arc yet to come. 

Miss Fairlie’s expectations, then, were of a twofold kind; com¬ 
prising her possible inheritance of real property, or land, when her 
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Zen fbtcZt Zage!°'“'' of personal propcm., or money. 

Let us take the land first. 

Fairhe’s paternal grandfather (whom we will 
Sj^t^ioor^us ^ "> L.mmcr.dgc 

A^ur As eldest son, Philip succeeded to the estate. If he died 

properu- went to the second brother, 
Fredenck. And if Frederick died also without leaving a son, the 
property went to the third brother, Arthur 

^^ving an only 

wenf n * ^ consequence, 

a single man. 

rhe third brother, Arthur, had died many years before the decease of 
Pluhp, Icavmg a son and a daughter. The son, at the age of eighteen 

1 ^Jip Fairhe, presumptive heiress to the estate ; with every' chance of 
succee^g u, m the ordinary course of nature, on her uncle Frederick’s 
dea^, if the said Frederick died without leaving male issue. 

tocept m ±e event, then, of Mr. Frederick Fairlic’s marrying and 
leaving an heir (^e two very last thmgs in the world that he was likely 
to do), his mece, Laura, would have the property- on his death ; possess- 
ing, It must be remembered, nothing more than a life-interest in it If 

\a a? childless, the estate would revert to her cousin, 

Magdalen, the daughter of Mr. Arthur Fairlie. If she married, with a 
proper settlement—or, in other words, with the settlement I meant to 
« f tor her-the mcome from the estate (a good three thousand a 
yw) would, durmg her lifetime, be at her own disposal. If she died 
oeiore her husband, he would naturaUy expect to be left in the eniov- 
ment of^e mcome, for his lifetime. If she had a son, that son would 
DC the heir, to the exclusion of her cousin Magdalen. Thus, Sir 
lercival s prospects in marrying Miss Fairlie (so far as his wife’s 
^ectations from real property were concerned) promised him these 
two advantages, on Mr. Frederick Fairiie’s death : First, the use of 
^ee thousMd a year (by his wife’s permission, while she lived, and, in 
tus 0 ^ nght, on her death, if he survived her); and, secondly, the 
instance of Limmeridge for his son, if he had one. 

bo much for the landed property, and for the disposal of the income 
H-ffi occasion of Miss Fairiie’s marriage. Thus far, no 

^culty or difference of opinion on the lady’s settlement was at all 
lutwy to arise between Sir Pcrdval’s lawyer and myself. 

he personal estate, or, in other words, the money to which Miss 
lie would become entitled on reaching the age of twenty-one years, 

IS ^ next point to consider. 

This pan of her inheritance was, in itself, a comfortable little fortune, 
was derived under her father’s will, and it amounted to the sum of 
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twenty thousand pounds. Besides this, she had a life-interest in ten 
thousand pounds more ; which latter amount was to go on her decease 
to her aunt Eleanor, her father’s only sister. It will greatly assist in 
setting the family affairs before tlic reader in the clearest possible light, 
if I stop here for a moment, to explain why the aunt had been kept 
waiting for her legacy until the death of the niece. 

Mr. Philip Tairlie had hved on excellent terms with his sister 
Eleanor, as long as she remained a single woman. But when her 
marriage took place, somewhat late in life, and when that marriage 
united her to an Italian gentleman named Fosco—or, rather, to an 
Italian nobleman, seeing that he rejoiced in the title of Count—Mr. 
1-airlie disapproved of her conduct so strongly that he ceased to hold 
any communication with her, and even went the length of striking her 
name out of his will. The other members of the family all thought 
this serious manifestation of resentment at his sister’s marriage more or 
less unreasonable. Count Fosco, iliough not a rich man, was not a 
penniless adventurer either. He had a small, but sufficient income of 
his own ; he had lived many years in England; and he held an 
excellent position in society. These recommendations, however, 
availed nodiing with Mr. Fairlic. In many of his opinions he was an 
Englishman of the old school; and he hated a foreigner, simply and 
solely because he was a foreigner. The utmost that he could be pre¬ 
vailed on to do, in after years, mainly at Miss Fairlie’s intercession, was 
to restore his sister’s name to its former place in his will, but to keep 
her waiting for her legacy by giving the income of the money to his 
daughter for life, and the money itself, if her aunt died before her, to 
her cousin Magdalen. Considering the relative ages of the nvo ladies, 
the aunt’s chance, in tlie ordinary course of nature, of receiving the 
ten thousand pounds, was thus rendered doubtful in the extreme ; and 
Madame Fosco resented her brother’s treatment of her as unjustly as 
usual in such cases, by refusing to see her niece, and declining to believe 
that Miss Fairlie’s intercession had ever been exerted to restore her 
name to Mr. Fairlie’s will. 

Such was tlic history of the ten thousand pounds. Here again no 
difficulty could arise with Sir Percival’s legd adviser. The income 
would be at the w’ife’s disposal, and the principal would go to her aunt 
or her cousin, on her death. 

All preliminary c.xplanations being now cleared out of the way,’ I,come, 
at last, to the real knot of the case—to the twenty thousand pounds. 

Tliis sum was absolutely Miss Fairlie’s own, on her completing her 
twenty-first year, and the whole future disposition of it depended, in 
the first instance, on the conditions I could ob tain for her in her marriage- 
settlement. The other clauses contained in that document were of a 
formal kind, and need not be recited here. But the clause relating to 
the money is too important to be passed over. A few lines will be 
sufficient to give the necessary abstraa of it. 

My stipulation in regard to the twenty thousand pounds was simply 
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tfus : The whole amount was to be settled so as to give the income to the 
lady for her life; afterwards to Sir Pcrcival for his life ; and the 
pnnapal to the children of the marriage. In default of issue the 
p^apal was to be disposed of as the lady might by her will direct, for 
wmich purpose I reserved to her the right of making a will 'fhe 
effea of these conditions may be thus summed up. If Ladv Glvde 
died wi^out leaving children, her half-sister, Miss Halcombe, and any 
other relatives or friends whom she might be anxious to beneht, would 
on her husband’s death, divide among them such shares of her money 
as she desired them to have. If, on the other hand, she died, leaving 
chUdren, then their interest, naturally and necessarily, superseded all 
other mterests whatsoever. This was the clause; and no one who 

reads it, can fail, I think, to agree with me that it meted out equal justice 
to all parties. 

We shall see how my proposals were met on the husband’s side. 

At the time when Miss Halcombe’s letter reached me, I was even 

more busily occupied than usual. But I contrived to make leisure for 

the setdement. I had drawn it, and had sent it for approval to Sir 

Percival s solicitor, m less than a week from the time when Miss 

Halcombe had informed me of the proposed marriage. 

After a lapse of two days, the document was returned to me, witii 

notes ^d remarks of the baronet’s law>'er. His objections, in general 

proved to be of the most trifling and technical kind, until he came to the 

clause relating to the twenty thousand pounds. Against this, there 

were double Imes drawn in red ink, and the foUowing note was appended 
to them :— ^ 

“ Not admissible. The principal to go to Sir Percival Glydc, in the 
the event of his surviving Lady Glydc, and there being no issue.” 

1 hat is to say, not one farthing of the nventy thousand pounds was 
to go to A^ss Halcombe, or to any other relative or friend of Lady 

Glyde s. The whole sum, if she left no cliildrcn, was to slip into the 
pockets of her husband. 

The answer I wrote to this audacious proposal was as short and sharp 
as I could make it. “My dear sir. Miss Fairlic’s settlement I 

object, exacUy as it stands. Your.s 

™y. The rejoinder came back in a quarter of an hour “ My dear 

s^. Miss Fairlie’s settlement. I maintain the red ink to which you 
obje«, exactly as it stands. Yours truly.” In the detestable slang of 
the day, we were now both “ at a dead-lock,” and nothing was left for 
It but to refer to our clients on either side. 

As matters stood, my client—Miss Fairlie not having yet completed 
ner twraty-first year—was her guardian, Mr. Frederick Fairlie I 
wrote by that day’s post, and put the case before him exactly as it 
stood ; not only urgmg every argument I could think of to induce him 
to mamtam the clause as I had drawn it, but stating to him plainly the 
mercenary motive which was at the bottom of the opposition to my 
setuement of the twenty thousand pounds. The knowledge of Sir 
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Pcrcivai’s affairs which I had necessarily gained when the provisions of 
the deed on his side were submitted in due course to my examination, 
had but too plainly informed me that the debts on his estate were 
enormous, and that his income, though nominally a large one, was, 
virtually, for a man in his position, next to nothing. The want of 
ready money was the practical necessity of Sir Percival’s existence ; 
and his lawyer’s note on the clause in the settlement was nothing but the 
frankly selfish expression of it. 

Mr. Fairlie’s answer reached me by return of post, and proved to be 
wandering and irrelevant in the extreme. Turned into plain English, 
it practically expressed itself to this effect: “ Would dear Gilmore be 
so very obliging as not to worry his friend and client about such a trifle 
as a remote contingency ? Was it likely that a young woman of 
twenty-one would die before a man of forty-five, and die without 
children ? On the other hand, in such a miserable world as this, was 
it possible to over-estimate the value of peace and quietness ? If those 
two heavenly blessings were offered in exchange for such an earthly 
trifle as a remote chance of twcnty-tliousand pounds, was it not a fair 
bargain ? Surely, yes. Then why not make it ? ” 

I threw the letter away in disgust. Just as it had fluttered to the 
ground, there was a knock at my door; and Sir Percival’s solicitor, 
Mr. Merriman, was shown in. There arc many varieties of sharp 
practitioners in this world, but, I think , the hardest of all to deal with 
arc the men who over-reach you under the disguise of inveterate good- 
humour. A fat, well-fed, smiling, friendly man of business is of all 
parties to a bargain the most hopeless to deal with. Mr. Merriman 
was one of tliis class. 

“ And how is good Mr. Gilmore ? ” he began, all in a glow with the 
warmth of his own amiability. “ Glad to see you, sir, in such excellent 
health. I was passing your door; and I thought 1 would look in, in 
case you might have something to say to me. Do—now pray do let us 
settle this little difference of ours by word of mouth, if we can ! Have 
you beard from your client yet ? ” 

“ Yes. Have you heard from yours ? ” 

“ My dear, good sir ! 1 wish 1 had heard from him to any purpose 
—I wish, with all my heart, the responsibility was off my shoulders; but 
he is obstinate—or, let me rather say, resolute—and he won’t take it off. 
‘ Merriman, I leave details to you. Do what you think right for my 
interests; and consider me as having personally withdrawn from the 
business until it is all over.’ Those were Sir Percival’s words a fort¬ 
night ago ; and all I can get him to do now is to repeat them. I am not 
a hard man, Mr. Gilmore, as you know. Person^y or privately, I do 
assure you, I should like to sponge out that note of mine at this very 
moment. But if Sir Percival won’t go inm the matter, if Sir Perdvd 
will blindly leave all his interests in my sole care, what course can I 
possibly take excq>t the course of asserting them ? My hands are 
boimd—don’t you see, my dear sir ?—my hands are bound.” 
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“ You maintain your note on the clause, then, to the letter ^ ” I 
said. 

“Yes—deuce take it! I have no other alternative.” He walked to 
the fireplace, and warmed himself, humming the fag end of a tunc in a 
rich convivial bass voice. “ What does your side say ? ” he went on ; 
“ now pray tell me—what does your side say ? ” 

I was ashamed to tell him. I attempted to gain time—nay, 1 did 

worse. My legal insiincis got the better of me ; and I even tried to 
bargain. 

Twenty thousand pounds is rather a large sum to be given up by 
the lady’s friends at two days’ notice,” I said. 

“Very true,” replied Mr. Merriman, looking down thoughtfully at 
his boots. “ Properly put, sir—most properly put! ” 

“A compromise, recognising the interests of the ladv's family as 
well as the interests of the husband might not, perhaps have frightened 
my Ghent quite so much.” I went on. “ Come, come ! this contm- 
gency resolves itself into a matter of barga inin g after all W hat is the 
least you will take ? ” 

The least we will take,” said Mr, Merriman, “ is ninetccn-tliousand- 
nme-hundred-and-nineiy-nine-pounds-nineteen- shillings - and - eleven 
pence-three-farthings. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Excuse me, Mr. Gilmore I 
must have my little joke.” 

Little enough! ” I remarked. “ The joke is just worth the odd 
tarthing it was made for.” 

^^rriiiMn was delighted. He laughed over my retort till tlic 
^ room rang again, I was not half so good-humoured, on my side ; I 
came back to business, and closed the interview, 

Friday,” I said. “ Give us till Tuesday next for our final 


< ^answer. 


^ means,” replied Mr, Merriman. “ Longer, my dear sir, if 

^ u » J addressed me again. 

; Ey me way, he said, “ your clients in Cumberland have not heard 
^ more of the woman who wrote the anonymous letter, have 

“ Nothing more,” I answered. “ Have you found no trace of her?” 

Not yet,” said my legal friend. “ But we don’t despair. Sir 
l eraval has his suspicions that Somebody is keeping her in hiding ; 
and wc are having that Somebody watched 

“ You mean the old woman who was with her in Cumberland,” I 
said* ' ^ 

“ Quite another party, sir,” answered Mr. Merriman. “ We don’t 
Happen to have laid hands on the old woman yet. Our Somebody is 
a man. We have got him dose under our eye here in London; and 
we strongly suspect he had something to do with hdping her in the 
nrst instance to escape from the Asylum. Sir Perdval wanted to 
question him, at once; but I said, ‘ No. Questioning him will only 
put Him on his guard: watch him, and wait.’ We sbaU see what 
5 
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happens. A dangerous woman to be at large, Mr. Gilmore ; nobody 
knows what she may do next. I wish you good-morning, sir. On 
Tuesday next I shall hope for the pleasure of hearing from you.” He 
smiled amiably and went out. 

My mind had been rather absent during the latter part of the con¬ 
versation with my legal friend. I was so anxious about the matter of 
the settlement, that I had little attention to give to any other subject; 
and, the moment I was left alone again, I began to think over what ray 
next proceeding ought to be. 

In the case of any other client, I should have acted on my instructions, 
however personally distasteful to me, and have given up the point 
about the twenty thousand pounds on the spot. But I could not act 
with tliis business-like indifference towards Miss Fairlie. I had an 
honest feeling of affection and admiration for her; I remembered 
gratefully that her father had been the kindest patron and friend to me 
that ever man had ; I had felt towards her, while I was drawing the 
settlement, as I might have felt, if I had not been an old bachelor, 
towards a daughter of my own ; and I was determined to spare no 
personal sacrifice in her service and where her interests were concerned. 
Writing a second time to Mr. Fairlie was not to be thought of; it would 
only be giving him a second opportunity of slipping through my fingers. 
Seeing him and personally remonstrating wi^ him, might possibly be 
of more use. The next day was Saturday. I determined to take a 
return ticket, and jolt my old bones down to Cumberland, on the 
chance of persuading him to adopt the just, the independent, and the 
honourable course. It was a poor chance enough, no doubt; but, 
when I had tried it my conscience would be at ease. I should then 
have done all that a man in my position could do to serve the interests 
of my old friend’s only child. 

The weather on Saturday was beautiful, a west wind and a bright 
sun. Having felt latterly a return of that fullness and oppression of the 
head, against which my doctor warned me so seriously more than two 
years since, I resolved to take the opportunity of getting a little extra 
exercise, by sending my bag on before me, and walking to the terminus 
in Euston Square. As I came out into Holbom, a gentleman walking 
by rapidly, stopped and spoke to me. It was Mr. Walter Hartright. 

If he had not been first to greet me, 1 should certainly have passed 
him. He was so changed that I hardly knew him ag^. His face 
looked pale and haggard—his manner was hurried and uncertain— 
and his dress, which I remembered as neat and gentleman-like when 
I saw him at Limmeridge, was so slovenly now, that I should really 
have been ashamed of the appearance of it one of my own clerks. 

“ Have you been long back from Cumberland ? ” he asked. “ 1 
heard from Miss Halcombc lately. I am aware that Sir Percival 
Clyde’s explanation has been considered satisfactory. Will the 
marriage take place soon ? Do you happen to know, Mr. Gilmore ? ” 

He spoke so fast, and crowded his questions together so strangely 
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and confiisedly that I could hardly follow him. However accidentallv 
intimate he might have been with the family at Limmeridge I could not 
see that he had any right to expect information on their private affairs ; 
and I determined to drop liira, as easily as might be, on tlie subject, of 
Miss Fairlie’s marriage. 

“Time will show, Mr. Hartright,” I said—“ time wiU show. I 
dare say if we look out for the marriage in the papers we shall not be 
far wTong. Excuse my noticing it—but I am sorry to see you not 
looking so well as you were when we last met.” 

A momentary nervous contraction quivered about his lips and eyes, 
and made me half reproach myself for having answered him in such a 
significantly guarded manner. 

“ I had no right to ask about her marriage,” he said bitterly. “ I 
must wait to see it in the newspapers like other people. Yes,” he went 
on, before I could make any apologies, “ I have not been well lately. 
I want a change of scene and occupation. I don’t care where I go, 
what ^e climate is, or how long I am away, if you should hear of any 
expedition abroad— ” He looked about him, while he said this, at 
the throng of strangers passing us by on either side, in a strange, 

suspicious manner, as if he thought that some of them might be watch¬ 
ing us. 

“ If I hear of anytliing of the kind, I will not fail to mention it,” I 
said; and then added, so as not to keep him altogether at arm’s length 
on the subject of the Fairlies, “ I am going down to Limmeridge to-day 
on business. Miss Halcombe and Aliss Fairlic are away just now, on a 
visit to some friends in Yorkshire.” 

His eyes brightened, and he seemed about to say something in 
answer; but the same momentary nervous spasm crossed his face 
again. He took my hand, pressed it hard, and disappeared among the 
crowd, without saying another word. Though he was little more 
than a stranger to me, I waited for a moment, looking after him almost 
with a feeling of regret. I had gained, in my profession, sufficient 
experience of young men, to know what tlie outward signs and tokens 
were of their begiiming to go wrong; and, when I resumed my walk 

to the railway, I am sorry to say I felt more than doubtful about Mr. 
Hartnght’s future. 

IV 

Living by an early train, I got to Limmeridge in time for dinner. 

1 he house was oppressively empty and dull. I had expected that good 
Mrs. Vesey would have been company for me in the absence of the 
young ladies; but she was confined to her room by a cold. The 
servant were so surprised at seeing me that they hurried and bustled 
absurcUy, and made all sorts of annoying mistakes. Even the butler, who 
was old enough to have known belter, brought me a bottle of port that 
ww chmed. The reports of Mr. Fairlie’s h(^th were just as usual; and 
When I sent up a message to announce my arrival, I was told that he 
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woxild be delighted to see me the next morning, but that the sudden 
news of my appearance had prostrated him with palpitations for the rest 
of the evening. The wind howled dismally all night, and strange 
cracking and groaning noises sounded here, tliere, and everywhere in 
the empty house. I slept as wretchedly as possible ; and got up in a 
mighty bad humour, to breakfast by myself next morning. 

At ten o’clock I was conducted to Air. Fairlie’s apartments. He 
was in his ususal room, his usual chair, and his usual aggravating state 
of mind and body. When 1 came in, his valet was standing before him, 
holding up for inspection a heavy volume of etchings, as long and as 
broad as my office wiiing-dcsk. The miserable foreigner grinned in 
the most abject maiuicr, and looked ready to drop witli fatigue, while 
his master composedly turned over the etchings and brought their 
hidden beauties to light with the help of a magnifying glass. 

“ You very best of good old friends,” said Air. Fairlie, leaning back 
lazily before he could look at me, ” arc you quite well ? How nice of 
you to come here snd see me in my solitude. Dear Gilmore ! ” 

1 had expected that the valet would be dismissed when I appeared ; 
but nothing of the sort happened. There he stood, in front of his 
master’s chair, trembling under the weight of the etchings ; and there 
Air. Fairlie sat, serenely twirling the magnifying glass between his while 
fingers and thumbs. 

“ I have come to speak to you on a very important matter,” I said; 
“ and you will iliereforc excuse me, if I suggest that we had better be 
alone.” 

The unfortunate valet looked at me gratefully. Air. Fairlie faintly 
repeated my last three words, “ better be alone,” with every appearance 
of the utmost possible astonishment. 

1 was in no humour for trifling ; and I resolved to make him under¬ 
stand what I meant. 

” Oblige me by giving that man permission to withdraw,” I said, 
pointing to the v^et. 

Air. Fairlie arched his eyebrows, and pursed up his lips, in sarcastic 
surprise. 

“ Man ? ” he repeated. “ You provoking old Gilmore, what can 
you possibly mean by calling him a man ? He’s nothing of the sort. 
He might have been a man half an hour ago, before I wanted my 
etchings ; and he may be a man half an hour hence, when I don't want 
them any longer. At present he is simply a portfolio stand. Why 
object, Gilmore, to a portfolio stand ? ” 

“ I do object. For the third time, Air. Fairlie, I that we may 
be alone.” 

My tone and my manner left him no alternative but to comply with 
my request. He looked at the servant, and pointed peevishly to a 
chair at his side. 

Put down the etchings and go away,” he said. ** Don't upset me 
by losing my place. Have you, or have you not, lost my place ? Arc 
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you sure you have not ? And have you put my hand-bell quite within 
my reach ? Yes ? Then, why the devil don’t you go ? ” 

The valet went out. Air. Fairlic nvisted himself round in his chair, 
polished the magnifying glass with his delicate cambric handkerchief, 
and indulged himself with a sidelong inspection of the open volume of 
etchings. It was not easy to keep my temper under tliese circumstance'; 
but I did keep it. 

** I have come here at great personal inconvenience,” I said, “ to 
serve the interests of your niece and your family ; and I think I have 

established some slight claim to be favoured with your attention in 
return.” 

“ Don’t bully me ! ” exclaimed Air. Fairlie, falling back helplessly in 
the chair, and closing his eyes. “Please don’t bully me. I’m not 
strong enough.” 

I was determined not to let him provoke me, for Laura Fairlie’s 
sake. 

Aly object,” I went on, “ is to entreat you to reconsider your letter 
and not to force me to abandon the just rights of your niece, and of all 
who belong to her. Let me state the case to you once more, and for the 
last time.” 

Air. Fairlie shook his head and sighed piteously. 

“ This is heartless of you, Gilmore—very heartless,” he said. 

“ Never mind ; go on.” 

I put all the points to him carefully ; I set the matter before him in 
every conceivable light. He lay back in the chair the whole time I 
was speaking, with his eyes closed. When I had done, he opened them 
indolently, took his silver smelling-bottle from the table and sniffed 
at it with an air of gentle relish. 

“ Good Gilmore ! ” he said between the sniffs, “ how very nice this 
IS of you. How you reconcile one to human nature ! ” 

“ Give me a plain answer to a plain question, Air. Fairlie. I tell 
you again. Sir Percival Glyde has no shadow of a claim to expect more 
tlm the income of the money. The money itself, if your niece has no 
children, ought to be under her control, and 10 return to her family. If 
you stand firm, Sir Percival must give way—he must give way, I tell 
g)u, or he exposes himself to the base imputation of marrying Aliss 
rairue entirely from mercenary motives.” 

Mr. Fairlic shook the silver smelling-bottle at me playfully. 

“ You dear old Gilmore ; how you do hate rank and family, don’t 
wu ^ you detest Glyde, because he happens to be a baronet. 

W^t a ^dical you are—oh, dear me, what a Radical you are ! ” 

A ^dical! I!! I could put up with a good deal of provocation, but, 
after holding the soundest Conservative principles ail my life, I could 
not put up with being called a Radical. Aly blood boded at it—I 

^ speechless with in^gnation. 

A room ! ” cried Mr. Fairlic—“ for Heaven’s sake, 

on t shake the room ! Worthiest of all possible Gilmores, I meant no 
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offence. My own views are so extremely liberal that I think I am a 
Radical myself. Yes. \X'e are a pair of Radicals. Please don’t be 
angry’. I can’t quarrel—I haven’t stamina enough. Shall we drop 
tlie subject ? Yes. Come and look at these sweet etchings. Do let 
me teach you to understand the heavenly pearliness of these lines. Do, 
now, there’s a good Gilmore ! ” 

While he was maundering on in this way 1 was, fortunately for my 
own self-respect, returning to my senses. ^Tien I spoke again I was 
composed enough to treat his impertinence with the silent contempt 
that it deserved. 

“ You are entirely wrong, sir,” I said, “ in supposing that I speak 
from any prejudice against Sir Percival Glyde. I may regret that he 
has so unreservedly resigned himself in ^is matter to his lawyer’s 
direction as to make any appeal to himself impossible; but I am not 
prejudiced against him. What 1 have said would equally apply to any 
other man in his situation, high or low. The principle I maintain is a 
recognised principle. If you were to apply at U\e nearest town here, to 
the first respectable solicitor you could ^d, he would tell you, as a 
stranger, what I tell you, as a friend. He would inform you that it is 
against all rule to abandon tlie lady’s money entirely to the man she 
marries. He would decline, on grounds of common legal caution, to 
give the husband, under any circumstances whatever, an interest of 
twenty thousand pounds in his wife’s death.” 

“ Would he really, Gilmore ? ” said Mr. Fairlie. “ If he said any¬ 
thing half so horrid I do assure you I should tinkle my bell for Louis, 
and have him sent out of the house immediately.” 

“ You shall not irritate me, Mr. Fairlie—for your niece’s sake and 
for her father’s sake, you shall not irritate me. You shall take the 
whole responsibility of this discreditable settlement on your own 
shoulders before I leave the room.” 

“ Don’t!—now please don’t! ” said Mr. Fairlie. “ Think how 
precious your time is, Gilmore ; and don’t throw it away. I would 
dispute with you if I could, but I can’t— I haven’t stamina enough. 
You want to upset me, to upset yourself, to upset Glyde, and to upset 
Laura ; and—oh, dear me !—aU for the sake of the very last thing in 
the world that is likely to happen. No, dear friend—in the interests 
of peace and quietness, positively No ! ” 

” I am to understand, then, that you hold by the determination 
expressed in your letter ? ” 

Yes, please. So glad we understand each other at last. Sit down 
again—do ! ” 

I walked at once to the door; and Mr. Fairlie resignedly ** tinkled ” 
his hand-bell. Before I left the room I turned rotmd and addressed 
him for the last time. 

“ Whatever happens in the future, sir,” I said, “ remember that 
my plain duty of warning you has been performed. As the faithful 
friend and servant of your family, 1 tell you, at parting, that no daughter 
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of mine should be married to any man alive under such a settlement as 
you are forcing me to make for Miss Fairlie.” 

The door opened behind me, and the valet stood waiting on the 
threshold. 

Louis, said A4r. Fairhe, “ show Air. Gilmore out, and then come 
back and hold up my etchings for me again. Make them give you a 
good lunch downstairs—do, Gilmore, make my idle beasts of servants 
give you a good lunch ! ” 

I was too much disgusted to reply; I turned on my heel, and left 
him in silence. There was an up train at two o’clock in the afternoon ; 
and by that train I returned to London. 

On the Tuesday I sent in the altered setdement, which practically 
disinherited the verj’ persons whom Miss Fairlie’s own lips had in¬ 
formed me she was most anxious to benefit. I had no choice. Another 
lawyer would have drawn up the deed if I had refused to undertake it. 

My task is done. My personal share in the events of the family 
story extends no farther than the point which I have just reached. 
Other pens than mine will describe the strange circumstances which 
are now shortly to follow. Seriously and sorrowfully, I close this 
brief record. Seriously and sorrowftiUy, I repeat here the parting 
words that I spoke at Limmeridgc House :—No daughter of mine 
should have been married to any man alive under such a settlement as 
I was compelled to make for Laura Fairlie. 


The Story continued by Marian Halcombe, in Extracts from her Diary. 


_ Limmeridge House, Nov. 8. 

This morning Mr. Gilmore left us. 

His interview with Laura had evidently grieved and surprised him 
more than he liked to confess. I felt afraid, from his look and manner 
when we parted, that she might have inadvertently betrayed to him the 
real secret of her depression and my anxiety. This doubt grew on me 
so, after he had gone, that I declined riding out with Sir Percival, and 
went up to Laura’s room instead. 

I have been sadly distrustful of myself, in this difficult and lamentable 
matter, ever since I found out my own ignorance of the strength of 

attachment. I ot^ht to have known that the delicacy 
and forbearance and sense of honour which drew me to poor Hartright, 
and made me so sincerely admire and respect him, were just the qualities 
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to appeal most irresistibly to Laura’s natural sensitiveness and natural 
generosit}’ of nature. And yet, until she opened her heart to me of her 
own accord, I had no suspicion that this new feeling had taken root so 
deeply. I once thought time and care might remove it. I now fear 
that it will remain with her and alter her for life. The discovery that I 
have committed such an error in judgment as this, makes me hesitate 
about evep.'thing else. I hesitate about Sir Percival, in the face of the 
plainest proofs. I hesitate even in speaking to Laura. On this very 
morning, I doubted, with my hand on the door, whetlier I should ask 
her the questions I had come to put, or not. 

When I went into her room, I found her walking up and down in 
great impatience. She looked flushed and excited ; and she came 
forvs ard at once, and spoke to me before I could open my lips. 

“ I wanted you,” she said. “ Come and sit down on the sofa with 
me. Marian ! I can bear this no longer—I must and will end it.” 

There was too much colour in her cheeks, too much energy in her 
manner, too much firmness in her voice. The little book of Hartright’s 
drawings—the fatal book tliat she will dream over whenever she is 
alone—was in one of her hands. I began by gently and firmly taking 
it from her, and putting it out of sight on a sidetable. 

“ Tell me quietly, my darling, what you wish to do,” I said. ” Has 
Mr. Gilmore been advising you ? ” 

She shook her head. “ No, not in what I am thinking of now. He 
was very kind and good to me, Marian—and I am ashamed to say I 
distressed him by crying. I am miserably helpless; I can’t control 
myself. For my own sake and for all our sakes, I must have courage 
enough to end it.” 

“ Do you mean courage enough to claim your release ? ” I asked. 

“ No,” she said simply. " Courage, dear, to tell the truth.” 

She put her arms round my neck, and rested her head quietly on my 
bosom. On the opposite wall hung the miniature portrait of her father. 
I bent over her, and saw that she was looking at it while her head lay on 
my breast. 

” I can never claim my release from my engagement,” she went on. 
” Whatever way it ends, it must end wretchedly for me, AU I can do, 
Marian, is not to add the remembrance that I have broken my promise 
and forgotten my father’s dying words, to make that wretchedness 
worse.” 

“ What is it you propose, then ? ” I asked. 

” To tell Sir Percival Clyde the truth, with my own lips,” she 
answered, ” and to let him release me, if he will, not because I ask him, 
but because he knows all.” 

“ What do you mean, Laura, by * all * ? Sir Percival will know 
enough (he has told me so himself) if he knows that the engagement is 
opposed to your own wishes.” 

“ Can I tell him that, when the engagement was made for me by my 
father, with my own consent ? I should have kept my promise; not 
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happily, I am afraid, but still contentedly—” she stopped, turned her 

fece to me, and laid her cheek close against mine—“ I should have 

kept my engagement, Marian, if another love had not grown up in my 

heart, which was not there when I first promised to be Sir Percival’s 
wife.” 

“ Laura 1 you will never lower yourself by making a confession to 
rum ? ” 

“I shaU lower myself, indeed, if I gain my release by hiding from 
him what he has a right to know.” 

“ He has not the shadow of a right to know it! ” 

Wrong, Marian, wrong ! I ought to deceive no one—least of all 
me man to whom my father gave me, and to whom I gave myself.” 

to aiine, and kissed me. “ My own love,” she said 
softly, “ you are so much too fond of me and so much too proud of me, 
that you forget, in my case, what you would remember in your own’ 
Bener tl^t Sir Percival should doubt my motives and misjudge mv 
condua if he will, than that I should be first false to him in thought, 
and then mean enough to serve my own interests by Iiiding the falsehood ” 

I held her away from me in astonishment. For the first time in our 
Uves we had changed places ; the resolution was all on her side, the 
hesitauon all on mine. I looked into tlie pale, quiet, resigned young 
face; I saw the pure, innocent hean, in the loving eyes that looked 
back at me—and the poor, worldly cautions and objections that rose to 
my bps, dwindled and died away in their own emptiness. I hung my 
head in silence. In her place, the despicably small pride which makes 
so many women deceitful, would have been my pride, and would have 
made me deceitful, too. 

“ Don’t be angry with me, Marian,” she said, mistaking my silence. 

I only answered by drawing her close to me again. I was afraid of 
cr 3 ^g if I spoke. My tears do not flow so easily as they ought—they 
come, almost like men's tears, with sobs that seem lo tear me in pieces, 
and that frighten every one about me* 

“ I have thought of this, love, for many days,” she went on, twining 

and twistmg my hair with that childish restlessness in her fingers, 

which pror Mrs. Vesey still tries so patiently and so vainly to cure her 

Of— I have thought of it very seriously, and I can be sure of my 

course, when my own conscience tells me I am right. Let me speak 

to him to-morrow—in your presence, Marian. 1 will say nothing 

that IS wrong, nothing that you or I need be ashamed of—but, oh, 

It wm ease my heart so to end this miserable concealment! Only let 

me know and feel that I have no deception to answer for on my side ; 

Md thra, wh^ he has heard what I have to say, let him art towards 
me as he will. 

She sighed, and put her head back in its old position on my bosom, 
k ; what the end would be, weighed upon my mind ; 

J®?^stmg myself, I told her that I would do as she wished, 
ane thanked me, and we passed gradually into talking of other things. 
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At dinner she joined us again, and was more easy and more herself 
with Sir Percival, than I have seen her yet. In the evening she went 
to the piano, choosing new music of the dexterous, tuneless, florid 
kind. The lovely old melodies of Mozart, which poor Hartright was 
so fond of, she has never played since he left. The book is no longer 
in the music-stand. She took the volume away herself, so that nobody 
might find it out and ask her to play from it. 

I had no opportunity of discovering whetlicr her purpose of the 
morning had changed or not, until she w’ished Sir Percival good-night 
—and then her owti words informed me that it was unaltered. She 
said, very quietly, that she wished to speak to him, after breakfast, 
and that he would find her in her sitting-room with me. He changed 
colour at those words, and I felt his hand trembling a little when it 
came to my turn to take it. The event of the next morning would 
decide his future life ; and he evidently knew it. 

I went in, as usual, through the door bcwcen our two bedrooms, 
to bid Laura good-night before she went to sleep. In stooping over 
her to kiss her, I saw the little book of Hartright’s drawings half hidden 
under her pillow, just in the place where she used to hide her favourite 
toys when she was a child. I could not find it in my heart to say 
an>Thing; but I pointed to tlic book and shook my head. She 
reached both hands up to my cheeks, and drew my face down to hers 
till our lips met. 

“ Leave it there to-night,” she whispered; “ to-morrow may be 
cruel, and may make me say good-bye to it for ever.” 

9 //,.—The first event of the morning was not of a kind to raise my 
spirits; a letter arrived for me, from poor Walter Hartright. It is 
the answ’er to mine, describing the manner in which Sir Percival 
cleared himself of the suspicions raised by Anne Catherick’s letter. 
He writes shortly and bitterly about Sir Percival’s explanations ; only 
saying that he has no right to offer an opinion on the conduct of those 
who are above him. This is sad ; but his occasional references to liim- 
self grieve me still more. He says that the effort to return to his old 
habits and pursuits, grows harder instead of easier to him, every day j 
and he implores me, if I have any interest, to exert it to get him employ¬ 
ment that will necessitate his absence from England, and take him 
among new scenes and new people. I have been made all the readier 
to comply with this request, by a passage at the end of his letter, which 
has almost alarmed me. 

After mentioning that he has ^either seen nor heard anything of 
Anne Catherick, he suddenly breaks off, and hints in the most abrupt, 
mysterious manner, that he has been perpetually watched and followed 
by strange men ever since he returned to London. He acknowledges 
that he cannot prove this extraordinary suspicion by fixing on any 
particular persons; but he declares that the suspicion itself is preseiit 
to Him night and day. This has frightened me, because it looks as if 
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his one fixed idea about Laura was becoming too much for his mind. I 
will write immediately to some of my mother’s influential old friends in 
London, and press his claims on their notice. Change of scene and 

change of occupation may really be the salvation of him at this crisis in 
his life. 

Greatly to my relief, Sir Percival sent an apolog>’ for not joining us 
at breakfast. He had taken an early cup of coffee in his own room, 
^d he was still engaged there in writing leners. At eleven o’clock, 
if that hour was convenient, he would do himself the honour of waiting 
on Miss Fairlie and Miss Halcombe. 

My eyes were on Laura’s face while the message was being delivered. 
I had found her UMCCountably quiet and composed on going into her 
room in the morning; and so she remained all through breakfast. 
Even when we were sitting together on the sofa in her room, waiting 
for Sir Percival, she still preserved her self-control. 

“ Don’t be afraid of me, Marian,” was all she said : “ I may forget 
myself with an old friend like Mr. Gilmore, or with a dear sister like 
you ; but I will not forget myself with Sir Percival Clyde.” 

I looked at her, and listened to her in silent surprise. Through all 
the years of our close intimacy, this passive force in her character had 
been hidden from me—hidden even from herself, till love found it, 
and suffering called it forth. 

As the clock on the mantelpiece struck eleven, Sir Percival knocked 
at the door, and came in. There was suppressed anxiety' and agitation 
in every line of his face. The dry, sharp cough, which teases him at 
most times, seemed to be troubling him more incessantly than ever. 
He sat down opposite to us at the table i and Laura remained by me. 

I looked attentively at them both, and he was the palest of the two. 

He said a few unimportant words, with a visible effort to preserve 
ms customary ease of manner. But his voice was not to be steadied, and 
the restless un^siness in his eyes was not to be concealed. He must 
have felt this himself; for he stopped in the middle of a sentence, and 
gave up even the attempt to hide his embarrassment any longer. 

There was just one moment of dead silence before Laura addressed 
him. 

“ I wish to speak to you. Sir Percival,” she said, “ on a subject that 
IS very important to us both. My sister is here, because her presence 
me, and gives me confidence. She has not suggested one word 
of what I am going to say: I speak from my ow’d thoughts, not from 
ners. I am sure you will be kind enough to understand that, before 
I go any farther ? ” 

•Sir Percival bowed. She had proceeded thus far, witli perfect 
outward tranquillity, and perfect propriety of manner. She looked at 
mm, and he looked at her. They seemed, at the outset, at least, 
resolved to understand one another pl ainl y 

“ I have heard from Marian,” she went on, “ that I have only to 
claim my release from our engagement, to obtain that release from you. 
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was forbearing and generous on your part. Sir Percival, to send me 
such a message. It is only doing you justice to say that I am grateful 
for the offer ; and I hope and believe that it is only doing myself justice 
to tell you that I decline to accept it.” 

His attentive face relaxed a little. But I saw one of his feet, softly, 
quietly, incessantly beating on the carpet under the tabic; and I felt 
that he was secretly as anxious as ever. 

“ I have not forgotten,” she said, “ that you asked my father’s per¬ 
mission before you honoured me witli a proposal of marriage. Perhaps, 
you have not forgotten cither what 1 said when I consented to our 
engagement ? I ventured to tcU you that my father’s infiuence and 
advice had mainly decided me to give you my promise. I was gmded 
by my father, because I had always found him truest of all advisers, 
the best and fondest of all protectors and friends. I have lost him 
now ; I have only his memory to love ; but my faith in that dear dead 
friend has never been shaken. I believe, at this moment, as truly as 
I ever believed, that he knew what was best, and that his hopes and 
wishes ought to be my hopes and wishes too.” 

Her voice trembled, for the first time. Her restless fingers stole 
their way into my lap, and were held fast by one of my hands. There 
was another moment of silence ; and then Sir Percival spoke. 

” May I ask,” he said, “ if I have ever proved myself unworthy of 
the trust, which it has been hitherto my greatest honour and greatest 
happiness to possess ? ” 

“ I have found nothing in your conduct to blame,” she answered. 
“ You have always treated me with the same delicacy and the same 
forbearance. You have deserved my trust; and, what is of far more 
importance in my estimation, you have deserved my father’s trust, out 
of which mine grew. You have given me no excuse, even if I had 
wanted to find one, for asking to be released from my pledge. What I 
have said so far, has been spoken with the wish to acknowledge my 
whole obligation to you. My regard for that obligation, my regard 
for my father’s memory, and my regard for my own promise, ^1 forbid 
me to set the example, on my side, of withdrawing from our present 
position. The breaking of our engagement must be entirely your 
wish and your act, Sir Percival—not mine,” 

The imeasy beating of his foot suddenly stopped; and he leaned 
forward eagerly across the table. 

" My act ? ” he said. ” What reason can there be, on t/o* side for 
withdrawing ? ” 

I heard her breath quickening; I felt her hand growing cold. In 
spite of what she had said to me, when we were alone, I began to be 
afraid of her. I was wrong. 

” A reason that it is very hard to tell you,” she answered. ” There 
is a change in me, Sir Percival—a change which is serious enough to 
justify you, to yourself and to me, in breaking off our engagement.” 

His face turned so pale again, that even his lips lost their colour. 
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He raised the arm which lay on the table; turned a little away in his 
chair; and supported his head on his hand, so that his profile only 
was presented to us. 

“ What change ? he asked. The tone in which he put the question 
jarred on me—there was something painfully suppressed in it. 

She sighed heavily, and leaned towards me a little, so as to rest her 
shoulder against mine. I felt her trembling, and tried to spare her by 
speaking myself. She stopped me by a warning pressure of her hand, 
and then addressed Sir Percival once more; but this time without 
looking at him. 

" I have heard,” she said, “ and I believe it, that the fondest and 
truest of all aftcctions is the affection which a woman ought to bear to 
her husband. When our engagement began, that affection was mine 
to give, if I could, and yours to win, if you could. Will you pardon 
me, and spare me. Sir Percival, if I acknowledge that it is not so any 
longer ? ” 

A few tears gathered in her eyes, and dropped over her checks slowly, 
as she paused and waited for his answer. He did not uner a word. 
At the beginning of her reply, he had moved the hand on which his 
head rested, so that it hid his face. I saw nothing but the upper part 
of his figure at the table. Not a muscle of him moved. The fingers 
of the hand which supported his head were dented deep in his hair. 
They might have expressed hidden anger, or hidden grief—it was 
hard to say which—there was no significant trembling in them. There 
was nothing, absolutely nothing to tell the secret of his thoughts at 
that moment—the moment which was tlie crisis of his Ufc and the 
crisis of hers. 

I was determined to make him declare himself, for Laura’s sake. 

“ Sir Percival! ” I interposed sharply ; ” have you nothing to say, 
when my sister had said so much ? More, in my opinion,” I added, 
my unlucl^ temper getting the better of me, “ than any man alive, in 
your position, has a right to hear from her.” 

That last rash sentence opened a way for him by which to escape me 
if he chose ; and he instantly took advantage of it. 

“ Pardon me, Aiiss Halcombc,” he said, still keeping his hand over liis 
face—“ pardon me, if I remind you that I have claimed no such right.” 

The few plain words which would have brought him back to the 
point from which he had wandered, were just on my lips, when Laura 
checked me by speaking again. 

“ I hope I have not made ray painful acknowledgement in vain,” she 
continued. “ I hope it has secured me your entire confidence in 
what I have still to say ? ” 

“ Pray be assured of it.” He made that brief reply, warmly; 
dropping his hand on the table, while he spoke, and turning towards us 
^in. Whatever outward change had passed over him, was gone now. 
His face was eager and expectant—it expressed nothing but the most 
mtense anxiety to hear her next words. 
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“ I wish you to understand that I have not spoken from any selfish 
motive,” she said. “ If you leave me, Sir Percival, after what you 
have just heard, you do not leave me to marry another man—you only 
allow me to remain a single woman for the rest of my life. My fault 
towards you has begun and ended in my own thoughts. It can never 

go any farther. No word has passed-” She hesitated, in doubt 

about the expression she should use next; hesitated, in a momentary 
confu'^ion which it was very sad and very painful to see. “ No word 
has passed,” she patiently and resolutely resumed, “ between myself 
and the person to whom I am now referring for the first and the last 
time in your presence, of my feelings towards him, or of his feelings 
towards me—no word ever can pass—neither he nor I are likely, in 
this world, to meet again. I earnestly beg you to spare me from saying 
any more, and to believe me, on my word, in what I have just told you. 
It is the truth, Sir Percival—the truth which I think my promised 
husband has a claim to hear, at any sacrifice of my owm feelings. I 
trust to his generosity' to pardon me, and to his honour to keep my 
secret.” 

” Both those trusts are sacred to me,” he said, ** and both shall be 
sacredly kept.” 

After answering in those terms, he paused, and looked at her, as if 
he was waiting to hear more. 

“ I have said all I wish to say,” she added, quietly—” I have said 
more than enough to justify you in withdrawing from your engage¬ 
ment.” 

” You have said more than enough,” he answered, ** to make it the 
dearest object of my life to keep the engagement.” With those words 
he rose from his chair, and advanced a few steps towards the place 
where she was sitting. 

She started violently, and a faint cry of surprise escaped her. Every 
word she had spoken had innocently betrayed her purity and truth to 
a man who thorouglily understood the priceless value of a pure and true 
woman. Her own noble conduct had been the hidden enemy, through¬ 
out, of all tlic hopes she had trusted to it. I had dreaded tins ftnm the 
first. I would have prevented it, if she had allowed me the smallest 
chance of doing so. I even waited and watched, now, when the harm 
was done, for a word from Sir Percival that would give me the oppor¬ 
tunity of putting him in the wrong. 

“ You have left it to we. Miss Fairlie, to resign you,” he continued. 
“ I am not heartless enough to resign a woman who has just shown 
herself to be the noblest of her sex.” 

He spoke with such warmth and feeling, with such passionate 
enthusiasm, and yet with such perfect delicacy, that she raised her 
head, flushed up a little, and looked at him with sudden animation 
and spirit. 

“ No ! ” she said firmly. ** The most wretched of her sm, if she 
must give herself in marriage when she cannot give her love.” 
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“ May she not give it in the future,” he asked, “ if the one objea of 
her husband’s h'fe is to deserve it ? ” 

“ Never ! ” she answered. “ If you still persist in maintai nin g our 
engagement, I may be your true and faitlifiij wife. Sir Percival—your 
loving wife, if I know my own heart, never ! ” 

She looked so irresistibly beautiful as she said those brave words that 
no man alive could have steeled his heart against her. I tried hard to 
feel that Sir Percival was to blame, and to say so; but my woman¬ 
hood would pity him, in spite of myself. 

“ I gratefully accept your faith and truth,” he said. “ The least 
that^’au can offer is more to me than the utmost that I could hope for 
from any other woman in the world.” 

Her left hand still held mine ; but her right hand hung listlessly at 
her side. He raised it gently to his lips—touched it with them, rather 
than kissed it—bowed to me—and then, with perfect dclicac}' and 
discretion, silently quined the room. 

She neither moved nor said a word when he w’as gone—she sat by 
me, cold and still, with her eyes fixed on the ground. I saw it was 
hopeless and useless to speak ; and I only put my arm round her, and 
held her to me in silence. We remained together so, for what seemed 
a long and weary time—so long and so weary, that I grew uneasy and 
spoke to her softly, in the hope of producing a change. 

The sound of my voice seemed to startle her into consciousness. 
She suddenly drew herself away from me, and rose to her feet. 

“ I must submit, Marian, as well as I can,” she said. “ My new 
life has its hard duties ; and one of them begins to-day.” 

As she spoke she went to a side-table near the window, on which 
her sketching materials were placed ; gathered them together carefully; 
and put them in a drawer of her cabinet. She locked the drawer, 
and brought the key to me. 

” I must part from everything that reminds me of him,” she said. 

“ Keep the key wherever you please—I shall never want it again.” 

Before I could say a word, she had turned away to her bookcase, 
Md had taken from it the album that contained Walter Hartright’s 
^wings. She hesitated for a moment, holding the little volume 
fondly in her bands—then lifted it to her lips and kissed it. 

Oh, Laura ! Laura ! ” I said, not angrily, not reprovingly—with 
noming but sorrow in my voice, and nothing but sorrow in my heart. 

It is the last time, Marian,” she pleaded. “lam bidding it eood- 
by for ever.” 

She laid the book on the table, and drew out the comb that fastened 
her hair. It fell, in its matchless beauty, over her back and shoulders, 
^d dropped round her, far below her waist. She separated one 
long, thin lock from the rest, cut it off, and pinned it carefully, in the 
form of a circle, on the first blank page of ^e albiun. The moment 
fastened, she dosed the volume hurri&Ily, and placed it in my 
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f^t‘You write to him, and be writes to you,” she said. “ While 1 am 
alive, if he asks after me always tell him I am well, and never say I am 
unhappy. Don’t distress him, Marian, for rny sake, don’t distress 
him. If I die first, promise you will give him this little book of his 
drawings, with my hair in it. There can be no harm, when I am gone, 
in telling him that I put it there with my owm hands. And say—oh, 
Marian, say for me, then, what I can never say for myself—say I 
loved him ! ” 

She flung her arms round my neck, and whispered the last words in 
my car with a passionate delight in uttering them which it almost broke 
my heart to hear. All the long restraint she had imposed on herself, 
gave way in the first last outburst of tenderness. She broke from me 
with hysterical vehemence, and threw herself on tlie sofa, in a paroxysm 
of sobs and tears tliat shook her from head to foot. 

1 tried vainly to soothe her and reason with her ; she was past being 
soothed, and past being reasoned witli. It was tlie sad, sudden end 
for us two, of this memoiable day. When the fit had worn itself out, 
she was too exhausted to speak. She slumbered towards the afternoon; 
and I put away the book of drawings so that she might not sec it when 
she woke. My face was calm, whatever my heart might be, when she 
opened her eyes again and looked at me. Wc said no more to each 
other about the distressing interview of the morning. Sir Percival’s 
name was not mentioned, Walter Hartright was not alluded to again 
by either of us for the remainder of the day. 

io(/i .—rinding that she was composed and like herself, this morning, 
I returned to the painful subject of yesterday, for the sole purpose of 
imploring her to let me speak to Sir Percivai and Mr. Fairlie, more 
plainly and stronger than she could speak to either of them herself, 
about this lamentable marriage. She interposed, gently but firmly, 
in the middle of my remonstrances. 

“I left yesterday to decide,” she said; “and yesterday Aai decided. 
It is too late to go back.” 

Sir Pcrcival spoke to me this afternoon, about what had passed in 
Laura’s room. He assured me that the unparalleled trust she had 
placed in him had awakened such an answering conviction of her 
innocence and integrity in his mind, that he was guiltless of having felt 
even a moment’s unworthy jealousy, cither at the time when he was in 
her presence, or afterwards when he had withdrawn from it. Deeply 
as he lamented the unfortunate attachment which had hindered the 
progress he might otherwise have made in her esteem and regard, he 
firmly believed that it had remained unacknowledged in the past, and 
that it wouIcPremain, under all changes of drcumstance which it 
was possible to contemplate, unacknowledged in the future. This 
was his absolute conviction; and the strongest proof he could 
give of it was the assurance, which he now offered, that he felt no 
curiosity to know whether the attachment was of recent date or not, or 
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who had been the object of it. His implicit confidence in Miss Fairl^ 
made him satisfied with what she had thought fit to say to him, and he 
was honestly innocent of the slightest feeling of anxiety to hear more. 

He waited, after saying those w’ords and looked at me. I was so 
conscious of my unreasonable prejudice against him—so conscious 
of an imw’orthy suspicion, that he might be speculating on my un- 
puJsively answering the very questions which he had just desenoed 
himself as resolved not to ask—that I evaded all reference to diis part 
of the subject with something like a feeling of confusion on my own 
pan. At the same time, I was resolved not to lose even the smallest 
opportunity of trying to plead Laura’s cause; and I told him boldly 
that I regretted his generosity had not carried him one step farther, and 
induced him to withdraw from the engagement altogether. 

Here, again, he disarmed me by not attempting to defend himself. 
He would merely beg me to remember the difference there was between 
his allowing Miss Fairlie to give him up, which was a matter of sub¬ 
mission only, and his forcing himself to give up Miss Fairlie, which 
was, in other words, asking him to be the suicide of his own hopes. 
Her conduct of the day before had so strengthened the unchangeable 
love and admiration of two long years, that all active contention against 
those feeli^, on his part, was henceforth entirely out of his power. 

I must think him we^, selfish, unfeeling towards the very woman 
whom he idolised, and he must bow to my opinion as resignedly as he 
could ; only putting it to me, at the same time, whether her future as a 
single woman, pining under an unhappily placed attaciimcnt which 
she could never acknowledge, could be said to promise her a much 
brighter prospea than her future as the wife of a man who worshipped 
the vety ground she walked on ? In the last case tlicre was hope 
from time, however slight it might be—in the first case, on her own 
showing, there was no hope at all. 

I answered him—more because my tongue is a woman’s and must 
answer, than because I had anything convincing to say. It was only 
t<w plain that the course Laura had adopted the day before, had offered 
him the advantage if he chose to take it—and that he had chosen to take 
it. I felt this at the time, and I feel it just as strongly now, while I 
write these lines, in my own room. The one hope left, is that his 
motives really spring, as he says they do, from the irresistible strength 
of his attachment to Laura. 

Before I close my diary for to-night, I must record that I wrote 
to-day, in poor Hartright’s interest, to nvo of my mother’s old friends 
in London—both men of influence and position. If they can do any¬ 
thing for him, I am quite sure they will. Except Laura, I never was 
more anxious about any one than I am now about Walter. All that 
has happened since he left us has only increased my strong regard and 
sympathy for him. I hope I am doing right in trying to help him to 

employment abroad—I hope, most earnestly and anxiously, that it 
will end well. 
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11 th. —Sir Percival had an interview with Mr. Fairlie; and I was 
sent to join them. 

I found Mr. Fairlie greatly relieved at the prospect of the “ family 
worry ” (as he was pleased to describe his niece’s marriage) being 
settled at last. So far, I did not feel called on to say anything to him 
about my own opinion ; but when he proceeded, in his most aggravating 
languid manner, to suggest that the time for the marriage had better 
be settled next, in accordance witli Sir Percival’s wishes, I enjoyed the 
satisfaction of assailing Mr. Fairlie’s nerves with as strong a protest 
against hurr>'ing Laura’s decision as I could put into words. Sir 
Percival immediately assured me that he felt the force of my objection, 
and begged me to believe that the proposal had not been made in 
consequence of any interference on his part. Mr. Fairlie leaned back 
in his chair, closed his eyes, said we both of us did honour to human 
nature, and then repeated his suggestion, as coolly as if neither Sir 
Percival nor I had said a word in opposition to it. It ended in my 
flatly declining to mention tlie subject to Laura, unless she first 
approached it of her own accord. I left the room at once after making 
that declaration. Sir Percival looked seriously embarrassed and dis¬ 
tressed, Mr. Fairlie stretched out his lazy legs on his velvet footstool; 
and said, “ Dear Marian ! how I envy you your robust nervous 
system ! Don’t bang the door ! ” 

On going to Laura’s room, I found that she had asked for me, and 
that Mrs. Vescy had informed her that I was with Mr. Fairlie. She 
inquired at once what 1 had been wanted for; and I told her all that 
had passed, without attempting to conceal the vexation and annoyance 
that I really felt. Her answer surprised and distressed me inexpressibly; 
it was the very last reply that I should have expected her to make. 

“ My uncle is right,” she said. “ I have caused trouble and anxiety 
enough to you, and to all about me. Let me cause no more, Marian— 
let Sir Percival decide.” 

I remonstrated warmly ; but nothing that I could say moved her. 

“ I am held to my engagement,” she replied ; I have broken with 
my old life. The evil day will not come the less surely because I put 
it off. No, Marian ! once again, my uncle is right. I have caused 
trouble enough and anxiety enough ; and I will cause no more.” 

She used to be pliability itself; but she was now inflexibly passive 
in her resignation—I might almost say in her despair. Dearly as 1 
love her, 1 should have been less pained if she had been violently 
agitated; it was so shockingly unlike her natural character to see her 
as cold and insensible as 1 saw her now. 

I 2 th. —Sir Perdval put some questions to me, at breakfast, about 
Laura, which left me no choice but to tell him what she had said. 

While we were talking, she herself came down and joined us. She 
was just as unnaturally composed in Sir Perdval’s presence as she had 
been in mine. When breakfast was over, he had an opportunity of 
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saying a few words to her privately, in a recess of one of the windows. 
They were not more than nvo or three minutes together ; and, on their 
separarmg, she left the room with Mrs. Vcsey, while Sir Percival came 
to me. He said he had entreated her to favour him by maintaining her 
privilege of fixing the time for the marriage at her own will and pleasure. 
In reply she had merely expressed her acknowledgments, and had 
desired him to mention what his wishes were to Miss Halcombe. 

I have no patience to v/rite more. In this instance, as in every ocher, 
Sir Percival has carried his point, with the utmost possible credit to 
himself, in spite of everything that I can say or do. His wishes are now 
what they were, of course, when he first came here ; and Laura having 
resigned herself to the one inevitable sacrifice of the marriage, remains 
as coldly hopeless and enduring as ever. In parting with the little 
occupations and relics that reminded her of Hanright, she seems to 
have parted with all her tenderness and all her impressibility. It is 
only three o’clock in the afternoon while I write these lines, and Sir 
Percival has left us already, in the happy hurry of a bridegroom, to 
prepare for the bride’s reception at his house in Hampshire. Unless 
some extraordinary event happens to prevent it they will be married 
exactly at the time when he wishes to be married—before the end of 
the year. My very fingers burn as I write it! 

iZ^h .—A sleepless night, through uneasiness about Laura. To- 
. wards the morning, I came to a resolution to try what change of scene 
would do to rouse her. She cannot surely remain in her present 
torpor of insensibility, if I take her away from Limmeridge and surround 
her with the pleasant faces of old friends ? After some consideration, 

I decided on writing to the Arnolds, in Yorkshire. They are simple, 
kind-hearted, hospitable people ; and she has known them from her 
childhood. When I had put the letter in the post-bag, I told her what 
I ^d done. It would have been a relief to me if she had shown the 
spirit to resist and object. But no—she only said, “ I will go anywhere 
withy^tiM, Marian. I dare say you are right—I dare say the change will 
do me good.” 

14 th .—I wrote to Mr. Gilmore, informing him that there was really 
a prospect of this miserable marriage taking place, and also mentioning 
my idea of trying what change of scene would do for Laura. I had no 
heart to go into particulars. Time enough for them, when we get 
nearer to the end of the year. 

\ 5 th .—Three letters for me. The first, from tlie Arnolds, full of 
delight at the prospect of seeing Laura and me. The second, from one 
of the gentlemen to whom I wrote on Walter Hartright’s behalf, 
informing me that he has been fortunate enough to find an opportunity 
of complying with my request. The third, from Walter himself; 
thanking me, poor fellow, in the warmest terms, for giving him an 
opportunity of leaving his home, his country, and his friends. A 
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private expedition to make excavations among the ruined dries of 
Central America is, it seems, about to sail from Liverpool. The 
draughtsman who had been already appointed to accompany it, has 
lost heart, and withdrawm at the eleven^ hour; and Walter is to fill 
his place. He is to be engaged for six months certain, from the rime 
of the landing in Honduras, and for a year afterwards, if the excavations 
are successful, and if the funds hold out. His letter ends with a 
promise to write me a farewell line, when they are all on board ship, 
and when the pilot leaves them. I can only hope and pray earnestly 
that he and 1 arc both acting in this matter for the best. It seems such 
a serious step for him to take, that the mere contemplation of it startles 
me. And yet, in his unhappy position, how can I expect him, or wish 
him, to remain at home ? 

i6//j.—The carriage is at the door. Laura and I set out oh our 
visit to the Arnolds to-day. 

******* 

POLESDEAN LODGE, YORKSHIRE. 

2 yd .—A week in tlicsc new scenes and among these kind-hearted 
people has done her some good, though not so much as I had hoped. 
I have resolved to prolong our stay for anotlier week at least. It is 
useless to go back to Limmeridge, rill there is an absolute necessity 
for our return. 

2 ^th .—Sad news by this morning’s post. The expedition to Central 
America sailed on the twenty-first. We have parted with a true man; 
we have lost a faithful friend. Walter Hartright has left England. 

2 Sth .—Sad news yesterday; ominous news to-day. Sir Percival 
Clyde has written to Mr. Fairlie ; and Mr. Fairlie has written to Laura 
and me, to recall us to Limmeridge immediately. 

What can this mean ? Has the day for the marriage been fixed in 
our absence ? 


ll 


Limmeridge House. 


November ifth .—My forebodings are realised. The marriage is 
fixed for the twenty-second of December. 

The day after we left for Polesdean Lodge, Sir Percival wrote, it 
seems, to Mr. Fairlie, to say that the necessary repairs and alterations 
in his house in Hampshire would occupy a much longer time in com¬ 
pletion than he had originally anticipated. The proper estimates were 
to be submitted to Him as soon as possible; and it would greatly 
facilitate his entering into definite arrangements with the workpeople, 
if he could be informed of the exaa period at which the wedding 
ceremony might be expected to take place. He could then make all 
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his calculations in reference to time, besides u’riting the necessary 
apologies to friends who had been engaged to \i>ii him that winter, 
and who could not, of course, be received when the house was in the 
hands of the w'orkmen. 


To this letter Mr. Fairlie had replied by requesting Sir Percival 
himself to suggest a day for the marriage, subject to Miss l airlic’s 
approval, W’hich her guardian willingly undenook to do his best to 
obuin. Sir Percival wrote back by the next post, and proposed (m 
accordance with Iiis own views and wishes, from the first) tlie latter 
part of December—perhaps the twenty-second, or twenty-fourth, or 
any other day that the lady and her guardian might prefer. The lady 
not being at hand to speak for herself, her guardian had decided, in 
her absence, on the earliest day mentioned—the uventy-second of 
December, and had written to rec^i us to Limmeridge in consequence. 

After explaining these particulars to me at a private interview 
yesterday, Mr. Fairlie suggested, in his most amiable manner, that I 
should open the necessary negotiations to-day. Feeling that re¬ 
sistance was useless, unless I could first obtain Laura’s authority to 
make it, I consented to speak to her, but declared, at the same time, 
that I would on no consideration undertake to gain her consent to Sir 
Percival’s wishes. Mr. Fairlie complimented me on my “ excellent 
conscience,” much as he would have complimented me, if wc had been 
out walking, on my “ excellent constitution,” and seemed perfectly 
satisfied, so far, with having simply shifted one more family responsi¬ 
bility from his own shoulders to mine. 


This morning, I spoke to Laura as I had promised. The composure 

I may almost say, the insensibility—w'hich she has so strangely and 
so resolutely maintained ever since Sir Percival left us, was not proof 
against the shock of the news I had to tell her. She turned pale, and 
trembled violently. 

** Not so soon ! ” she pleaded. “ Oh, Marian, not so soon ! ” 

The slightest hint she could give was enough for me. I rose to leave 
the room, and fight her battle for her at once with Mr. Fairlie. 

Just as my hsmd was on the door, she caught fast hold of my dress, 
and stopped me. 

“ Let me go ! ” I said. “ My tongue burns to tell your uncle that 
he and Sir Percival are not to have it all their own way.” 

She sighed bitterly, and still held my dress. 

“ No ! ” she said faintly. “ Too late, Marian—too late ! ” 

Not a minute too late,” I retorted. “ The question of time is our 
question—and trust me, Laura, to take a woman’s full advantage of it.” 

I unclasped her hand from my gown while I spoke ; but she slipped 
both her arms round my waist at the same moment, and held me more 
effectually than ever. 

“ It will only involve us in more trouble and more confusion,” she 
said. “ It will set you and my uncle at variance, and bring Sir Percival 
here again with fresh causes of complaint-” 
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“ So much the better ! ” I cried out, passionately. “ Who cares for 
his causes of complaint ? Arc you to break your heart to set his mind 
•’i ease? No man under heaven deserves these sacrifices from us 
women. Men ! They arc the enemies of our innocence and our 
peace—they drag us away from our parents’ love and our sisters’ 
friendship—they take us body and soul to themselves, and fasten our 
helpless lives to theirs as they chain up a dog to his kennel. And 
what does the best of them give us in return ? Let me go, Laura— 
Tm mad when I think of it! ” 

The tears—miserable, weak, women’s tears of vexation and rage— 
started to my eyes. She smiled sadly ; and put her handkerchief 
over my face, to hide for me the betrayal of my own weakness—the 
weakness of all otlters which she knew that I most despised. 

“ Oh, Marian ! ” she said. “ You crying ! Think what you would 
say to me, if the places were changed, and if tliosc tears were mine. 
All your love and courage and devotion will not alter what must happen, 
sooner or later. Let my uncle have his way. Let us have no more 
troubles and heart-burnings that any sacrifice of mine can prevent. 
Say you will live with me, Marian, when I am married—and say no 
more.” 

But I did say more. I forced back the contemptible tears that were 
no relief to we, and that only distressed her ; and reasoned and pleaded 
as calmly as I could. It was of no avail. She made me twice repeat 
the promise to live with her when she was married, and then suddenly 
asked a question which turned my sorrow and my sympathy for her 
into a new direction. 

“ While we were at Polcsdcan,” she said, “ you had a letter, 
Marian-” 

Her altered tone ; the abrupt manner in which she looked away from 
me, and hid her face on my shoulder; the hesitation which silenced 
her before she had completed her question, all told me, but too plainly, 
to whom the half-expressed inquiry pointed. 

“ I thought, Laura, that you and 1 were never to refer to him again,” 
1 said gently. 

“ You had a letter from him ? ” she persisted. . 

” Yes,” I replied, “ if you must know it.” 

" Do you mean to write to him again ? ” 

I hesitated. I had been afraid to tell her of his absence from 
England, or of the manner in which my exertions to serve liis new 
liopes and projects had connected me with his departure. What 
answer could 1 make ? He was gone where no letters could reach him 
for months, perhaps for years, to come. 

“ Suppose I do mean to write to him again,” I said at last. “ What 
then, Laura ? ” 

Her cheek grew burning hot against my neck; and her arms trembled 
and tightened round me. 

“ Don’t tell him about the twenty-secondi* she whispered. “ Promise, 
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Marian—pray promise you will not even mention mv name to him 
when you write next.” 

I gave the promise. No words can say how sorrowfully I gave 11. 
She instantly took her arm from my waist, walked awav to the window, 
and stood looking out, with her back to me. *\fier a moment she spoke 
once more, but without turning round, without allowing me to cauh 
the smallest glimpse of her face. 

“ Are you going to my uncle’s room ? ” she asked. WUl you say 
that I consent to whatever arrangement he may think best ? Never 
mind leaving me, Marian. I shall be better alone for a little while.” 

I went out. If, as soon as I got into the passage, I could have trans- 
poned Mr. Fairlie and Sir Pcrcival Glyde to the uttermost ends of the 
earth by lifting one of my fingers, that finger would have been raised 
without an instant’s hesitation. For once my unhappy temper now 
stood my friend. I should have broken down altogether and burst 
into a violent fit of crying, if my tears had not been all burnt up in the 
heat of my anger. As it was, I dashed into AU. Fairlie’s room—called 
to him as harshly as possible, “ Laura consents to tlie uventy-second ” 
—and dashed out again without waiting for a word of answer. I 
banged the door after me j and I hope I shattered Mr. Fairlie’s nervous 
system for the rest of the day. 

28/A.—This morning, I read poor Hartright’s farewell Icner over 
again; a doubt having crossed my mind since yesterday, whether I 
am acting wisely in concealing the fact of liis departure from Laura. 

On reflection, I still think I am right. The allusions in his letter to 
the preparations made for the expedition to Central America, all show 
that the leaders of it know it to be dangerous. If the discovery of this 
makes me uneasy, what would it make her ? It is bad enough to feel 
that lus departure has deprived us of the friend of all others to whose 
devotions we could trust, in the hour of need, if ever tliat hour comes 
and finds us helpless. But it is far worse to know tliat he has gone 
from us to face the perils of a bad climate, a wild countrj', and a dis¬ 
turbed population. Surely it would be a cruel candour to tell Laura 
this, without a pressing and a positive necessity for it ? 

I almost doubt whether I ought not to go a step further, and burn tlie 
letter at once, for fear of its one day falling into wrong hands. It not 
only refers to Laura in terms which ought to remain a secret for ever 
between the writer and me ; but it reiterates his suspicion—so obstinate, 
so unaccountable, and so alarming—that he has been secretly watched 
since he left Limmcridge. He declares that he saw the faces of the 
two strange men, who followed him about the streets of London, 
watching him among the crowd which gathered at Liverpool to see the 
expedition embark; and be positively asserts that he heard the name 
of Anne Catherick pronounced behind him , as he got into the boat. 
His own words are, “ These events have a meaning, these events must 
lead to a result. The mystery of Anne Catherick is not cleared up yet. 
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She may never cross my path again; but if ever she crosses youre, 
make better use of the opportunity. Miss Halcombe, than I made of it. 

I speak on strong conviction ; I entreat you to remember what I say.” 
These are his own expressions. There is no danger of my forgetting 
thcm~my memory is only too ready to dwell on any words of 
right’s that refer to Anne Catherick. But there is danger in my keeping 
the letter. The merest accident might place it at the mercy of strangers. 

I may fall ill; I may die. Better to bum it at once, and have one 
anxiety the less. 

It is burnt! The ashes of his farewell letter—the last he may ever 
write to me—lie in a few black fragments on the hearth. Is this the 
sad end to all that sad story ? Oh, not the end—surely, surely not the 
end already ! 

2^th .—The preparations for the marriage have begun. The drws- 
maker has come to receive her orders. Laura is perfectly impassive, 
perfectly careless about the question of all others in which a woman’s 
personal interests arc most closely bound up. She has left it all to the 
dressmaker and to me. If poor Hartright had been the baronet, and 
the husband of her father’s choice, how differently she would have 
behaved ! How anxious and capricious she would have been ; and what 
a hard task the best of dressm^ers would have found it to please her ! 

yith .—Wc hear every day from Sir Percival. The last news is, that 
the alterations in his house will occupy from four to six months, before 
they can be properly completed. If painters, paperhangers, and 
upholsterers could make happiness as well as splendour, I should be 
interested about their proceedings in Laura’s future home. As it is, 
the only part of Sir Percival’s last letter which docs not leave me as it 
found me, perfealy indifferent to all his plans and projects, is the part 
which refers to the wedding tour. He proposes, as Laura is delicate, 
and as the winter threatens to be unusually severe, to take her to Rom^ 
and to remain in Italy until the early part of next summer. If this 
plan should not be approved, he is equally ready, although he has no 
establishment of his ovti in town, to spend the season in London, in 
the most suitable furnished house that can be obtained for the purpose. 

Putting myself and my own feelings entirely out of the question 
(which it is my duty to do, and which I have done), I, for one, have no 
doubt of the propriety of adopting the first of these proposals. In 
cither case, a separation between Laura and me is inevitable. It will 
be a longer separation, in the event of their going abroad, than it would 
be in the event of their remaining in London—but we must set against 
this disadvantage, the benefit to Laura on the other side, of passing the 
winter in a mild climate ; and, more than that, the immense assistance 
in raising her spirits, and reconciling her to her new existence, which 
the mere wonder and excitement of travelling for the first time in her 
life in the most interesting country in the world, must surely afford. 
She is not of a disposition to find resources in the conventiona) gaieties 
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and excitements of London. They would only make the first oppression 
of tlus lamentable marriage fall the heavier on her. I dread the be¬ 
ginning of her new life more than words can tell; but I see some hope 
for her if she travels—none if she remains at home. 

It is strange to look back at this latest entry in my journal, and to 
find that I am writing of the marriage and the parting with Laura, as 
people write of a settled thing. It seems so cold and so unfeeling to be 
looldng at the future already in this cruelly composed way. But what 
other way is possible, now that the time is drawing so near ? Before 
another month is over our heads she will be his Laura instead of mine ! 
His Laura ! I am as httle able to realise the idea which those two words 
convey—my mind feels almost as dulled and stunned by it, as if writing 
of her marriage were like writing of her death. 


December irr.—A sad, sad day ; a day that I have no heart to describe 
at any length. After weakly putting it off, last night, I was obliged to 
speak to her this morning of Sir Percival’s proposal about the weddin<^ 
tour. ® 


In the full conviction that I should be with her, wherever she went, 
the poor child—for a child she is still in many things—was almost 
happy at the prospea of seeing the wonders of Florence and Rome and 
Naples. It nearly broke my heart to dispel her delusion, and to bring 
her face to face with the hard truth. I was obliged to tell her that no 
man tolerates a rival—not even a woman rival—in his wife’s affections, 
when he first marries, whatever he may do aftcr\vards I was obliged 
to warn her, that my chance of living wiili her permanently under her 
own roof, depended entirely on my not arousing Sir Pcrcival’s jealousy 
and distrust by standing between them at the beginning of their 
marriage, in the position of the chosen depository of his wife’s closest 
secrets. Drop by drop, I poured the profaning bitterness of this world’s 
wisdom into that pure heart and that innocent mind, while every 
hi^er and better feeling within me recoiled from my miserable task. 
It is over now. She has learnt her hard, her inevitable lesson. The 
simple illusions of her girlhood are gone; and my hand has stripped 

them off. Better mine than his—that is all my consolation—better 
mine than his. 

So the first proposal is the proposal accepted. They arc to go to 
Italy; and I am to arrange, with Sir Percival’s permission, for meeting 
them and staying with them, when they return to England. In other 
words, I am to ask a personal favour, for the first time in my life, and 
to ask it of the man of all others to whom I least desire to owe a serious 
obligation of any kind. Well! I think I could do even more than tliat, 
for Laura’s sake. 


. —On looking back, I find myself always referring to Sir Percival 

m ^paraging terms. In the turn affairs have now taken, I must and 
will root out ray prejudice against him. I cannot think how it first 
got mto my mind. It certainly never existed in former times. 
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Is it Laura’s reluctance to become his wife that has set me against 
him ? Have Hartright’s perfectly intelligible prejudices infected me 
without my suspecting their influence ? Does that letter of Anne 
Catherick’s still leave a lurking distrust in my mind, in spite of Sir 
Pcrcival’s explanation, and of the proof in my possession of the truth of 
it ? I cannot account for the state of my own feeling ; the one thing 
I am certain of is, that it is my duty—doubly my duty, now—not to 
wrong Sir Pcrcival by unjustly distrusting him. If it has got to be a 
habit with me always to write of him in the same unfavourable manner, 

I must and will break myself of this unworthy tendency, even though 
the effort should force me to close the pages of my journal till the 
marriage is over ! I am seriously dissatisfied with myself—I %vill 
write no more to-day. 

December i 6 lh .—A whole fortnight has passed ; and I have not once 
opened these pages. I have been long enough away from my journal, 
to come back to it, with a healthier and better mind, I hope, so far as 
Sir Pcrcival is concerned. 

There is not much to record of the past two wrecks. The dresses 
arc almost all finished ; and the new travelling trunks have been sent 
here from London. Poor dear Laura hardly leaves me for a moment, 
all day ; and, last night, when neither of us could sleep, she came 
and crept into my bed to talk to me there. “ I shall lose you 
so soon, Marian,” she said ; “ I must make the most of you while I 
can.” 

They are to be married at Limmeridge Church ; and, thank Heaven, 
not one of the neighbours is to be invited to the ceremony. The only 
visitor will be our old friend, Mr. Arnold, w’ho is to come from Polcs- 
dean, to give Laura away; her uncle being far too delicate to trust 
himself outside the door in such inclement weather as we now have. 
If I were not determined, from this day forth, to see nothing but the 
bright side of our prospects, the melancholy absence of any male 
relative of Laura’s, at the most important moment of her life, would 
make me very gloomy and very distrustful of the future. But I have 
done with gloom and distrust—that is to say, I have done with writing 
about cither the one or the other in this journal. 

Sir Percival is to arrive to-morrow. He offered, in case we wished 
to treat him on terms of rigid etiquette, to write and ask our clergyman 
to grant him the hospitality of the rectory, during the short period of 
his sojourn at Limmeridge, before the marriage. Under the circum¬ 
stances, neither Mr. Fairlie nor I thought it at all necessary for us to 
trouble ourselves about attending to trifling forms and ceremonies. 
In our wild moorland country, and in this great lonely house, we may 
well claim to be beyond the reach of the trivial conventionalities which 
hamper people in other places. I wrote to Sir Percival to th a nk him 
for his polite offer, and to beg that he would occupy his old rooms, just 
as usual, at Limmeridge House. 
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17/^.—He arrived to-day, looking, a'; I thought, a little worn and 
aimous, but still talking and laughing like a man in the best possible 
spirits. He brought with him some really beautiful presents, in 
jeweller)', which Laura received with her best grace, and, outwardly at 
least, with perfect self-possession. The only sign I can detect of the 
struggle it must cost her to preserve appearances at this trying time, 
expresses itself in a sudden unwillingness, on her part, ever to be left 
alone. Instead of retreating to her own room, as usual, she seems to 
dread going there. When I went upstairs to-day, after lunch, to put 
on my bonnet for a walk, she volunteered to join me ; and, again, 
before dinner, she threw the door open between our two rooms, so that 
we might talk to each other while we were dressing. “ Keep me always 
doing something,” she said ; “ keep me always in company with some¬ 
body. Don’t let me think~that is all I ask now, Marian—don’t let 
me think.” 

This sad change in her, only increases her attractions for Sir Percival. 
He interprets it, I can see, to his own advantage. There is a feverish 
flush in her cheeks, a feverish brightness in her eyes, which he welcomes 
as the return of her beauty and the recovery of her spirits. She talked 
to-day at dinner with a gaiety and carelessness so false, so shockingly 
out of her character, that I secretly longed to silence her and take her 
away. Sir Percival’s delight and surprise appeared to be beyond all 
expression. The anxiety which I had noticed on his face when he 
arrived, totaUy disappeared from it; and he looked even to my eyes, a 
good ten years younger than he really is. 

There can be no doubt—though some strange perversity prevents 
me from seeing it myself—there can be no doubt that Laura’s future 
husband is a very handsome man. Regular features form a personal 
advantage to begin with—and he has them. Bright brown eyes, either 
in man or woman, are a great attraction—and he has them. Even 
baldness, when it is only badness over the forehead (as in his case), is 
rather becoming than not, in a man, for it heightens the head and adds 
to the intelligence of the face. Grace and ease of movement; un¬ 
tiring animation of manner; ready, pliant, conversational powers— 
all these are unquestionable merits, and all these he certainly possesses. 
Surely, Mr. Gilmore, ignorant as he is of Laura’s secret, was not to 
blame for feeling surprised that she should repent of her marriage 
engag^ent ? Any one else in his place, would have shared our good 
old friend’s opinion. If I were asked, at this moment, to say plainly 
what defects I have discovered in Sir Percival, I could only point out 
two. One, his incessant restlessness and excitability—which may be 
wused, naturally enough, by unusual energy of character. The other, 
his short, sharp, ill-tempered manner of speaking to the servants—which 
inay be only a bad habit, after all. No; I cannot dispute it, and 1 will 
not dispute it—Sir Percival is a very handsome and a very agreeable 

man. There! I have written it down at last, and I am glad it’s 
over. 
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i%(f },—Feeling wear>’ and depressed, this morning, I left Laura with 
Mrs. Vcscy, and went out alone for one of my brisk mid-day walks, 
which I have discontinued too much of late. I took the dry airy road, 
over the moor, that leads to Todd’s Comer. After having been out 
half an hour, I was excessively surprised to see Sir Percival approaching 
me from the direction of the farm. He was walking rapidly, swinging 
his stick ; his head erect as usual, and his shooting jacket flying open in 
tlic wind. When we met, he did not wail for me to ask any questions— 
he told me, at once, that he had been to the farm to inquire if Mr. or 
Mrs. Todd had received any tidings since his last visit to Limmeridge, 
of Anne Cathcrick. 

“ You found, of course, that they had heard nothing ? ” I said. 

" Nothing whatever,” he replied. “ I begin to be seriously afraid 
that we have lost her. Do you happen to know,” he continued, 
looking me in the face very attentively, “ if the artist—Mr. Hartright— 
is in a position to give us any further information ? ” 

“ He has neither heard of her, nor seen her, since he left Cumber¬ 
land,” I answered. 

“ Very sad,” said Sir Percival, speaking like a man w’ho was dis¬ 
appointed, and yet, oddly enough, looking, at the same time like a 
man who was relieved. “ It is impossible to say what misfortunes may 
not have happened to the miserable creature. I am inexpressibly 
annoyed at the failure of all my efforts to restore her to the care and 
protection which she so urgently needs.” 

This time he really looked annoyed. I said a few sympathising 
words; and we then talked of otlicr subjects, on our way back to the 
house. Surely, my chance meeting with him on the moor has dis¬ 
closed another favourable trait in his character ? Surely, it was 
singularly considerate and unselfish of him to think of Anne Cathcrick 
on the eve of his marriage, and to go all the way to Todd’s Comer to 
make inquiries about her, when he might have passed the time so much 
more agreeably in Laura’s society ? Considering tliat he can ordy 
have acted from motives of pure charity, his conduct, under the cir¬ 
cumstances, shows unusual good feeling, and deserves extraordinary 
praise. WcU ! I give him extraordinary praise—and there’s an end of it. 

i^th .—More discoveries in the inexhaustible mine of Sir Percival’s 
virtues. 

To-day, I approached the subject of my proposed sojourn under his 
wife’s roof, when he brings her back to England. I had hardly dropped 
my first hint in this direction, before he caught me warmly by the h^d, 
and said I had made the very offer to him, which he had been, on his 
side, most anxious to make to me. I was the companion of all others 
whom he most sincerely longed to secure for his wffe ; and he begged 
me to believe that I had coi^erred a lasting favour on him by making 
the proposal to live with Laura after her marriage, otactly as I had 
always lived with her before it. 
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When I thanked him, in her name and in mine, for his considerate 
kindness to both of us, we passed next to the subject of his wedding 
tour, and began to talk of the English society- in Rome to which Laura 
was to be introduced. He ran over the names of several friends whom 
he expeaed to meet abroad this winter. They were all I.-n£Tli''h, as 
well as I can remember, with one exception. The one exception wa-' 
Count Fosco. 

The mention of the Count’s name, and the discover)’ that he and his 
wife are likely to meet the bride and bridegroom on the continent, put 
marriage, for the first lime, in a distinctly favourable light. 
It is likely to be the means of healing a family feud. Hitherto Aladame 
Fosco has chosen to forget her obligations as Laura’s aunt, out of sheer 
spite against the late Mr. Fairlie for his conduct in the affair of the legacy. 
Now, however, she can persist in this course of conduct no longer. 
Sir Percival and Count Fosco arc old and fast friends, and ilieir wives 
will have no choice but to meet on civil terms. Aladame Fosco, in 
her maiden days, was one of the most impertinent women I ever met 
with—capricious, exacting, and vain to the last degree of absurdity. 
If her husband ha.s succeeded in bringing her to her senses, he deserves 
the gratitude of every member of the family—and he may have mine to 
begin with. 

I am becoming anxious to know the Count. He is the most intimate 
friend of Laura’s husband ; and, in that capacity, he excites my strongest 
interest. Neither Laura nor I have ever seen him. All I know of 
him is that his accidental presence, years ago, on the steps of the 
Trinita del Monte at Rome, assisted Sir Pcrcival’s escape from robbery 
and assassination at the critical moment when he was wounded in the 
hand, and might, the next instant have been wounded in the heart. I 
r^ember also t^t, at the time of the late Mr. Fairlie’s absurd objec¬ 
tions to his sister’s marriage, ilic Count wrote him a very temperate 
and sensible letter on the subject, which, I am ashamed to say, remained 
unanswered. This is all I know of Sir Pcrcival’s friend. I wonder if 
he will ever come to England ? I wonder if I shall like him ? 

My pen is running away into mere speculation. Let me return to 
sober matter of fact. It is certain that Sir Percival’s reception of my 
vmturesome proposal to live with his wife, was more than kind, it was 
almost affectionate. I am sure Laura’s husband will have no reason 
to complain of me, if I can only go on as I have begun. I have already 
t^Iared him to be handsome, a^eeable, full of good feeling towards 
me unfortunate, and full of affectionate kindness towards me. Really, 

I hardly know myself again, in my new character of Sir Pcrcival’s 
wannest friend. 


hate Sir Percival! I flatly deny his good looks. I con¬ 
sider him to be eminently ill-tempered and disagreeable, and totally 
wanting in kindness and good feeling. Last night, the cards for the 
*“2nicd couple were sent home. Laura opened the packet, and saw 
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her future name in print, for the first time. Sir Percival looked over 
her shoulder familiarly at the new card which had already transformed 
Miss Fairlie into Lady Glyde—smiled with the most odious self- 
complacency—and whispered something in her ear. I don’t know 
what it was—Laura has refused to tell me—but I saw her face turn to 
such a deadly whiteness that I thought she would have fainted. He 
took no notice of the change : he seemed to be barbarously unconscious 
that he had said anything to pain her. All my old feelings of hostility 
towards him revived on the instant; and all the hours that have passed 
since, have done nothing to dissipate them. I am more unreasonable 
and more unjust than ever. In three words—how glibly my pen 
writes them !—in three words, I hate him. 

215 /.—Have the anxieties of this anxious time shaken me a little, at 
last ? I have been uTiting, for tlic last few days, in a tone of levity 
which, Heaven knows, is far enough from my heart, and which it has 
rather shocked me to discover on looking back at the entries in my 
journal. 

Perhaps I may have caught the feverish excitement of Laura’s 
spirits, for the last week. If so the fit has already passed away from 
me, and has left me in a very strange state of mind. A persistent idea 
has been forcing itself on my attention, ever since last night, that 
something will yet happen to prevent the marriage. What has produced 
this singular fancy ? Is it the indirect result of my apprehensions for 
Laura’s future ? Or has it been unconsciously suggested to me by 
the increasing restlessness and irritability which I have certainly ob» 
served in Sir Pcrcival’s manner, as the wedding-day draws nearer and 
nearer ? Impossible to say. I know that I have the idea—surely the 
wildest idea, under the circumstances, that ever entered a woman’s 
head ?—but try as I may, I cannot trace it back to its source. 

This last day has been all confusion and wretchedness. How can I 
write about it ?—and yet, I must write. Anything is better than 
brooding over my own gloomy thoughts. 

Kind Mrs. Vescy, whom we have all too much overlooked and for¬ 
gotten of late, innocently caused us a sad morning to b^n with. She 
has been, for months past, secretly making a warm Shetland shawl for 
her dear pupil—a most beautiful and surprising piece of work to be 
done by a woman at her age and with her habits. The gift was pre¬ 
sented this morning ; and poor warm-hearted Laura completely broke 
down when the shawl was put proudly on her shoulders by the loving 
old friend and guardian of her motherless childhood. I was hardly 
allowed time to quiet them both, or even to dry my own eyes, when I 
was sent for by Mr. Fairlie, to be favoured by a long recital of his 
arrangements for the preservation of his own tranquillity on the 
wedding-day. 

“ Dear Laura ” was to receive his present—a shabby ring, wth her 
affectionate imcle’s hair for an ornament, instead of a precious stone, 
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and with a heartJess French inscription, inside, about congenial senti¬ 
ments and eternal friendship—“ dear Laura " was to receive this 
tender tribute from my hands immediately, so that she might have 
plenty of time to recover from tlie agitation produced by the gift, 
before she appeared in Mr. Fairlie’s presence. “ Dear Laura was 
to pay him a little visit that evening, and to be kind enough not to make 
a scene. “ Dear Laura ” was to pay him anotlier little visit in her 
wedding-dress, the next morning, and to be kind enough, again, not to 
make a scene. “ Dear Laura ” was to look in once more, for the third 
time, before going away, but without harrowing liis feelings by saying 
when she was going away, and without tears—“ in the name of pity, in 
±e name of everything, dear Marian, that is most affectionate and most 
domestic> and most delightfully and charmingly scIf-composed, 
without tears/” I was so e.xaspcratcd by this miserable scllish 
trifling, at such a time, that I should cenainly have shocked Mr. I-airhe 
by some of the hardest and rudest truths he has ever heard in his life, 
if the arrival of Mr. Arnold from Polesdean had not called me away to 
new duties downstairs. 

The rest of the day is indescribable. I believe no one in the house 
really knew how it passed. The confusion of small events, all huddled 
together one on the other, bewildered cverj'one. There were dresses 
sent home, that had been forgotten; there were trunks to be packed 
and unpacked and packed again ; there were presents from friends far 
and near, friends high and low. We were all needlessly hurricil; all 
nervously expectant of the morrow. Sir Pcrcival, especially was too 
restless, now, to remain five minutes together in the same place. That 
short, sharp cough of his troubled him more than ever. He was in and 
out of the house all day long ; and he seemed to grow so inquisitive, on 
a sudden, that he questioned the very stranUcrs who came on small 
errands to the house. Add to all this, the one perpetual tliought, in 
Laura s mind and in mine, that we were 10 part the next day, and the 
haunting dread, unexpressed by either of us, and yet ever present to 
both, that this deplorable marriage might prove to be the one fatal 
error of her life and the one hopeless sorrow of mine. For the first 
time in all the years of our close and happy intercourse we almost 
avoided looking each other in the face ; and we refrained, by common 
wnsent, from speaking together in private, through the whole evening. 

I can dwell on it no longer. Whatever future sorrows may be in store 
for me, I shall always look back on this nventy-first of December as 
the most comfortless and most miserable day of my life. 

I am writing these lines in the solitude of my own room, long after 

midnight; haying just come back from a stolen look at Laura in her 

preuy little white bed—the bed she has occupied since the days of her 
girlhood. 

There she lay, unconscious that I was looking at her—quiet, more 
^ to hope, but not sleeping. The glimmer of 

tne night-light showed me that her eyes were only partially closed : the 
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traces of tears glistened between her eyelids. My little keepsake- 
only a brooch—lay on the table at her bedside, with her prayer-^k, 
and the miniature portrait of her father which she takes with her whei^ 
ever she goes* I waited a moment, looking at her from behind hCT 
pillow, as she lay beneath me, with one arm and hand resting on me 
white coverlid, so still, so quietly, breathing, that the frill on her night¬ 
dress never moved—I waited, looking at her, as I have seen her 
thousands of times, as I shall never see her again—and then stole back 
to my room. My own love ! with all your wealth, and all your b<auty, 
how friendless you are ! The one man who would give his heart’s life 
to serve you is far away, tossing, this stormy night, on the awfiil sea. 
VC'ho else is left to you ? No father, no brother—no hving creature 
but the helpless, useless woman who writes these sad lines, and watches 
by you for the morning, in sorrow that she cannot compose, in doubt 
that she cannot conquer. Oh, what a trust is to be placed in that n^’s 
hands to-morrow ! If ever he forgets it; if ever he injures a hair of 
her head !- 

The Twenty-second op December. Seven o'clock. A wild, un¬ 
settled morning. She has just risen—better and calmer, now that the 
lime has come, than she was yesterday. 

Ten o'clock. She is dressed. We have kissed each other; wc 
have promised each other not to lose courage. I am away for a moment 
in my own room. In the whirl and confusion of my thoughts, I can 
detect that strange fancy of some hindrance happening to stop her 
marriage, still hanging about my mind. Is it hanging about his mind 
too ? I sec him from the window, moving hither and thither uneasily 
among the carriages at ttie door.—How can 1 write such folly! 
marriage is a certainty. In less than half an hour we start for the church. 


Eleven o'clock. It is all over. They are married. 

Three o'clock. They are gone! I am blind with crying—I can 
write no more- 



Part the Second 


The Story continued by Marian Halcombe 

1 


Blackwater Park, Hampshire. 

June 27th, 1850.—Six months, to look back on—six long, lonely 
months, since Laura and 1 last saw each other ! 

How many days have I still to ^vait ? Only one! To-morrow, 
the twenty-eighth, the travellers return to England. I can hardly 
realise my own happiness ; I can hardly believe that the next four-and- 
twenty hours will complete the last day of separation between Laura 
and me. 

She and her husband have been in Italy all tlie winter, and after¬ 
wards in the Tyrol. They come back, accompanied by Count Fosco 
and his wife, who propose to settle somewhere m the neighbourhood of 
London, and who have engaged to stay at Blackwater Park for the 
summer months before deciding on a place of residence. So long as 
Laura returns, no matter who returns with her. Sir Percival may fill 
the house from floor to ceiling, if he likes, on condition that his wife 
and I inhabit it together. 

Meanwhile, here I am, established at Blackwater Park; “ the 
ancient and interesting seat ” (as the county history obligingly informs 
me) “ of Sir Percival Clyde, Bart.”—and the future abiding-place (as 
I may now venture to add, on my own account) of plain Marian 
Halcombe, spinster, now settled in a snug little sitting-room, with a 
wp of tea by her side, and all her earthly possessions ranged round her 
in three boxes and a bag. 

I left Limmeridge yesterday; having received Laura’s delightful 
ietter from Paris, the day before. I had been previously uncertain 
whether I was to meet them in London, or in Hampshire ; but this last 
letter informed me, that Sir Percival proposed to land at Southampton, 
and to travel straight on to his country-house. He has spent so much 
money abroad, that he has none left to defray the expenses of living in 
London, for the remainder of the season ", and he is economically 
resolved to pass the summer and autumn quietly at Blackwater. Laura 
has had more than enough of excitement and change of scene; and is 
pleased at the prospect of country tranquillity and retirement which 
her husband’s prudence provides for her. As for me, I am ready to be 
happy anywhere in her society. We are all, therefore, well contented 
m ^ various ways, to b^jn with. 

Last n^t, I slept in London, and was delayed there so long, to-day, 
oy v^ous calls and commissions, that I did not reach Blackwater, this 
evening, till after dusk. 

6 
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Judging by my vague impressions of the place, thus far, it is the 
exact opposite of Limmeridgc. 

The house is situated on a dead flat, and seems to be shut in—almost 
suffocated, to my north-country notions, by trees. I have seen 
nobody, but the man-servant who opened the door to me, and the 
housekeeper, a very civil person who showed me the way to my o^vn 
room, and got me my tea. I have a nice little boudoir and bedroom 
at the end of a long passage on the first floor. The servants and some 
of the spare rooms are on the second floor ; and all the living rooms 
arc on the ground floor. I have not seen one of them yet, and I know 
nothing about the house, except that one wing of it is said to be five 
hundred years old, that it had a moat round it once, and that it gets 
Its name of Blackwater from a lake in the park. 

Eleven o’clock has just struck, in a ghostly and solemn manner, 
from a turret over the centre of the house, which 1 saw when I came in. 
A large dog has been woke, apparently by the sound of the bell, and is 
howling and yawning drearily, somewhere round a comer. I hear 
echoing footsteps in the passages below, and the iron thumping of bolts 
and bars at the house door. The servants arc evidently going to bed. 
Shall I follow their example ? 

No : I am not half sleepy enough. Sleepy, did I say ? I feel as if 
I should never close my eyes again. The bare anticipation of seeing 
that dear face and hearing that w’dl-knowm voice to-morrow, keeps me 
in a perpetual fever of excitement. If I only had the privileges of a 
man, I would order out Sir Percival’s best horse instantly, and tear 
away on a night-gallop, eastward, to meet the rising sun—a long, hard, 
heavy, ceaseless gallop of hours and hours, like the famous highway¬ 
man’s ride to York. Being, however, notliing but a woman, condemned 
to patience, propriety, and petticoats, for life, I must respect the house¬ 
keeper’s opinions, and try to compose myself in some feeble and 
feminine way. 

Reading is out of the question—I can’t fix my attention on books. 
Let me try if I can write myself into sleepiness and fatigue. My 
journal has been very much neglected of late. What can I recall— 
standing, as I now do, on the threshold of a new life—of persons and 
events, of chances and changes, during the past six months—the long, 
weary, empty interval since Laura’s wedding-day ? 

Walter Hartright is uppermost in my memory ; and he passes first 
in the shadowy procession of my absent friends. I received a few lines 
from him, after the landing of the expedition in Honduras, written 
more cheerfully and hopefully than he has written yet. A month or 
six weeks later, I saw an extract from an American newspaper, describing 
the depai'ture of the adventurers on their inland journey. They were 
last seen entering a wild primeval forest, each man with his rifle on his 
shoulder and his baggage at his back. Since that time, civilisation has 
lost all trace of them. Not a line more have I received from Walter; 
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not a fragment of news from the expedition has appeared in any of the 
public journals. 

The same dense, disheartening obscurity hangs over the fate and 
fortunes of Anne Catherick, and her companion, Mrs. Clements. 
Nothing whatever has been heard of either of them. Whether they 
are in the coimtry or out of it, whether they are hving or dead, no one 
knows. Even Sir Percival’s solicitor has lost all hope, and has ordered 
the useless search after the fugitives to be finally given up. 

Our good old friend Mr. Gilmore has met with a sad check in his 
active professional career. Early in the spring, we were alarmed by 
hearing that he had been found insensible at ^s desk, and that the 
seizure was pronounced to be an apoplectic fit. He had been long 
complaining of fullness and oppression in the head ; and his doctor had 
warned him of the consequences that would follow his persistency in 
continuing to work, early and late, as if he was still a young man. The 
result now is that he fcas been positively ordered to keep out of his 
office for a year to come, at least, and to seek repose of body and relief 
of mind by altogether changing his usual mode of life. The business 
is left, accordingly, to be carried on by his partner ; and he is, himself, 
at this moment, away in Germany, visiting some relations who are 
settled there in mercantile pursuits. Thus, another true friend, and 
trustworthy adviser, is lost to us—lost, I earnestly hope and trust, for 
a time only. 

Poor Airs. Vesey travelled with me, as far as London. It was 
impossible to abandon her to solitude at Limmcridgc, after Laura and 
I had both left the house ; and we have arranged that she is to live with 
an unmarried younger sister of hers, who keeps a school at Clapham. 
She is to come here this autumn to visit her pupil—I might almost 
say her adopted child. I saw the good old lady safe to her destination ; 
and left her in the care of her relative, quietly happy at the prospect 
of seeing Laura again, in a few months’ time. 

As for Air. Fairlie, I beheve I am guilty of no injustice if 1 describe 
him as being unutterably relieved by having the house clear of us 
women. The idea of missing his niece is simply preposterous—he 
used to let months pass, in the old times, without attempting to see her 
—and, in my case and Mrs. Vesey’s, I take leave to consider his telling 
us both that he was half heart-broken at our departure, to be equivalent 
to a ^nfession that was he secretly rejoiced to get rid of us. His last 
raprice has led him to keep two photographers incessantly employed 
in producing sun-pictures of all the treasures and curiosities in his 
possession. One complete copy of the collection of the photographs is 
to be presented to the Mechanics’ Institution of Carlisle, mounted on 
the finest cardboard, with ostentatious red-letter inscriptions under¬ 
neath, “ Madonna and Child, by Raphael. In the possession of 
Frederick Fairlie, Esquire.” “ Copper coin of the period of Tiglath 
® ^ possession of Frederick Fairlie, Esquire.” “ Unique 

Rembrandt etching, Known all over Europe, as The Smudge, from 
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a primer’s blot in the comer which exists iu no other copy. Valued 
at three hundred guineas. In tlie possession of Frederick Fairlie, 
Esq.” Dozens of photographs of this sort, and all inscribed in this 
niamicr, were completed before I left Cumberland ; and hundreds 
more remain to be done. With this new interest to occupy him, 
Mr. Fairlie will be a happy man for months and months to come ; and 
the two uniortunatc photographers will share the social martyrdom 
which he has hiilicrto indicted on his valet alone. 

So much for tiie persons and events which hold the foremost place 
in my memory. What next of the one person who holds the foremost 
place in my heart ? Laura has been present to my thoughts all the 
while I have been writing these lines. What can I recall of her, during 
die past six mondis, before I close my journal for the night ? 

I have only her letters to guide me i and, on the most important of 
all the questions wliich our correspondence can discuss, every one of 
those letters leaves me in the dark. 

Does he treat her kindly ? Is she happier now than she was when I 
parted with her on die wedding-vlay ? All my letters have contained 
these two inquiries, put more or less directly, now in one form, and now 
in anoUicr; and all, on dial point only, have remained without reply, 
or have been answered as if my questions merely related to the state of 
her health. She informs me, over and over again, that she is perfeedy 
well; that travelling agrees with her ; that she is getting through the 
winter, for the ftrst time in her life, without catching cold—but not a 
word can I lind anywhere which tells me plainly that she is reconciled 
to her marriage, and that she can now look back to the twenty-second of 
December without any bitter feelings of repentance and regret. The 
name of her husband is only mentioned in her letters, as she might 
mendon die name of a friend who was travelling with them, and who 
had undertaken to make all the arrangements for the journey. “ Sir 
Pcrcival ” has setded diat we leave on such a day; “ Sir Percival ” has 
decided that wc travel by such a road. Sometimes she writes, “Percival” 
only, but very seldom—in nine cases out of ten, she gives him his tide. 

I cannot lind diat his habits and opinions have changed and coloured 
hers in any single particular. The usual moral transformation which 
is insensibly wrought in a young, fresh, sensitive woman by her marriage, 
.seems never to have taken place in Laura. She writes of her own 
thoughts and impressions, amid all the wonders she has seen, exactly 
as she might have written to some one else, if I had been travelling with 
her instead of her husband. I see no betrayal anywhere, of sympathy 
of any kind exisdng between dieni. Even when she wanders iftxim the 
subject of her travels, and occupies herself with the prospects that 
await her in England, her speculadons are busied with her future as my 
sister, and persistently neglect to notice her future as Sir Perdval’s 
wife. Iu all this, there is no undertone of complaint, to warn me that 
she is absolutely unhappy in her married Ife. The impression I have 
derived from our correspondence does not, thank God, lead me to any 
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such distressing conclusion as that. I only sec a sad torpor, an un¬ 
changeable indifference, when I turn my mind from her in the old 
character of a sister, and look at her, through the medium of her letters, 
in the new character of a wife. In other words, it is always Laura 
Fairlie who has been writing to me for the last six months, and never 
Lady Clyde. 

The strange silence which she maintains on the subject of her 
husband’s character and conduct, she preserves with almost equal 
resolution in the few references which her later letters contain to the 
name of her husband’s bosom friend, Count Fosco. 

For some unexplained reason, the Count and his wife appear to have 
changed their plans abruptly, at the end of last aununn, and to have 
gone to Vienna, instead of going to Rome, at which latter place Sir 
Percival had expected to find them when he left England. They only 
quirted Vienna in the spring, and travelled as far as the Tyrol to meet 
the bride and bridegroom on their homeward journey. Laura writes 
readily enough about the meeting with Madame Fosco, and assures 
me that she has found her aunt so much changed for the better—so 
much quieter and so much more sensible as a wife than she was as a 
single woman—that I shall hardly know her again when I see her 
here. But, on the subject of Count Fosco (who interests me infinitely 
more than his wife), Laura is provokingly circumspect and silent. She 
only says that he puzzles her, and that she will not tell me what her 
impression of him is, until I have seen him, and formed my own 
opinion first. 

This, to my mind, looks ill for the Count. Laura has preserved, 
far more perfectly than most people do in later life, tlie child’s subtle 
faculty of knowing a friend by instinct; and, if I am right in assuming 
that her first impression of Count Fosco has not been favourable, 1 , 
for one, am in some danger of doubting and distrusting that illustrious 
foreigner before I have so much as set eyes on him. But, patience, 
patience; this uncertainty, and many uncertainties more, cannot last 
much longer. To-morrow will see all my doubts in a fair way of being 
cleared up, sooner or later. 

Twelve o’clock has struck ; and 1 have just come back to close these 
pages, after looking out at my open window. 

it is a still, sultry, moonless night. The stars are dull and few. The 
trees Uiat shut out the view on all sides, look diml y black and solid in 
the distance, like a great wall of rock. 1 hear the croaking of frogs, 
faint and far off j and the echoes of the great clock hum in the airless 
calm, long after the strokes have ceased. I wonder how Blackwater 
Park will look in the da3rtime ? I don’t altogether like it by night 


28A.—A day of investigations and discoveries—a more interesting 
day, for many reasons, than I bad ventured to anticipate, 
ibegan my sight-seeing, of course, with the house. 

The main body of the building is of the time of that highly over- 
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rated woman, Queen Elizabeth. On the ground floor, there are two 
hugely long galleries, with low ceilings, lying parallel with each other, 
and rendered additionaUy dark and dismal by hideous family portraits— 
every one of which I should like to bum. The rooms on the floor 
above the two galleries, are kept in tolerable repair, but are very seldom 
used. The civil housekeeper, who acted as my guide, offered to show 
me over them ; but considerately added that she feared I should find 
them rather out of order. My respect for the integrity of my own 
petticoats and stockings, infinitely exceeds my respect for ih the 
Elizabethan bedrooms in the kingdom ; so I positively declined ex¬ 
ploring the upper regions of dust and dirt at the risk of soiling my nice 
clean clothes. The housekeeper said, " 1 am quite of your opinion, 
miss ;and appeared to think me the most sensible woman she had 
met with for a long time past. 

So much, then, for the main building. Two wings are added, at 
cither end of it. The half-mined wing on the left (as you approach 
the house) was once a place of residence standing by itself, and was 
built in the fourteenth century. One of Sir Pcrcival’s maternal 
ancestors—I don’t remember, and don’t care, which—tacked on the 
main building, at right angles to it, in the aforesaid Queen Elizabeth’s 
time. The housekeeper told me that the architecture of ** the old 
wing,” both outside and inside, was considered remarkably fine by 
good judges. On further investigation, 1 discovered that good judges 
could only exercise their abilities on Sir Percival’s piece of antiquity by 
previously dismissing from their minds all fear of damp, darkness, and 
rats. Under these circumstances, I unhesitatingly acknowledged 
myself to be no judge at all; and suggested that we should treat “ the 
old wing ” precisely as we had previously treated the Elizabethan bed¬ 
rooms. Once more, the housekeeper said, “ I am quite of your 
opinion, miss; ” and once more she looked at me, with undisguised 
admiration of my extraordinary common-sense. 

We went, next, to the wing on the right, which was built, by way of 
completing the wonderful architectural jumble at Blackw'ater Park, in 
the time of George the Second. 

This is the habitable part of the house, which has been repaired and 
redecorated, inside, on Laura’s account. My two rooms, and all the 
good bedrooms besides, are on the first floor; and the basement con¬ 
tains a drawing-room, a dining-room, a morning-room, a library, and 
a pretty little boudoir for Laura—all very niedy ornamented in the 
bright modem way, and all very degantly furnished with the delightful 
modem luxuries. None of the rooms are anything like so large and 
airy as our rooms at Limmeridge ; but they all look pleasant to live in. 
I was terribly afiaid, from what I bad heard of Blackwater Park, of 
fatiguing antique chairs, and dismal stained glass, and musty, frouzy 
bangings, and all the barbarous lumber whic^ people bom without a 
sense of comfort accumulate about them, in defiance of the considera¬ 
tion due to the convenience of their friends. It is an inexnressible 
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relief to find that the nineteenth century has invaded this strange 
future home of mine, and has swept the dirt>' “ good old times ” out of 
the way of our daily life. 

I dawdled away the morning—part of the time in the rooms down¬ 
stairs ; and part, out of doors in the great square which is formed by 
the three sides of the house, and by the lofty iron railings and gates 
which protect it in front. A large circular fishpond, with stone sides, 
and an allegorical leaden monster in the middle, occupies the centre of 
the square. The pond itself is full of gold and silver fish, and is en¬ 
circled by a broad belt of the softest turf I ever walked on. I loitered 
here, on the shady side, pleasantly enough, till luncheon time ; and, 
after that, took my broad straw hat, and wandered out alone, in the 
warm lovely sunlight, to explore the grounds. 

Daylight confirmed the impression which I had felt the night before, 
of their being too many trees at Blackwater. The house is stilled by 
them. They arc, for the most part, young, and planted far too thickly. 
I suspect there must have been a ruinous cutting down of limber, all 
over the estate, before Sir Percival’s time, and an angry anxiety, on the 
part of the next possessor, to fill up all the gaps as thickly and rapidly as 
possible. After looking about me, in front of the house, I observed a 
flower-garden on my left hand, and walked towards it, to sec what I 
could discover in that direction. 

On a nearer view, the garden proved to be small and poor and ill 
kept. I left it behind me, opened a little gate in a ring fence, and 
found myself in a plantation of fir-trees. 

A pretty, winding path, artificially made, led me on among the trees ; 
and my north-country experience soon informed me that 1 was 
approaching sandy heathy ground. After a walk of more than half a 
niiJc, I should think, among the firs, the path look a sharp turn; tlie 
trees abruptly ceased to appear on either side of me ; and 1 found myself 
standing suddenly on the margin of a vast open space, and looking down 
at the Blackwater lake from which the house takes its name. 

The ground, shelving away below me, was all sand, with a few little 
heathy hillocks to break the monotony of it in certain places. The 
lake itself had evidently once flowed to the spot on which I stood, and 
had been gradually wasted and dried up to less than a third of its 
former size. I saw its still, stagnant waters, a quarter of a mile away 
from me in the hollow, separated into pools and ponds, by twining 
reeds and rushes, and little knolls of earth. On the farther bank from 
me, the trees rose thickly again, and shut out the view, and cast their 
black shadows on the sluggish, shallow water. As I walked down to 
the lake, 1 saw that the ground on its farther side was damp and marshy, 
overgrown with rank grass and dismal willows. The water, which was 
dear enough on the open sandy side, where the sun shone, looked 
black and poisonous opposite to me, where it lay deeper imder the shade 
of the spongy banks, and the rank overhanging thickets and tangled 
trees. The frogs were croaking, and the rats were slipping in and out 
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of the shadowy water, like live shadows themselves, as I got nearer to 
the marshy side of the lake. I saw here, l5ing half in and half out of 
the water, the rotten wreck of an old overturned boat, with a sickly 
spot of sunlight glimmering through a gap in the trees on its dry sur¬ 
face, and a snake basking in the midst of the spot, fantastically coiled, 
and treacherously still. Far and near, the view suggested die same 
dreary impressions of solitude and decay ; and the glorious brightness 
of the summer sky overhead, seemed only to deepen and harden the 
gloom and barrenness of the wilderness on which it shone. I turned 
and retraced my steps to the high, heatliy ground ; directing them a 
little aside from my former path, towards a shabby old wooden shed, 
which stood on the outer skirt of the fir plantation, and which had 
hitherto been too unimportant to share my notice with the wide, wild 
prospect of the lake. 

On approaching the shed, I found that it had once been a boat¬ 
house, and that an attempt had apparently been made to convert it 
afterwards into a sort of rude arbour, by placing inside it a hrwood 
scat, a few stools, and a table. I entered the place, and sat down for 
a little while to rest and get my breath again. 

I had not been in the boat-house more than a minute, when it struck 
me that the sound of my own quick breathing was very strangely 
echoed by something beneath me. I listened intently for a moment, 
and heard a low, thick, sobbing breath that seemed to come from the 
ground under the scat which I was occupying. My nerves are not 
easily shaken by trifles ; but, on this occasion, 1 start^ to my feet in a 
fright—called out—received no answer—summoned back my recreant 
courage—and looked under the scat. 

There, crouched up in the farthest comer, lay the forlorn cause of 
my terror, in the shape of a poor little dog—a black and white spaniel. 
The creature moaned feebly when 1 looked at it and called to it, but 
never stirred. I moved away the seat and looked closer. The poor 
little dog’s eyes were glazing fast, and there were spots of blood on its 
glossy white side. The misery of a weak, helpless, dumb creature is 
surely one of the saddest of all the mournful sights which this world can 
show. I lifted the poor dog in my arms as gently as I could, and con¬ 
trived a sort of make-shift hammock for him to lie in, by gathering up 
the front of my dress all roimd him . In this way I took the creature, 
as painlessly as possible, and as fast as possible, back to the house. 

Finding no one in the hall, 1 went up at once to my own sitting- 
room, made a bed for the dog with one of my old shawls, and rang the 
bell. The largest and fattest of all possible housemaids answered it, 
in a state of cheerful stupidity which would have provoked the patience 
of a saint. The girl’s fat, shapeless face acn^y stretched into a 
broad grin, at the sight of the woimded creature on the floor. 

** What do you see there to laugh at ? 1 asked, as angrily as if she 

had been a servant of my own. Do you know whose dog it is ? ** 
No, miss, that I certainly don’t.’* She stopped, and looked down 
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at the spaniel’s injured side—brightened suddenly with the irradiation 
of a new idea—and, pointing to the wound, w'ith a chuckle of satisfac¬ 
tion, said, “ That’s Baxter’s doings, that is.” 

I was so exasperated that I could have boxed her ears. “ Baxter ? ” 
I said. “ Who is the brute you call Baxter ? ” 

The girl grinned again, more cheerfully than ever. * Bless you, 
miss ! Baxter s the keeper ; and when he hnds strange dogs hunting 
about, he t^es and shoots ’em. It’s keeper’s dooty, miss. I think 
mat dog will die. Here’s where he’s been shot, ain’t it ? That’s 
Baxter s doings, that is. Baxter’s doings, miss, and Baxter’s dooty.” 

I was almost wicked enough to wish that Baxter had shot thc.house- 
]:^d instead of the dog. Seeing that it was quite useless to expect 
tlus densely impenetrable personage to give me any help in relieving 
the suffering creature at our feet, I told her to request the house¬ 
keeper’s attendance, with my compliments. She went out exactly as 
she had come in, grinning from ear to ear. As the door closed on her 
she said to herself, softly, “ It’s Baxter’s doings and Baxter’s dooty— 
that’s what it is.” 

The housekeeper, a person of some education and intelligence, 
thoughtfully brought up-stairs with her some milk and some warm 
water. The instant she saw the dog on the floor, she started and 
changed colour. 

“ Why, Lord bless me,” cried the housekeeper, “ that must be Mrs 
Catherick’s dog! ” 

‘‘ Whose ? ” I asked, in the utmost astonishment. 

“ Mrs. Catherick’s. You seem to know Mrs. Catherick, Miss 
• Halcombc ? ” 

Not personally. But I have heard of her. Does she live here ? 
Has she had any news of her daughter ? ” 

“ No, Miss Halcombe. She came here to ask for news ” 

“ When ? ” 

Oifly yesterday. She said some one had reported that a stranger 
answering to the description of her daughter had been seen in our 
neighbourhood. No such report has reached us here ; and no such 
report was known in the village, when I sent to make inquiries there on 
Aw. Catherick’s account. She certainly brought this poor little dog 
with her when she came; and I saw it trot out after her when she went 

}■ the creature strayed into the planmtions, and got shot. 

Where did you find it. Miss Halcombe ? ” 

‘‘ In the old shed that looks out on the lake.” 

y^> is the plantation side, and the poor thing dragged 
Itself, I suppose, to the nearest shelter, as dogs will, to die. If you 
moisten its lips with the milk. Miss Halcombe, I will wash the 
clotted hair from the wound. I am very much a&aid it is too late to 
do any good. However, we can but try.” 

Mrs. Catherick I The name still rang in my cars, as if the house¬ 
keeper had only that moment surprised me by uttering it. While we 
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were attending to the dog, the words of Walter Hartright’s caution to 
me returned to my memory. “ If ever Aime Catherick crosses your 
path, make better use of the opportunity. Miss Halcombc, than I made 
of it.” The finding of the wounded spaniel had led me already to the 
discovery of Mrs. Caiherick’s visit to Blackwater Park; and that 
event might lead, in its turn, to something more. I determined to 
make the most of the chance which was now offered to me, and to gain 
as much information as I could. 

” Did you say that Mrs. Catherick lived anywhere in this neighbour¬ 
hood ? ” I asked. 

“ Ob, dear, no,” said the housekeeper. “ She lives at Welmingham ; 
quite at the other end of the county—five-and-twenty miles off, at 
least.” 

“ I suppose you have known Mrs. Catherick for some years ? ” 

“ On the contrary, Miss Halcombe ; I never saw her before she 
came here, yesterday. I had heard of her, of course, because I had 
heard of Sir Percival’s kindness in putting her daughter under medical 
care. Mrs. Catherick is rather a strange person in her manners, but 
extremely respectable-looking. She seemed sorely put out, when she 
found that there was no foundation—none, at least, that any of ns could 
discover—for the report of her daughter having been seen in this 
neighbourhood.” 

“ I am rather interested about Mrs. Catherick,” I went on, <xn- 
tinuing tlic conversation as long as possible. “ I Nvish I had arrived 
here soon enough to see her yesterday. Did she stay for any length 
of time ? ” 

“ Yes,” said the housekeeper, “ she stayed for some time. And 
I think she would have remained longer, if I had not been called away 
to speak to a strange gentleman—a gentleman who came to ask when 
Sir Percival was expected back. Mrs. Catherick got up and left at 
once, when she heard the maid tell me what the visitor’s errand was. 
She said to me, at parting, that there was no need to tell Sir Percival 
of her coming here. I thought that rather an odd remark to make, 
especially to a person in my responsible situation.” 

I thought it an odd remark, too. Sir Percival had certainly led me 
to believe, at Limmeridge, that the most perfect confidence existed 
between himself and Mrs. Catherick. If that was the case, why should 
she be anxious to have her visit at Blackwater Park kept a secret from 
him ? 

“ Probably,” I said, seeing that the housekeeper expected me to 
give my opinion on Mrs. Ca^erick’s parting words; ** probably, she 
thought the aimotmcement of her visit mi^t vex Sir Percival to no 
purpose, by r emindin g him that her lost daughter was not found yet. 
Did she talk much on that subject ? ” 

“ Very little,” replied the housekeeper. “ She talked principally of 
Sir Percival, and a^ed a great many questions about where he had 
been traveling, and what sort of a lady iris new wife was. She seemed 
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to b€ more soured and put out than distressed, by failing to find any 
traces of her daughter in these pans. ‘ I give her up ’ were the last 
words she said that I can remember ^ ‘ I give her up, rna’am, for lost.’ 
And from that, she passed at once to her questions about Lady Glyde ; 
wanting to know if she was a handsome, amiable lady, comely and 
healthy and young—Ah, dear ! I thought how it would end. Look, 
Miss Halcombe ! the poor thing is out of its misery at last! ” 

The dog was dead. It had given a faint, sobbing cry, it had suffered 
an instant^s convulsion of the limbs, just as those last words, “ comely 
and healthy and young,” dropped from the housekeeper’s lips. The 
change had happened with startling suddenness—in one moment the 
creature lay lifeless under our hands. 

Eight o’clock. I have just returned from dining down-stairs, in 
solitary state. The sunset is burning redly on tlie wilderness of trees 
that I see from my window ; and I am poring over my journal again, to 
calm my impatience for the return of the travellers. They ought to 
have arrived, by my calculations, before this. How still and lonely 
the house is in the drowsy evening quiet! Oh me ! how many minutes 
more before I hear the carriage wheels and run downstairs to find myself 
in Laura’s arms ? 

The poor little dog! I wish my first day at Blackwater Park had 
not been associated with death—though it is only the death of a stray 
animal. 

Welmingham—I sec, on looking back through these private pages of 
i^e, that Welmingham is the name of the place where Mrs. Catherick 
lives. Her note is still in my possession, the note in answer to that 
letter about her unhappy daughter which Sir Percival obliged me to 
write. One of these days, when I can find a safe opportunity, I will 
take the note with me by way of introduction, and try what I can make 
of Mrs. Catherick at a personal interview. I don’t understand her 
wishing to^conceal her visit to this place from Sir Percival’s knowledge; 
and I don’t feel half so sure, as the housekeeper seems to do, that her 
daughter Anne is not in the neighbourhood, after all. What would 
Walter Hartright have said in this emergency ? Poor, dear Hartright! 

I am beginnmg to feel the want of his honest advice and his w illin g 
help, already. 

Sinely, I heard something. Was it a bustle of footsteps below stairs ? 
Yes I I hear the horses’ feet; I hear the rolling wheels- 

II 

July 1st.—The confusion of their arrival has had time to subside. 
Two days have elapsed since the return of the travellers; and that 
mterv^ has sufficed to put the new machinery of our lives at Black- 
water Park in fair working order. I may now return to my journal, 

wim some little c h a n ce of being able to continue the entries in it as 
collectedly as usual. 
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I think I must begin by putting down an odd remark, which has 
suggested itself to me since Laura came back. 

When nv’o members of a family, or two intimate friends, are separated, 
and one goes abroad and one remains at home, the return of the relative 
or friend who has been travelling always seems to place the relative or 
friend who has been staying at home at a painful disadvantage, when 
the two first met. The sudden encounter of the new thoughts and new 
habits eagerly gained in the one case, with the old thoughts and old 
habits passively preserved in the other, seems, at first, to part the sym¬ 
pathies of the most loving relatives and the fondest friends, and to set a 
sudden strangeness, unexpected by both and uncontrollable by both, 
between them on cither side. After the first happiness of my meeting 
with Laura was over, after wc had sat down together, hand in hand, to 
recover breath enough and calmness enough to talk, I felt this strange¬ 
ness instantly, and I could see that she felt it too. It has partially worn 
away, now that wc have fallen back into most of our old habits : and it 
will probably disappear before long. But it has certainly had an 
influence over the first impressions that I have formed of her, now 
that wc arc living together again—for which reason only I have thought 
fit to mention it here. 

She has found me unaltered ; but I have found her changed. 

Changed in person, and, in one respect, changed in character. I 
cannot absolutely say that she is less beautiful than she used to be: I 
can only say that she is less beautiful to me. 

Others, who do not look at her with my eyes and my recollections, 
would probably think her improved. There is more colour, and more 
decision and roundness of outline in her face than there used to be; 
and her figure seems more firmly set, and more sure and easy in all its 
movements than it was in her maiden days. But I miss something 
when I look at her—something that once belonged to the happy, 
innocent life of Laura Fairlie, and that I cannot find in Lady Glyde. 
There was, in the old times, a freshness, a softness, an ever-varying ^d 
yet ever-remaining tenderness of beauty in her face, the charm of which 
it is not possible to express in words—or, as poor Hartright used often 
to say, in painting, either. This is gone. I thought I saw the ft^t 
reflexion of it, for a moment, when she turned pale under the agitation 
of our sudden meeting, on the evening of her return j but it has never 
reappeared since. None of her letters had prepared me for a personal 
change in her. On the contrary, they had led me to expect that her 
marriage had left her, in appearance at least, quite imaltered. Perhaps, 
I read her letters wrongly, in the past, and am now reading her face 
wrongly, in the present ? No matter! Whether her beauty has 
gained, or whether it has lost, in the last six months, the separation, 
cither way, has made her own dear self more precious to me than ever— 
and that is one good result of her marriage, at any rate I 

The second change, the change that 1 have observed in her character, 
has not surprised me, because I was prepared for it, in this case, by the 
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tone of her letters. Now that she is at home again, I tiiid her just as 
unwilling to enter into any details on the subject of her married life, as 
I had previously found her, all through the time of our separation, 
when we could only communicate with each other by writing. At 
the first approach I made to the forbidden topic, she put her liand on 
my lips, with a look and gesture which touchingly, almost painfully, 
recalled to my memory the days of her girlhood and the happy bygone 
time when there were no secrets between us. 

Whenever you and I are together, Marian,” she said, “ we shall 
both be happier and easier with one another, if we accept my married 
life for what it is, and say and think as little about it as possible. I 
would tell you everything, darling, about myself,” she wont on, ner¬ 
vously buckling and unbuckling the ribbon round my waist, “ if my 
confidences could only end there. But they could not—they would 
lead me into confidences about my husband, too ; and now, 1 am 
married, I th i nk I had better avoid them, for his sake, and for your sake, 
and for mine. I don’t say that they would distress you, or distress 
me—I wouldn’t have you think that for the world. But—I want to be 
so happy, now I have got you back again; and I want you to be so 

^ 3 PPy> ^00-” She broke oQ' abruptly, and looked round the room, my 

own sitting-room, in which we were taking. “ Ah ! ” shecried, clapping 
her hands with a bright smile of recognition, “ another old friend found 
already! Your bookcase, Marian—your dcar-litile-shabby-old-satin- 
wood bookcase—how' glad I am you brought it with you from Liin- 
meridge ! And the horrid, heavy, man’s umbrella, tliai you always 
would walk out with when it rained ! And, first and foremost of all, your 
own dear, dark, clever, gipsy-face, looking at me just as usual! It is 
so like home again to be here. How can we make it more like home 
still ? I will put my father’s portrait in your room instead of in mine— 
and I will keep all my little treasures from Limmeridge here—and we 
will pass hours and hours every day with these four friendly walls round 
us. Oh, Marian! ” she said, suddenly seating herself on a footstool 
at my knees, and looking up earnestly in my face, “ promise you will 
never marry, and leave me. It is selfish to say so, but you arc so much 
better off as a single woman—unless—unless you are very fond of your 
husband—but you won’t be very fond of anybody but me, will you ? ” 
She stopped again; crossed my hands on my lap; and laid her face 
on them. “ Have you been writing many letters, and receiving many 
letters, lately ? ” she asked, in low, suddenly-altered tones. I imdcr- 
stood what the question meant; but I thought it my duty not to en¬ 
courage her by meeting her half way. “ Have you heard from liim ? ” 
she went on, coaxing me to forgive the more direct appeal on which 
she now ventured, by kissing my hands, upon which her face rested. 

Is he well and happy, and getting on in his profession ? Has he 
recovered himself—and forgotten me } ” 

She should not have asked those questions. She should have re¬ 
membered her own resolution, on the morning when Sir Percival held 
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her to her marriage engagement, and when she resigned the book of 
Hartright’s drawings into ray hands for ever. But, ah me ! where is 
the faultless human creature who can persevere in a good resolution, 
without sometimes failing and falling back ? Where is the woman who 
has ever really torn from her heart the image that has been once fixed 
in it by a true love ? Books tell us that such unearthly creatures have 
existed—but what docs our own experience say in answer to books ? 

I made no attempt to remonstrate with her : perhaps, because I 
sincerely appreciated the fearless candour which let me see, what other 
women in her position might have had reasons for concealing even from 
their dearest friends—perhaps, because I felt, in my own heart and 
conscience, that in her place I should have asked the same questions 
and had the same thoughts. All I could honestly do was to reply that 
I had not \\Titten to him or heard from him lately, and then to turn 
the conversation to less dangerous topics. 

There has been much to sadden me in our interview—my first 
confidential interview with her since her return. The change which 
her marriage has produced in our relations towards each other, by 
placing a forbidden subject between us, for the first time in our lives ; 
the melancholy conviction of the dearth of all warmth of feeling, of all 
close sympathy, between her husband and herself, which her own un¬ 
willing words now force on my mind ; the distressing discovery that the 
influence of that ill-fated attachment still remains (no matter how 
innocently, how harmlessly) rooted as deeply as ever in her heart—all 
these arc disclosures to sadden any woman who loves her as dearly, and 
feels for her as acutely, as I do. 

There is only one consolation to set against them—a consolauon 
that ought to comfort me, and that does comfort me. All the graces 
and gentleness of her character ; all the frank affection of her nature ; 
all tlie sweet, simple, womanly charms which used to make her the 
darling and delight of every one who approached her, have come back 
to me witli herself. Of my other impressions I am sometimes a little 
inclined to doubt. Of this last, best, happiest of all impressions, I 
grow more and more certain, every hour in the day. 

Let me turn, now, from her to her travelling compamons. Her 
husband must engage my attention first. What have 1 observed in 
Sir Percival, since his return, to improve my opinion of him ? 

I can hardly say. Small vexations and annoyances seem to have 
beset him since he came back : and no man, imder those circumstances, 
is ever presented at his best. He looks, as I think, thinner than he was- 
when he left England. His wearisome cough and his comfortlew 
restlessness have certainly increased. His manner—at least, his 
manner towards me—is much more abrupt than it used to be. He 
greeted me, on the evening of his return, with little or nothing of the 
ceremony and civility of former times—no polite speeches of welcome 
—no appearance of extraordinary gratification at seeing me—nothing 
but a short shake of the hand, and a sharp “ How-d*ye-do, Miss 
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Halcorabe—glad to sec you again.” He seemed to accept me as one 
of the necessary fixtures of BIack^vater Park ; to be satisfied at finding 
me established in my proper place ; and then to pass me over altogether^ 

Most men show something of their disposition in their owti houses, 
which they have concealed elsewhere j and Sir Pcrcival has already 
chsplayed a mania for order and regularity, which is quite a new revela¬ 
tion of him, so far as my previous knowledge of his character is con¬ 
cerned. If I take a book from the library and leave it on the table, he 
follows me, and puts it back again. If I rise from a chair, and let it 
remain where I have been sitting, he carefully restores it to its proper 
place against the wall. He picks up stray flower-blossoms from the 
carpet, and mutters to himself as discontentedly as if they were hot 
cinders burning holes in it; and he storms at the servants, if there is a 
crease in the tablecloth, or a knife missing from its place at the dinner- 
table, as fiercely as if they had personally insulted him. 

I have already referred to the small annoyances which appear to 
have troubled him since his return. Much of the alteration for the 
worse which I have noticed in liim, may be due to these. I try to 
persuade myself that it is so, because I am anxious not to be disheartened 
already about the future. It is certainly trying to any man’s temper to 
be met by a vexation the moment he sets foot in his own house again, 
after a long absence ; and this annoying circumstance did really happen 
to Sir Percival in my presence. 

On the evening of their arrival, the housekeeper followed me into 
^e hall to receive her master and mistress and their guests. The 
instant he saw her, Sir Pcrcival asked if any one had called lately. The 
housekeeper mentioned to him, in reply, what she had previously 
mentioned to me, the visit of the strange gentleman to make inquiries 
about the time of her master’s return. He asked immediately for the 
gentleman s name. No name had been left. The gentleman’s business ? 
No business had been mentioned. What was the gentleman like ? 
The housekeeper tried to describe him; but failed to distinguish the 
namelws visitor hy any personal peculiarity which her master could 
recognise. Sir Percival frowned, stamped angrily on the floor, and 
walked on into the house, taking no notice of anybody. Why he 
should have been so discomposed by a trifle I cannot say—but he was 
seriously discomposed, beyond all doubt. 

Upon the whole, it will be best, perhaps, if I abstain from forming a 
decisive opinion of his manners, language, and conduct in his own 
house^ uniiJ time has enabled him to shake off the anxieties, whatever 
they may be, which now evidently trouble his mind in secret. I will 
mm over to a new page ; and my pen shall let Laura’s husband alone 
for the present. 

The two guests—the Count and Countess Fosco—come next in my 
catalogue. I will dispose of the Countess first, so as to have done with 
the woman as soon as possible. 

Laura was certainly not chargeable with any exaggeration, in writing 
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me word tiiat 1 should hardly recognise her auni again, when we met. 
Never before have I beheld such a change produced in a woman by 
her marriage as has been produced in Madame Fosco. 

As Eleanor Fairlic (aged seven-and-thirty), she was always talking 
pretentious nonsense, and always worrying the unfortunate men with 
cvciy small exaction which a vain and foolish woman can impose on 
long-suffering male humanity. As Madame Fosco (aged threc-and- 
foriy), she sits for hours together without saying a word, frozen up in 
the strangest mamier in herself. The hideously ridiculous love*locks 
which used to hang on cither side of her face arc now replaced by stiff 
little rows of vco' short curls, of the son one secs in old-fashioned 
wigs. A plain, matronly cap covers her head, and makes her look, for 
the first time in her lil'e, since I remember her, like a decent woman. 
Nobody (putting her husband out of tlie question, of course) now sees 
in her, what everybody once saw—I mean the structure of the female 
skeleton, in the upper regions of the collar-bones and the shoulder- 
blades. Clad in quiet black or grey gowns, made high round the throat 
—dresses that she would have laughed at, or screamed at, as the whim 
of the moment inclined her, in her maiden days—she sits speechless in 
corners ; her dry white hands ($0 dry that the pores of her skin look 
chalky) incessantly engaged, either in monotonous embroidery work, 
or in rolling up endless cigarettes for tlie Count’s own particular 
smoking. On the few occasions when her cold blue eyes are off her 
work, they arc generally turned on her husband, with the look of mute 
submissive inquiry which wc arc all familiar with in the eyes of a faith¬ 
ful dog. The only approach to an inward thaw which 1 have yet 
detected under her outer covering of icy constraint, has betrayed its^, 
once or twice, in the form of a suppressed tigerish jealousy of any 
woman in the house (the maids included) to whom tlic Count speaks, 
or on whom he looks, with anything approaching to special interest or 
attention. Except in this one paitlcular, she is always, morning, 
noon, and night, indoors and out, fair weather or foul, as cold as a 
statue, and as impenetrable as the stone out of which it is cut. For 
the common purposes of society the extraordinary change thus pro¬ 
duced in her, is, beyond all doubt, a change for the better, seeing that 
it has transformed her into a civil, silent, unobtrusive woman, who is 
never in the way. Mow far she is really reformed or deteriorated in 
her secret self, is another question. I have once or twice seen sudden 
changes of expression on her pinched Ups, and heard sudden inBexions 
of tone in her calm voice, which have led me to suspect that her present 
state of suppression may have sealed up something dangerous in her 
nature, which used to evaporate harmlessly in the ireedom of her 
former life. It is quite possible that 1 may be altogether wrong 
in this idea. My own impression, however, is that I am right. Time 
will show. 

And the magician who has wrought this wonderful transformation— 
the foreign husband who has tamed this once wayward EngUshwoman 
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till her own relaaoos hardly know her again—the Count himself? 
What of the Count ? 

This in two words ; He looks like a man who could tame anything. 
If he had married a tigress, instead of a woman, he would have tamed 
the tigress. It he had married me, I should have made his cigarettes 
as his wife does—I should have held my tongue when he looked at me, 
as she holds hers. 

I am almost afraid to confess it, even to these secret pages. The 
man has interested me, lias attracted me, has forced me to like him. In 
two short days, he has made his way straight into my favourable 
estimation—and how he has worked the miracle, is more than I 
can tell. 

It absolutely startles me, now he is in my mind, to find how plainly 
I see him !—how much more plainly than I sec Sir Percival, or Mr. 
F^Ue, or Walter Hartright, or any other absent person of whom I 
t hink , with the one exception of Laura herself! I can hear lui voice, 
as if he was speaking at this moment. 1 know what his conversation 
yesterday, as well as if I was hearing it now. How am I to describe 
him ? There are peculiarities in his personal appearance, his habits, 
and his amusements which I should blame in the boldest terms, or 
ridicule in the most merciless manner, if I had seen them in another 
man. What is it that makes me unable to blame them, or to ridicule 
them in hitn ? 

For example, he is immensely fat. Before this time, I have always 
cspcaally disliked corpulent humanity. I have always maintained 
that the popular notion of connecting excessive grossness of size and 
excessive good-humour as inseparable allies, was equivalent to declaring, 
either that no people but amiable people ever get fat, or that the 
^idenial addition of so many pounds of flesh has a directly favourable 
influence over the disposition of the person on whose body they accumu¬ 
late. I have invariably combated both these absurd assertions by 
quoting examples of fat people who were as mean, vicious, and cruel, as 
the leanest and the worst of their neighbours. 1 have asked whether 
Henry the Eighth was an amiable character ? Whether Pope Alexander 
the Sixth was a good man ? Whether Mr. Murderer and Mrs. Mur¬ 
deress Manning were not both unusually stout people ? Whether 
hired nurses, proverbially as cruel a set of women as are to be found in 
all England, were not, for the most pan, also as fat a set of women 
as are to be found in all England ?—-and so on, through dozens of other 
examples, modem and ancient, native and foreign, high and low. 
Holding these strong opinions on the subject with might and main, as 
I do at this* momen^ here, nevertheless, is Count Fosco, as fat as 
Henry the Eighth himself, established in my favour, at one day’s 
notice, without let or hindrance from his own odious corpulence. 
Marvellous indeed! 

Is it his face that has recommended him ? 

It may be his face. He is a most remarkable likeness, on a large 
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scale, of the great Nap>olcon. His features have Napoleon’s magni¬ 
ficent regularity ; his expression recalls the grandly calm, immovable 
power of the Great Soldier’s face. This striking resemblance cenainly 
impressed me, to begin with; but there is something in him besides 
the resemblance, which has impressed me more. I think the influence 
I am now trying to find, is in his eyes. They arc the most unfathomable 
grey eyes I ever saw : and they have at times a cold, clear, beautiful, 
irresistible glitter in them, which forces me to look at him, and yet causes 
me sensations, when I do look, which I would rather not feel. Other 
pans of his face and head have their strange peculiarities. His com¬ 
plexion, for instance, has a singular sallow-fairness, so much at variance 
with the dark-brown colour of his hair, that I suspect the hair of being a 
wig ; and his face, closely shaven all over, is smoother and freer from 
all marks and wrinkles than mine, though (according to Sir Percival’s 
account of him) he is close on sixty years of age. But these arc not the 
prominent personal characteristics which distinguish him, to my mind, 
from all the other men I have ever seen. The marked pecuharity 
which singles him out from the rank and file of humanity, lies entirely, 
so far as I can tell at present, in the extraordinary expression and 
extraordinary power of his eyes. 

His manner, and his command of our language, may also have 
assisted him, in some degree, to establish himself in my good opinion. 
He has that quiet deference, that look of pleased, attentive interest, in 
listening to a woman, and that secret gentleness in his voice, in speaking 
to a woman, w'hich, say what we may, we can none of us resist. Here, 
too, his unusual command of the English language necessarily helps 
him. 1 had often heard of the extraordinary aptitude which many 
Italians show in mastering our strong, hard. Northern speech; but, 
until I saw Count Fosco, 1 had never supposed it possible that any 
foreigner could have spoken English as he speaks it. There are times 
when it is almost impossible to detect, by Us accent, that he is not a 
countryman of our own ; and, as for fluency, there are very few bom 
Englishmen who can talk with as few stoppages and repetitions as the 
Count. He may construct his sentences, more or less, in the foreign 
way ; but I have never yet heard him use a wrong expression or hesitate 
for a moment in his choice of a word. 

AU the smallest characteristics of this strange man have something 
strikingly original and perplexingly contradictory in tliem. Fat as he 
is, and old as he is, his movements are astonishingly light and easy. 
He is as noiseless in a room as any of us women ; and, more than that, 
with all his look of unmistakable mental firmness and power, he is as 
nervously sensitive as the weakest of us. He starts at chance noises as 
inveterately as Laura herself. He winced and shuddered yesterday, 
when Sir Percival beat one of the spaniels, so that 1 felt ashamed of 
my own want of tenderness and sensibility, by comparison with the 
Count. 

The relation of this last incident reminds me of one of bis most 
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curious peculiarities, which I have not yet mentioned—hjs extra¬ 
ordinary fondness for pet animals. 

Some of these he has left on the Continent, but he has brought with 
him to this house a cockatoo, two canary-birds, and a whole family of 
white mice. He attends to all the necessities of these strange favourites 
himself, and he has taught tlie creatures to be surprisingly fond of him, 
and familiar with him. The cockatoo, a most vicious and treacherous 
bird towards everyone else, absolutely seems to love him. When he 
lets it out of its cage, it hops on to his knee, and claws its way up his 
great big body, and rubs its top-knot against his sallow double chin in 
the most caressing manner imaginable. He has only to set the doors of 
the canaries’ cages open, and to call them ; and the pretty little cleverly 
trained creatures perch fearlessly on his hand, mount his fat outstretched 
fingers one by one, when he tells them to “ go up-stairs,” and sing 
together as if they would burst their throats with delight, when they 
got on tlie lop finger. His white mice live in a little pagoda of gaily- 
painted wirework, designed and made by himself. They arc almost as 
tame as the canaries, and they are perpetually let out, like the canaries. 
They crawl all over him, popping in and out of his waistcoat, and sitting 
in couples, white as snow, on his capacious shoulders. He seems to be 
even fonder of his mice than of his other pets, smiles at them, and kisses 
them, and calls them by all sorts of endearing names. If it be possible 
to suppose an Englishman with any taste for such childish interests and 
amusements as these, that Englishman would certainly feel rather 
ashamed of them, and would be anxious to apologise for them, in the 
company of grown-up people. But the Count, apparently, sees nothing 
ridiculous in the amazing contrast between his colossal self and his frail 
little pets. He would blandly kiss his white mice, and nvittcr to liis 
canary-birds amid an assembly of English fox-hunters, and would 
only pity them as barbarians when they were all laughing their loudest 
at him . 

It seems hardly credible, while I am writing it down, but it is certainly 
true, that this same man, who has all the fondness of an old maid for 
his cockatoo, and all the small dexterities of an organ-boy in managing 
his white mice, can talk, when anything happens to rouse him, with a 
daring independence of thought, a knowledge of books in every language, 
and an experience of society in half the capitals of Europe, which would 
make him the prominent personage of any assembly in the civilised 
world. This trainer of canary-birds, this architea of a pagoda for 
white mice, is (as Sir Percival himself has told me) one of the first 
experimental chemists living, and has discovered, among other wonder¬ 
ful inventions, a means of petrifying the body after death, so as to 
preserve it, as hard as marble, to the end of time. This fat, indolent, 
elderly man, whose nerves are so finely strung that he starts at chance 
noises, and winces when he sees a house-spaniel get a whipping, went 
into the stable-yard on the morning after lus arrival, and put his hand 
on the head of a chained bloodhound—a beast so savage ^at the very 
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groom who feeds him keeps out of his reach. His wife and I 
were present, and I shall not forget the scene that followed, short 
as It was. 

“ Mind iliat dog, sir,” said the g^oom; “ he flies at everybody ! ” 

“ He does iliat, my friend,” replied the Count quietly, “ because 
everybody is afraid of Iiim. Let us sec if he flics at And he 

laid his plump, yellow-white fingers, on which the canary-birds had 
been perching ten minutes before, upon the formidable brute’s head; 
and looking him straight in the eyes. “ You big dogs are all cowards,” 
he said, addressing the animal contemptuously, with his face and the 
dog’s within an inch of each other. “ You would kill a poor cat, you 
infernal coward. You would fiy at a starving beggar, you infernal 
coward. Anything that you can surprise unawares—anything that is 
afraid of your big body, and your wicked while teeth, and your slobber¬ 
ing, bloodtliirsiy moudi, is the thing you like to fly at. You could 
throttle me at this moment, you mean, miserable bully ; and you 
daren’t so much as look me in the face, because I’m not ^raid of you. 
Will you think better of it, and try your teeth in my fat neck ? Bah ! 
not you ! ” He turned away, laughing at the astonishment of the men 
in the yard ; and the dog crept back meekly to his kennel. “ Ah ! my 
nice waistcoat! ” he said, pathetically. “ I am sorry I came here. 
Some of tliat brute’s slobber has got on my pretty clean waistcoat.” 
Those words express another of his incomprehensible oddities. He is 
as fond of fine clothes as the veriest fool in existence ; and has appeared 
in four magnificent waistcoats, already—all of light garish colours, and 
all immensely large even for him—in the two days of his residence at 
Blackwaicr Park. 

His tact and cleverness in small things are quite as noticeable as the 
singular inconsistencies in his character, and the childish triviality of 
his ordinary tastes and pursuits. 

I can see already that he means to live on excellent terms with all of 
us, during the period of his sojourn in this place. He has evidently 
discovered that Laura secretly dislikes him (she confessed as much to 
me, when 1 pressed her on the subject)—but he has also found out 
that she is extravagantly fond of flowers. Whenever she wants a nose¬ 
gay, he has got one to give her, gathered and arranged by himself; 
and, greatly to my amusement, he is always cunningly provided with a 
duplicate, composed of exactly tlie same flowers, grouped in exactly 
the same way, to appease his icily jealous wife, before she can so much 
as think herself aggrieved. His management of the Countess (in public) 
is a sight to see. He bows to her; he habitually addresses her as ** my 
angel j ” he carries his canaries to pay her little visits on his fingers, 
and to sing to her ; he kisses her hand, when she gives him his ci^ettes; 
he presents her with sugar-plums, in return, which he puts into her 
mouth playfully, from a box in his pocket. The rod of iron with which 
he rules her never appears in company—it is a private rod, and is always 
kept upstairs. 
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His method of recommending himself to me is entirely different. 
He flaners my vanity, by talking to me as seriously and sensibly as if 
I was a man. Yes ! I can find him out when I am away from liim ; 
I know he flatters my vanity, when I think of him up there, in my own 
room—and yet, when I go downstairs, and get into his company 
again, he will bhnd me again, and I shall be flattered again, just as if 
I had never found him out at all ! He can manage me, as he manages 
his wife and Laura, as he managed the bloodhound in the stable-yard, 
as he manages Sir Percival himself, even,' hour in the day. “ My 
good Percival ! how I like your rough English humour ! ”—“ My 
good Percival, how I enjoy your solid English sense I ” He puts the 
rudest remarks Sir Percival can make on his effeminate tastes and 
amusements, quietly away from him in that manner—always calling 
the baronet by his Christian name ; smiling at him with the calmest 
superiority; patting him on the shoulder; and bearing with him 
benignantly, as a good-humoured father bears with a wayward son. 

The interest which I really cannot help feeling in this strangely 
original man, has led me to question Sir Percival about his past 
life. 

Sir Percival either knows little, or will tell me httlc, about it. He 
and the Count first met many years ago, at Rome, under the dangerous 
circumstances to which I have alluded elsewhere. Since that time, 
they have been perpetually together in London, in Paris, and in Vienna 
—but never in ItLy again; the Count having, oddly enough, not 
crossed the frontiers of his native country for years past. Perhaps he 
has been made the victim of some political persecution ? At all events, 
he seems to be patriotically anxious not to lose sight of any of his own 
countrymen who may happen to be in England. On the evening of 
his arrival, he asked how far wc were from the nearest town, and whether 
we knew of any Italian gentlemen who might happen to be settled there. 
He is certainly in correspondence with people on the Continent, for his 
letters have all sorts of odd stamps on them ; and I saw one for him, 
this morning, waiting in his place at the breakfast-table, with a huge, 
official-looking seal on it. Perhaps he is in correspondence with his 
government ? And yet, that is hardly to be reconciled, either, with my 
other idea that he may be a political exile. 

How much I seem to have written about Count Fosco 1 And what 
docs it all amount to ?—as poor, dear Mr. Gilmore would ask, in his 
impenetrable business-like way. I can only repeat that I do assuredly 
feel, even on this short acquaintance, a strange, half-willing, half- 
unwilling liking for the Coimt. He seems to have established over me 
the same sort of ascendancy which he has evidently gained over Sir 
Percival. Free, and even rude, as he may occasionally be in his manner 
towards his fat friend, Sir Percival is nevertheless afraid, as I can plainly 
see, of giving any serious offence to the Count. 1 wonder whether I am 
afraid, too ? I certainly never saw a man, in all my experience, whom 
I should be so sorry to have for an enemy. Is this because I like him. 
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or because I am afraid of him ? Chi sa ? —as Count Fosco might say 
in his own language. Who knows ? 

July 2 nd.—Something to chronicle, to-day, besides my own ideas 
and impressions. A visitor has arrived—quite unknown to Laura and 
to me ; and, apparently, quite unexpected by Sir PercivaJ. 

We were all at lunch, in the room with the new French windows 
that open into the verandah ; and the Coimt (who devours pastry as 
I have never yet seen it devoured by any human beings but girls at 
boarding-schools) had just amused us by asking gravely for his fourth 
tart—when the servant entered, to announce the visitor. 

“ Mr. Merriman has just come. Sir Percival, and wishes to see you 
immediately.” 

Sir Percival started, and looked at the man, with an expression of 
angry alarm. 

“ Mr. Merriman ! ” he repeated, as if he thought his own cars must 
have deceived him. 

“ Yes, Sir Percival: Mr. Merriman, from London.” 

“ Where is he ? ” 

“ In the library. Sir Percival.” 

He left the table the instant the last answer was given ; and hurried 
out of the room without saying a word to any of us. 

“ Who is Mr. Merriman ? ” asked Laura, appealing to me. 

“ I have not the least idea,” was all I could say in reply. 

The Count had finished his fourth tart, and had gone to a side-table 
to look after his vicious cockatoo. He turned round to us, with the 
bird perched on his shoulder. 

“ Mr. Merriman is Sir Percival’s solicitor,” he said quietly. 

Sir Percival’s solicitor. It was a perfectly straightforward answer 
to Laura’s question; and yet, under the circumstances, it was not 
satisfactory. If Mr. Merriman had been specially sent for by his 
client, tlicrc would have been nothing very wonderful in his leaving 
town to obey the summons. But when a lawyer travels from London 
to Hampshire, without being sent for, and when his arrival at a gentle¬ 
man’s bouse seriously startles the gentleman himself, it may be safely 
taken for granted that the legal visitor is the bearer of some very 
important and very unexpected news—news which may be either very 
good or vc^ bad, but which cannot, in either case, be of the common 
everyday kind. 

Laura and I sat silent at the table, for a quarter of an hour or more, 
wondering uneasily what bad happened, and waiting for the chance of 
Sir Pcrcival’s speedy return. There were no signs of his return; and 
we rose to leave the room. 

The Coimt, attentive as usual, advanced from the comer in which he 
had been feeding his cockatoo, with the bird still perched on his 
shoulder, and opened the door for us. Laura and Madame Fosco 
went out first. Just as I was on the point of following them, he made 
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a sign with his hand, and spoke to me, before I passed him, in the oddest 
manner. 

“ Yes,"’ he said ; quietly answering the unexpressed idea at that 
moment in my mind, as if I had plainly confided it to him in so many 
words—“ yes. Miss Halcombe ; somet^g /!as happened.” 

I was on the point of answering, “ I never said so.” But the vicious 
cockatoo ruflSed his clipped wings, and gave a screech that set all my 
nerves on edge in an instant, and made me only too glad to get out of 
the room. 

I joined Laura at the foot of the stairs. The thought in her mind 
was the same as the thought in mine, which Count Fosco had surprised 
—and, when she spoke, her words were almost the echo of his. She, 
too, said to me, secretly, that she was afraid something had happened. 

Ill 

July 2 nd.—I have a few lines more to add to this day’s entry before 
I go to bed to-night. 

About two hours after Sir Percival rose from the luncheon-table to 
receive his solicitor, Mr. Merriman, in the library, I left my room, alone, 
to take a walk in the plantations^ Just as I was at the end of the landing, 
^e library door opened, and the two gentlemen came out. Thinking 
it best not to disturb them by appearing on the stairs, I resolved to 
defer going down till they had crossed the hall. Although they spoke 
to each other in guarded tones, their words were pronounced with 
sufficient distinctness of utterance to reach my ears. 

“ Make your mind easy. Sir Percival,” I heard the lawyer say. “ It 
all rests with Lady Clyde.” 

I had turned to go back to my own room, for a minute or two ; but 
the soimd of Laura’s name on the lips of a stranger, stopped me in¬ 
stantly. I daresay it was very wrong and very discreditable to listen— 
but where is the woman, in the whole range of our sex, who can regulate 
her actions by the abstract principles of honour, when those principles 
point one way, and when her affections, and the interests which grow 
out of them, point the other ? 

I listened; and, under similar circumstances, I would listen again— 
yes ! with my ear to the keyhole, if I could not possibly manage it in 
any other way. 

“ You quite understand. Sir Percival,” the lawyer went on. “ Lady 
Clyde is to sign her name in the presence of a witness—or of two 
witnesses, if you wish to be particularly careful—and is then to put her 
^ger on the seal, and say, ‘ I deliver this as my act and deed.’ If that 
is done in a week’s time, the arrangement will be perfectly successful, 
and the anxiety will be all over. If not-” 

“ What do you mean by * if not ’ ? ” asked Sir Percival, angrily. 

‘ If the thing must be done, it r/uz// be done. I promise you that, 
Merriman.” 
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“ Just so, Sir Percival—just so ; but there are two alternatives in 
ail transactions ; and wc lawyers like to look both of them in the face 
boldly. If through any extraordinary circumstance the arrangement 
should not be made, I think I may be able to get the parties to accept 
bills at three months. But how the money is to be raised when the 
bills fall due-” 

“ Damn the bills ! The money is only to be got in one way ; and in 
that way, I tell you again, it shall be got. Take a glass of wine, Merri- 
man, before you go.” 

” Much obliged. Sir Percival; I have not a moment to lose if I am 
to catch the up-train. You will let me know as soon as the arrange¬ 
ment is complete ? and you will not forget the caution 1 recom¬ 
mended-” 

“ Of course I won’t. There’s the dog-cart at the door for you. My 
groom will get you to the station in no time. Benjamin, drive like 
mad ! Jump in. If Mr. Mcrriman misses the train, you lose your 
place. Hold fast, Mcrriman, and if you are upset, trust to the dc^^ to 
save his own.” With that parting benediction, the baronet turned 
about, and walked back to the library. 

I had not heard much ; but the little that had reached my ears was 
enough to make me feel uneasy. The “ something ” that '* had 
happened,” was but too plainly a serious money-embarrassment; of 
Sir Pcrcival’s relief from it depended on Laura. The prospect of 
seeing her involved in her husband’s secret difficulties filled me with 
dismay, exaggerated, no doubt, by my ignorance of business and my 
settled distrust of Sir Percival. Instead of going out, as I proposed, I 
went back immediately to Laura’s room to tell her what I had heard. 

She received my bad news so composedly as to surprise me. She 
evidently knows more of her husband’s character and her husband’s 
embarrassments than I have suspected up to this time. 

“ I feared as much,” she said, “ when I heard of that strange gentle¬ 
man who called, and declined to leave his name.” 

” Who do you think the gentleman was, then ? ” I asked. 

” Some person who has heavy claims on Sir Percival,” she answered; 
“ and who has been the cause of Mr. Merriman’s visit here to-day.” 

“ Do you know anything about those claims ? ” 

” No; I know no particulars.” 

” You will sign nothing, Laura, without first looking at it ? ” 

” Certainly not, Marian. Whatever I can harmlessly and honestly 
do to help him I will do—for the sake of making your life and mine, 
love, as easy and as happy as possible. But I do nothing, ignor¬ 
antly, which we might, one day, have reason to fed ashamed of. Let 
us say no more about it now. You have got your hat on—suppose wc 
go and dream away the afternoon in the grounds ? ’* 

On leaving the house we directed our steps to the nearest shade. 

As we passed an open space among the trees in front of the bouse, 
there was Count Fosco, slowly walking backwards and forwards on the 
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grass, sunning himself m the full blaze of the hot July afternoon. He 
had a broad straw hat on, with a violet coloured ribbon round it. A 
blue blouse, with profuse white fancy-work over the bosom, covering 
his prodigious body, and was girt about the place where his waist might 
once have been, with a broad scarlet leather belt. Nankeen trousers, 
displaying more white fancy-work over the ankles, and purple morocco 
slippers, adorned his lower extremities. He was singing Figaro’s 
f^ous song in the Barber of Seville, with that crisply fluent vocalisa¬ 
tion which is never heard from any other than an Italian throat; 
accompanying himself on the concertina, which he played with ecstatic 
t^owings-up of his arms, and graceful twistings and turnings of his head, 
like a fat St. Cecilia masquerading in male attire. “ Figaro qua ! 
Figaro la ! Figaro su ! Figaro giu ! ” sang the Count, jauntilv tossing 
up the concertina at arm’s length, and bowing to us, on one side of the 
instrument, with the airy grace and elegance of Figaro liimself at twenty 
years of age. 

“ Take my word for it, Laura, that man knows something of Sir 
Percival’s embarrassments,” I said, as we returned the Count’s saluta¬ 
tion from a safe distance. 

“ What makes you think that ? ” she asked. 

“ How should he have known, otherwise, that Mr. Merriinan was 
Sir Percival’s solicitor ? ” I rejoined. “ Besides, when I followed you 
out of the luncheon-room, he told me, without a single word of inquiry- 
on my part, that something had happened. Depend upon it, he knows 
more than we do.” 

“ Don’t ask him any questions, if he docs. Don’t take him into our 
confidence 1 ” 

‘ You seem to dislike him, Laura, in a very determined manner. 
What has he said or done to justify you ? ” 

Nothing, Marian. On the contrary, he was all kindness and 
attention on our journey home, and he several times checked Sir 
Percival s outbreaks of temper, in the most considerate manner towards 
me. Perhaps, I dislike him because he has so much more power over 
my husband than I have. Perhaps it hurts my pride to be under any 
obligations to his interference. All I know is, that I do dislike him.” 

The rest of the day and evening passed quietly enough. The 
Count and I played at chess. For the first two games he politely 
aUowed me to conquer him ; and then, when he saw that I had found 
him out, begged my pardon, and, at the third game, checkmated me in 
ten minutes. Sir Percival never once referred, all t^ugh the evening, 
to the lawyer’s visit. But either that event, or something else, had 
produced a singular alteration for the better in him . He was as polite 
and agreeable to all of us, as he used to be in the days of his probation 
at Limmeridge; and he was so amazingly attentive and kind to his 
wife, that even icy Aiadame Fosco was roused into looking at him with 
a grave surprise. What does this m ean ? I think I can guess ; 1 am 
afraid Laura can guess ; and I am sure Count Fosco knows. 1 caught 
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Sir Percival looking at him for approval more than once in the course 
of the evening. 

July 3 rd.—A day of events. I most fervently hope I may not have 
to add, a day of disaster as well. 

Sir Percival was as silent at breakfast as he had been the evening 
before, on the subject of the mysterious “ arrangement ” (as the lawyer 
called it), which is hanging over our heads. An hour afterwards, 
however, he suddenly entered the morning-room, where his wife and 
I were waiting, with our hats on, for Madame Fosco to join us ; and 
inquired for the Count. 

“ \X'c expect to see him here directly,” I said. 

“ The fact is,” Sir Percival went on, walking nervously about the 
room, “ I want Fosco and his wife in the librar>’, for a mere business 
formality ; and I want you there, Laura, for a minute, too.” He 
stopped, and appeared to notice, for the first time, that we were in our 
walking costume. “ Have you just come in ? ” he asked, “ or were 
you just going out ? ” 

‘‘ \X'c were all thinking of going to the lake this morning,” said 
Laura. ” But if you have any other arrangement to propose-” 

” No, no,” he answered, hastily. “ My arrangement can wait. 
After lunch will do as well for it, as after breakfast. All going to the 
lake, eh ? A good idea. Let’s have an idle morning ; I’ll be one of 
the party.” 

There was no mistaking his manner, even if it had been possible to 
mistake tlic uncharacteristic readiness which his words expressed, to 
submit his own plans and projects to the convenience of others. He 
was evidently relieved at finding any excuse for delaying the business 
formality in the library, to which his own words had referred. My 
heart sank within me, as I drew the inevitable inference. 

The Count and his wife joined us, at that moment. The lady had 
her husband’s embroidered tobacco-pouch, and her store of paper in 
her hand, for the manufacture of the eternal cigarettes. The gentle¬ 
man, dressed, as usual, in his blouse and straw hat, carried the gay 
little pagoda-cage, with his darling white nice in it, and smiled on them, 
and on us, with a bland amiability which it was impossible to resist. 

“ With your kind permission,” said the Count, “ 1 will take my small 
family here—my poor-litllc-harmless-pretty-Mouseys, out for an 
airing along with us. There are dogs about the house, and shall I 
leave my forlorn white children at the mercies of the dogs ? Ah, 
never! ” 

He chirruped paternally at his small white chil dren through the bars 
of the pagoda ; and we all left the house for the lake. 

In the plantation, Sir Percival strayed away &om us. It seems m 
be part of his restless disposition always to separate himself from his 
companions on these occasions, and always to occupy himself, when he 
is alone, in cutting new walking-sticks for his own use. The mere act 
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of cutting and lopping, at hazard, appears to please him. He has filled 
the house with walking-sticks of his own making, not one of which he 
ever takes up for a second time. When they have been once used, his 
interest in them is all exhausted, and he think s of nothing but going on, 
and making more. 

At the old boat-house, he joined us again. I will put down the 
conversation that ensued, when we were all settled in our places, 
exactly as it passed. It is an important conversation, so far as I am 
concerned, for it has seriously disposed me to distrust the influence 
which Count Fosco has exercised over my thoughts and feelings, and 
to resist it, for the future, as resolutely as I can. 

The boat-house was large enough to hold us all; but Sir Percival 
remained outside, trimming the last new stick with his pocket-axe. 
We three women found plenty of room on tJie large seat. Laura cook 
her work, and Madame Fosco began her cigarettes. I, as usual, had 
nothing to do. My hands always were, and always will be, as awkward 
as a man’s. The Count good-humouredly took a stool, many sizes too 
small for him, and balanced himself on it with his back against tlie side 
of the shed, which creaked and groaned under his weight. He put the 
pagoda-cage on his lap, and let out the mice to crawl over him as usual. 
They were pretty, innocent-looking little creatures ; bur the sight of 
them creeping about a man’s body is, for some reason, not pleasant to 
me. It excites a strange, responsive creeping in my own nerves ; and 
suggests hideous ideas of men dying in prison, with the crawling 
creatures of the dungeon preying on them undisturbed. 

The morning was windy and cloudy ; and tlie rapid alterations of 
shadow and sunlight over the waste of the lake, made the view look 
doubly wild, weird, and gloomy. 

“ Some people call that picturesque,’* said Sir Percival, pointing 
over the wide prospect with his half-finished walking-stick. “ I call 
it a blot on a gentleman’s property. In my great-grandfather’s time, 
the lake flowed to this place. Look at it now ! It is not four feet 
deep anywhere, and it is all puddles and pools. I wish I could afford 
to drain it, and plant it all over. My bailiff (a superstitious idiot) says 
he is quite sure the lake has a curse on it, like the Dead Sea. What 
do you think, Fosco ? It looks just the place for a murder, doesn’t 
it ? ” 

“ My good Percival! ” remonstrated the Count. “ What is your 
solid English sense thinking of? The water is too shallow to hide the 
body; and there is sand everywhere to print off the murderer’s foot¬ 
steps. It is, upon the whole, the very worst place for a murder that I 
ever set my eyes on.” 

“ Humbug! ” said Sir Percival, cutting away fiercely at his stick. 

You know what I mean. The dreary scenery—the lonely situation. 
If you choose to understand me, you can—if you don’t choose, 1 am 
not going to trouble myself to explain my m eanin g.” 

“ And why not,” a^ed the C^unt, “ when your meaning can be 
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explained by anybody in tv’o words ? If a fool was going to commit a 
murder, your lake is the first place he would choose for it- If a wise 
man was going to commit a murder, your lake is the last place he would 
choose for it. Is that your meaning ? If it is, there is your explana¬ 
tion for you, ready made. Take it, Pcrcival, with your good Fosco’s 
blessing.” 

Laura looked at the Count, with her dislike for him appearing a 
little too plainly in her face. He was so busy with his mice that he 
did not notice her. 

“ I am sorry to hear the lake-view connected with anything so 
horrible as the idea of murder,” she said. “ And if Count Fosco must 
divide murderers into classes, I think he has been very unfortunate in 
his choice of expressions. To describe them as fools only, seems like 
treating them with an indulgence to which they have no claim. And 
to describe them as wise men, sounds to me like a downright contra¬ 
diction in terms. I have always heard that truly wise men are truly 
good men, and have a horror of crime.” 

“ My dear lady,” said the Count, “ those arc admirable sentiments ; 
and I have seen them stated at the tops of copy-books.” He lifted one 
of the white mice in the palm of his hand, and spoke to it in his whimsical 
way. ” My pretty liide smooth white rascal,” he said, “ here is a 
moral lesson for you. A truly wise mouse is a truly good mouse. 
Mention that, if you please, to your companions, and never gnaw at the 
bars of your cage again as long as you live.” 

“ It is easy to turn everj'thing into ridicule,” said Laura, resolutely; 
“ but you will not find it quite so easy. Count Fosco, to give me an 
instance of a wise man who has been a great criminal.” 

The Count shrugged his huge shoulders, and smiled on Laura in the 
friendliest manner. 

" Most true ! ” he said. ‘‘ The fool’s crime is the crime that is 
found out; and the wise man’s crime is the crime that is not found out. 
If I could give you an instance, it would not be the instance of a wise 
man. Dear Lady Clyde, your sound English common sense has been 
too much for me. It is checkmate for tne this time. Miss Halcombc 
—ha ? ” 

“ Stand to your guns, Laura,” sneered Sir Percival, who had been 
listening in his place at the door. “ Tell him, next, that crimes cause 
their owm detection. There’s another bit of copy-book morality for 
you, Fosco. Crimes cause their own detection. What infernal 
humbug! ” 

“ I believe it to be true,” said Laura, quietly. 

Sir Pcrcival burst out laughing ; so violently, so outrageously, that 
he quite startled us all—the Count more than any of us. 

“ I believe it too,” I said, coming to Laura*s rescue. 

Sir Percival, who had been unaccountably amused at his wife’s 
remark, was, just as unaccountably, irritated by mine. He struck the 
new stick savagely on the sand, and walked away from us. 
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Poor dear Percival! ’* cried Count Fosco, looking after him gaily ; 
“ he is the victim of English spleen. But, my dear Miss Halcombe, 
my dear Lady Clyde, do you really believe that crimes cause their own 
detection ? And you, my angel,” he continued, turning to his wife, 
who had not uttered a word yet, “ do you think so too ? ” 

I wait to be instructed,” replied the Countess, in tones of freezing 
reproof, intended for Laura and me, “ before I venture on giving my 
opinion in the presence of well-informed men.” 

“ Do you, indeed ? ” I said. “ I remember the time, Countess, 
when you advocated the Rights of Women—and freedom of female 
opinion was one of them.” 

“ What is your view on the subject, Count ? ” asked Madame Fosco, 
calmly proceeding with her cigarettes, and not taking the least notice 
of me. 

The Count stroked one of his white mice reflectively with his chubby 
little finger before he answered. 

“ It is truly wonderful,” he said, ” how easily Society can console 
itself for the wopt of its shortcomings with a little bit of clap-trap. 
The machinery it has set up for the detection of crime is miserably 
ineffective—and yet only invent a moral epigram, saying that it works 
well, and you blind everybody to its blunders, from that moment. 
Crimes cause their own detection, do they ? And murder will out 
(another moral epigram), will it ? Ask Coroners who sits at inquests 
in large towns if that is true, Lady Clyde. Ask secretaries of lifc- 
assui^ce companies, if that is true. Miss Halcombe. Read your own 
public journals. In the few cases that get into the newspapers, are 
there not instances of slain bodies found, and no murderers ever dis¬ 
covered ? Multiply the cases that are reported by the cases that are 
not reported, and the bodies that are found by the bodies that arc not 
found; and what conclusion do you come to? This. That there 
are foolish criminals who are discovered, and wise criminals who.^ 
escape. The hiding of a crime, or the detection of a crime, what is it 
A trial of skill between the police on one side, and the individual on the 
other. When the criminal is a brutal, ignorant fool, the police in nine 
c^cs out of ten, win. When the criminal is a resolute, educated, 
highly-intclligent man, the police, in nine cases out of ten, lose. If the 
police win, you generally hear all about it. If the police lose, you 
generally hear nothing. And on this tottering foundation you build up 
your comfortable moral maxim that Crime causes its own detection ! 
Yes—all the crime jyaw know of. And, what of the rest ? ” 

“ Devilish true, and very well put,” cried a voice at the entrance of 
the boat-house. Sir Percival had recovered his equanimity, and had 
come back while we were listening to the Count. 

” Some of it may be true,” I said ; ‘‘ and all of it may be very well 
put. But I don’t see why Count Fosco should celebrate the victory 
of the cri mina l over society with so much exultation, or why you. Sir 
Percival, should applaud him so loudly for doing it.” 
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“ Do you hear that, Fosco ? ” asked Sir Percival. “ Take my 
advice, and make your peace with your audience. Tell them Virtue’s 
a fine thing—they like that, I can promise you.” 

The Count laughed inwardly and silently ; and tw'o of the white 
mice in his waistcoat, alarmed by the internal convulsion going on 
beneatli them, darted out in a violent hurry, and scrambled into their 
cage again. 

“ The ladies, my good Percival, shall tell me about virtue,” he said. 

“ They are better authorities than I am ; for they know what virtue is, 
and I don’t.” 

“ You hear him ? ” said Sir Percival. “ Isn’t it awful ? ” 

“ It is true,” said the Count, quietly. “ I am a citizen of the world, 
and I have met, in my lime, with so many different sons of virtue, that 
I am puzzled, in my old age, to say which is the right sort and which is 
the wrong. Here, in England, there is one virtue. And there, in 
China, there is another virtue. And John Englishman says my 
virtue is the genuine virtue. And John Chinaman says my virtue is 
the genuine virtue. And I say Yes to one, or No to the other, and am 
just as much bewildered about it in the case of John with the top- 
boots as I am in the case of John with the pig-tail. Ah, nice little 
Mousy ! come, kiss me. What is your own private notion of a virtuous 
man, my pret-pret-pretty ? A man who keeps you warm, and gives 
you plenty to cat. And a good notion, too, for it is intelligible, at the 
least.” 

“ Stay a minute. Count,” I interposed. “ Accepting your illustra¬ 
tion, surely we have one unquestionable virtue in England, which is 
wanting in China. The Chinese authorities kill thousands of innocent 
people on the most frivolous pretexts. We, in England, are free from 
all guilt of that kind—we commit no such dreadfU crime—we abhor 
reckless bloodshed, with all our hearts.” 

“ Quite right, Marian,” said Laura. “ Well thought of, and well 
expressed.” 

” Pray allow the Count to proceed,” said Madame Fosco, with stem 
civility. ” You \viU find, young ladies, that he never spe^s without 
having excellent reasons for all that he says.” 

“ Thank you, my angel,” replied the Count. “ Have a bonbon ? ” 
He took out of his pocket a pretty little inlaid box and placed it open on 
the table. ” Chocolate 4 la Vanille,” cried the impenetrable man, 
cheerfully rattling tlic sweetmeats in the box, and bowing all round. 
” Offered by Fosco as an act of homage to the c harmin g society.” 

“ Be good enough to go on. Count,” said his wife, with a spiteful 
reference to myself. “ Oblige me by answering Miss Halcombe.” 

“ Miss Halcombe is unanswerable,” replied the polite Italian— 
“ that is to say, so far as she goes. Yes ! I agree with her. John Bull 
does abhor the crimes of John Chinam an. He is the quickest old 
gentleman at finding out the faults that are his neighbours’, and the 
slowest old gentleman at finding out the faults that are his own, who 
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exists on the face of creation. Is he so ver>’ much better in this way, 
than the people whom he condemns in their way ? English society, 
Adiss Halcombe, is as often the accomplice as it is the enemy of crime. 
Yes ! yes ! Crime is in this country what crime is in other countries— 
a good friend to a man and to those about him as often as it i^ an enemy. 
A great rascal provides for his wife and family. The worse he is, the 
more he makes them the objects for your sympatliy. He often provides, 
also, for himself. A profligate spendthrift who is always borrowing 
money will get more from his friends than the rigidly honest man who 
only borrows of them once, under pressure of the direst want. In tlie 
one case, the friends will not be at all surprised, and they will give. In 
the other case, they will be very much surprised, and they will hesitate. 
Is the prison that Mr. Scoundrel lives in, at the end of his career, a 
more uncomfortable place than the workhouse that .Mr. Honesty lives 
in, at the end of his career ? Vi^hen John-Howard-Philanthropist wants 
to relieve misery, he goes to find it in prisons, where crime is wretched 
—not in huts and hovels, where virtue is wretched too. Who is the 
English poet who has won the most universal sympathy—who makes 
the easiest of all subjeas for pathetic writing and pathetic painting ? 
That nice young person who began life w-ith a forgery, and ended it by a 
suicide—your dear, romantic, interesting Chatterton. Which gets on 
best, do you think, of two poor starving dressmakers—the woman who 
r^ists temptation, and is honest, or the woman who falls under tempta¬ 
tion, and steals ? You all know that the stealing is the making of that 
second woman’s fortune—it advertises her from length to breadth of 
good-humoured, charitable England—and she is relieved, as the breaker 
of a commandment, when she would have been left to starve, as the 
keeper of it. Come here, my jolly little Mouse ! Hey ! presto ! pass ! 

I transform you, for the lime being, into a respectable lady. Stop 
there, in the palm of my great big hand, my dear, and listen. You 
marry the poor man whom you love, Mouse; and one half of your 
friends pity, and the other half blame you. And, now, on the contrary, 
you sell yourself for gold to a man you don’t care for; and all your 
friends rejoice over you ; and a minister of public worship sanctions 
the base horror of the vilest of all human bargains; and smiles and 
smirks afterwards at your table, if you arc polite enough to ask him to 
breakfast. Hey ! presto ! pass ! Be a mouse again, and squeak. If 
you continue to be a lady much longer, I shall have you telling me that 
Society abhors crime—and then. Mouse, I shall doubt if your own eyes 
and ears are really of any use to you. Ah ! I am a bad man. Lady 
Clyde, am I not ? I say what other people only think ; and when all 
the rest of ^e world is in a conspiracy to accept the mask for the true 
face, mine is the rash hand that tears off the plump paste-board, and 
shows the bare bones beneath. I will get up on my big elephant’s 
legs, before I do myself any more harm in your ami able estimations— 

I will get up, and take a little airy walk of my own. Dear ladies, as 
your excellent Sheridan said, I go—and leave my character behind me.” 
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He got up, put the cage on the table ; and paused, for a moment, to 

coxmt the mice in it. “ One, two, three, four-Ha ! ” he cried, with 

a look of horror, “ where, in the name of Heaven, is the fifth—tlic 
youngest, the whitest, the most amiable of all—my Benjamin of mice ! ” 

Neither Laura nor I were in any favourable disposition to be amused. 
The Count’s glib cynicism had revealed a new aspect of liis nature 
from which we both recoiled. But it w’as impossible to resist the comical 
distress of so very large a man at the loss of so very small a mouse. We 
laughed, in spite of ourselves; and when Madame Fosco rose to set 
the example of leaving the boat-house empty, so that her husband might 
search it to its remotest corners, we rose ^so to follow her out. 

Before we had taken three steps, the Count’s quick eye discovered 
the lost mouse under the scat that we had been occupying. He pulled 
aside the bench; took the little animal up in his hand; and then 
suddenly stopped, on his knees, looking intently at a particular place on 
the ground just beneath liim. 

When he rose to his feet again, his hand shook so that he could hardly 
put the mouse back in tlie cage, and his face was of a faint livid yellow 
hue all over. 

“ Pcrcival I ” he said, in a whisper. “ Pcrcival 1 come here.” 

Sir Pcrcival had paid no attention to any of us, for the last ten 
minutes. He had been entirely absorbed in writing figures on the 
sand, and then rubbing them out again, with the point of his stick. 

“ What’s the matter, now ? ” he asked, lounging carelessly into the 
boat-house. v 

” Do you see nothing, there ? ” said the Count, catcliing him ner¬ 
vously by the collar with one hand, and pointing with the other to the 
place near which he had found the mouse. 

” I see plenty of dry sand,” answered Sir Perdval; “ and a spot of 
dirt in the mid^e of it.” 

” Not dirt,” wliispered the Count, fastening the other hand suddenly 
on Sir Pcrcival’s collar, and shaking it in his agitation. ” Blood.” 

Laura was near enough to hear the last word, softly as he whispered 
it. She turned to me with a look of terror. 

” Nonsense, my dear,” I said. “ There is no need to be alarmed. 
It is only the blood of a poor little stray dog.” 

Everybody was astoii^ed, and everybody’s eyes were fixed on me 
inquiringly. 

“ How do you know that ? ” asked Sir Percival, speaking first. 

I found the dog there, dying, on the day when you all returned 
from abroad,” I replied. ** The poor creature had strayed into the 
plantation, and had been shot by your keeper.” 

” Whose dog was it ? ” inquired Sir Percival. Not one of mine ? ” 

” Did you try to save the poor thing ? ” asked Laura, earnestly. 
‘‘ Surely you tried to save it, Marian ? ” 

” Yes,” 1 said; ” the housekeeper and I both did our best—but the 
dog was mortally wounded, and he died under our hands.” 
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“ Whose dog was it ? ” persisted Sir Percival, repeating his question 
a little irritably. “ One of mine ? ” 

“ No; not one of yours.” 

“ Whose then ? Did the housekeeper know ? ” 

The housekeeper’s report of Mrs. Ca±erick’s desire to conceal her 
visit to Blackwater Park from Sir Percival’s knowledge, recurred to my 
memory the moment he put that last question; and I half doubted 
the discretion of answering it. But, in my anxiety to quiet the general 
alarm, I had thoughtlessly advanced too far to draw back, except at the 
risk of exciting suspicions, which might only make matters worse. 
There was nothing for it but to answer at once, without reference to 
results. 

** Yes,” I said. “ The housekeeper knew. She told me it was 
Mrs. Catherick’s dog.” 

Sir Percival had hitherto remained at the inner end of the boat-house 
with Count Fosco, while I spoke to him from the door. But the in¬ 
stant Mrs. Catherick’s name passed my hps, he pushed by the Count 
roughly, and placed himself face to face with me, under the open day¬ 
light. 

“ How came the housekeeper to know it was Mrs. Catherick’s dog ? ” 
he asked, fixing his eyes on mine with a frowning interest and attention, 
which half angered, half startled me. 

” She knew it,” I said, quietly, “ because Mrs. Catherick brought 
the dog with her.” 

“ Brought it with her ? Where did she bring it with her ? ” 

** To this house.” 

“ What the devil did Mrs. Catherick want at this house ? ” 

The m a nn er in which he put the question was even more offensive 
than the language in which he expressed it. I marked my sense of his 
want of common politeness, by silently turning away from him. 

Just as I moved, the Count’s persuasive hand was laid on his shoulder, 
and the Count’s mellifluous voice interposed to quiet him. 

“ My dear Percival!—gently—gently ! ” 

Sir Percival looked round in his angriest mann er- The Count only 
smiled, and repeated the soothing application. 

“ Gently, my good friend—gently ! ” 

Sir Percival hesitated—followed me a few steps—and, to my great 
surprise, offered me an apology. 

“ I beg your pardon. Miss Halcombe,” he said. “ I have been out 
of order lately; and I am afraid I am a little irritable. But I should 
like to know what Mrs. Catherick could possibly want here. When 
did ^she come ? Was the housekeeper the only person who saw 

“ The only person,” I answered, “ so far as I know.” 

The Count interposed again. 

“ In that case, why not question the housekeeper ? ” he said. “ Why 
not go, Percival, to the fountain-head of information at once ? ” 

7 
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“ Quite right! ” said Sir Percival. “ Of course the housekeeper is 
the first person to question. Excessively stupid of me not to see it 
myself.” With those words, he instantly left us to return to the 
house. 

The motive of the Count’s interference, which had puzzled me at 
first, betrayed itself when Sir Pcrcival’s back was turned. He had a 
host of questions to put to me about Mrs. Catherick, and the cause of 
her visit to Blackwatcr Park, which he could scarcely have asked in his 
friend’s presence. I made my answers as short as I civilly could—for 
I had already determined to check the least approach to any exchanging 
of confidences beuveen Count Fosco and myself. Laura, however, 
unconsciously helped him to extract all my information, by making 
inquiries herself, which left me no alternative but to reply to her, or to 
app^r in ^e very unenviable and very false character of a depositary 
of Sir Percival’s secrets. The end of it was, that, in about ten minutes’ 
time, the Count knew as much as I know of Mrs. Catherick, and of the 
events which have so strangely connected us with her daughter, Anne, 
from the time when Hartright met with her, to this day. 

The effect ot my information on him was, in one respect, curious 
enough. 

Intimately as he knows Sir Percival, and closely as he appears to 
be associated with Sir Pcrcival’s private affairs in general, he is certainly 
as far as I am from knowing anything of the true story of Anne 
Catherick. The unsolved mystery in connexion with this unhappy 
woman is now rendered doubly suspicious, in my eyes, by the absolute 
conviction which 1 feel, that the clue to it has been hidden by Sir 
Percival from the most intimate friend he has in the world. It was 
impossible to mistake the eager curiosity of the Count’s look and 
manner while he drank in greedily every word that fell from my lips. 
There arc many kinds of curiosity, I know—but there is no misinter¬ 
preting the curiosity of blank surprise : if I ever saw it in my life, I 
saw it in the Count’s face. 

While the questions and answers were going on, we had all been 
strolling quietly back, through the plantation. As soon as we reached 
the house, ^e first object that we saw in front of it was Sir Percival’s 
dog-cart, with the horse put to and the groom waiting by it in his stable- 
jacket. If these unexpected appearances were to be trusted, the 
examination of the housekeeper had produced important results 
already. 

“ A fine horse, my friend,” said the Count, addressing the groom 
with the most engaging familiarity of mann er. “ You are going to 
drive out ? ” 

“ / am not going, sir,” replied the man, looking at his stable-jacket, 
and evidently wondering whether the foreign gentl eman took it for his 
livery. “ My master drives himself.” 

“ Aha ! ” said the Coimt, does he indeed ? I wonder he gives 
himself the trouble when he has got you to drive for him. Is he going 
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to fatigue that nice, shining, prettv horse bv taking him very far, to¬ 
day ? ” 

“ I don’t know, sir,” answered the man. “ The horse is a mare, if 
you please, sir. She’s the highcst-couraged thing we’ve got in the 
stables. Her name’s Brown Molly, sir; and she’ll go till she drops. 
Sir Perdval usually takes Isaac of York for the short distances.” 

“ And your shining courageous Bro\vn Molly for the long ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Logic^ inference. Miss Halcombe,” continued the Count, wheeling 
round briskly, and addressing me: “ Sir Percival is going a long 
distance to-day.” 

I made no reply. I had my o\vn inferences to draw, from what I 
knew through the housekeeper and from what I saw before me ; and 
I did not choose to share them with Count Fosco. 

When Sir Percival was in Cumberland (I tliought to myself), he 
walked away a long distance, on Anne’s account, to question the family 
at Todd’s Corner. Now he is in Hampshire, is he going to drive aw’ay 
a long distance, on Anne’s account again, to question Mrs. Catherick 
at Wclmingham ? 

We all entered the house. As we crossed the hall. Sir Percival came 
out from the library to meet us. He looked hurried and pale and 
anxious—but, for all that, he was in his most polite mood, when he 
spoke to us. 


“ I am sorry to say, I am obliged to leave you,” he began—“ a long 
drive—a matter that I can’t very well put off. I shall be back in good 
time to-morrow—but, before I go, I should like tliat little business- 
formality, which I spoke of this morning, to be settled. Laura, will 
you come into the library ? It won’t take a minute—a mere formality. 
Countess, may I trouble you also ? I want you and the Countess, 
Fosco, to be witnesses to a signature—nothing more. Come in at once, 
and get it over.” 

He held the library door open until they had passed in, followed 
them, and shut it softly. 

I remained, for a moment afterwards, standing alone in the hall, with 
my heart beating fast, and my mind misgiving me sadly. Then, I 
went on to the staircase, and ascended slowly to my own room. 


IV 


July 3 rd.—Just as my han d was on the door of my room, I heard 
Sir Percival’s voice calling to me from below. 

“I must beg you to come downstairs again,” he said. “It is 
Fosra s fault. Miss Halcombe, not mine. He started some non- 
se^ic^ objection to his wife being one of the wimesses, and has 
obliged me to ask you to join us in the library.” 

I entered the rewm immediately with Sir Percival. Laura was 
waitmg by the wnting-table, twisting and turning her garden hat 
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uneasily in her hands. Madame Fosco sat near her, in an ann-chair, 
imperturbably admiring her husband, who stood by himself at the 
other end of the library, picking off the dead leaves from the flowers 
in the window. 

The moment I appeared, the Count advanced to meet me, and to 
offer his explanations. 

“ A thousand pardons. Miss Halcombe,” he said. “ You know the 
character which is given to my countrymen by the English ? We 
Italians arc all wily and suspicious by nature, in the estimation of the 
good Jolin Bull. Set me down, if you please, as being no better than 
the rest of my race. I am a wily It^ian and a suspicious Italian. 
You have thought so yourself, dear lady, have you not ? Well! it is 
part of my wilincss and part of my suspicion to object to Madame 
Fosco being a witness to Lady Clyde’s signature, when I am also a 
witness myself.” 

There is not the shadow of a reason for his objection,” interposed 
Sir Pcrcival. “ I have explained to him that the law of England allows 
Madame Fosco to wimess a signature as well as her husband.” 

“ 1 admit it,” resumed the Count. “ The law of England says, 
Yes—but the conscience of Fosco says, No.” He spread out his fat 
fingers on the bosom of his blouse, and bow’cd sole mnl y, as if he 
wished to introduce his conscience to us all, in the character of an 
illustrious addition to the society. “ What this document which Lady 
Clyde is about to sign, may be,” he continued, “ I neither know nor 
desire to know. I only say this : circumstances may happen in the 
future which may oblige Percival, or his representatives, to appeal to 
the two witnesses: in which case it is certainly desirable that those 
witnesses should represent nvo opinions which are perfectly independent 
the one of the other. This cannot be if my wife signs as well as myself 
because we have but one opinion between us, and that opinion is mine. 
I will not have it cast in my teeth, at some future day, that Madame 
Fosco a^ed under my coercion, and was, in plain fact, no witness at all. 
I speak in Percival’s interest when I propose that my name shall appear 
(as the nearest friend of the husband), and your nam e, Miss Halcombe 
(as the nearest friend of the wife). I am a Jesuit, if you please to 
think so—a sphtter of straws—a man of trifles and crotchets and scruples 

but you w4U humour me, I hope, in merciful consideration for my 
suspicious Italian character, and my uneasy Italian conscience.” He 
bowed again, stepped back a few paces, and withdrew his conscience 
from our society as politely as he had introduced it. 

The Count’s scruples might have been honourable and reasonable 
enough, but there was something in his mann er of expressing them 
which increased my unwilhngness to be concerned in the business of 
the signature. No consideration of less importance tban my con¬ 
sideration for Laura, would have induced me to consent to be a witness 
at all. One look, however, at her anxious face, decided me to risk 
anything rather than desert her. 
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“ I will reacWy remain in the room,” I said. “ And if I find no 
reason for starting any small scruples, on my side, you may rely on me 
as a witness.” 

Sir Percival looked at me sharply, as if he was about to say some¬ 
thing. But, at the same moment, Madame Fosco attracted his atten¬ 
tion by rising from her chair. She had caught her husband’s eye, and 
had evidently received her orders to leave the room. 

“ You needn’t go,” said Sir Percival. 

Madame Fosco looked for her orders again, got them again, said 
she would prefer leaving us to our business, and resolutely walked out. 
The Count lit a cigarette, went back to the flowers in the window, and 
puffed httle jets of smoke at the leaves, in a state of the deepest anxiety' 
about killing the insects. 

Meanwhile, Sir Percival unlocked a cupboard beneath one of the 
b(wk-cases, and produced from it a piece of parchment, folded, long¬ 
wise, many times over. He placed it on the table, opened the last fold 
only, and kept his hand on the rest. The last fold displayed a strip of 
blank parchment \viih little wafers stuck on it at certain places. Every 
line of the writing was hidden in the part which he still held folded up 
under his hand. Laura and I looked at each other. Her face was 
pale—but it showed no indecision and no fear. 

Sir Percival dipped a pen in ink, and handed it to his wife. 

“ Sign your name, there,” he said, pointing to the place. “ You and 
Fosco are to sign afterwards. Miss Halcombc, opposite those two 
wafers. Come here, Fosco ! witnessing a signature is not to be done 
by mooning out of the window and smoking into the flowers.” 

The Count threw away his cigarette, and joined us at the table, w'ith 
his hands carelessly thrust into the scarlet belt of his blouse, and his 
eyes steadily fixed on Sir Pcrcival’s face. Laura, who was on the other 
side of her husband, with the pen in her hand, looked at him too. He 
stood between them, holding folded parchment down firmly on the 
table, and glancing across at me, as I sat opposite to him , witli such a 
sinister mixture of suspicion and embarrassment in his face, that he 
looked more like a prisoner at the bar than a gentleman in his own 
house. 

“ Sign there,” he repeated, turning suddenly on Laura, and pointing 
once more to the place on the parchment. 

“ What is it I am to sign ? ” she asked, quietly. 

” I have no time to explain,” he answered. “ The dog-cart is at the 
door; and I must go directly. Besides, if I had time, you wouldn’t 
imderstand. It is a purely formal document—full of legal technicali¬ 
ties and all that sort of thing. Come ! come ! sign your name, and let 
us have done as soon as possible.” 

“ I ought surely to know what I am signing, Sir Percival, before I 
wite my name ? ” 

Nonsense 1 What have women to do with business ? I tell you 
again, you can’t understand it.” 
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“ At any rate, let me try to understand it. Whenever Mr. Gilmore 
had any business for me to do, he always explained it first; and I 
always understood him.” 

“ I dare say he did. He was your servant, and was obliged to 
explain. I am j’our husband, and am not obliged. How much longer 
do you mean to keep me here ? I tell you again, there is no time for 
reading anything : the dog-cart is waiting at the door. Once for all, 
will you sign, or will you not ? ” 

She still had the pen in her hand ; but she made no approach to 
signing her name Viith it. 

“ If my si^ature pledges me to anything,” she said, “ surely, I 
have some claim to know what that pledge is ? ” 

He lifted up the parchment, and struck it angrily on the table. 

“ Speak out! ” he said. “ You were always famous for telling the 
truth. Never mind Miss Halcombc ; never mind Fosco—say, in 
plain terms, you distrust me.” 

The Count took one of his hands out of his’belt, and laid it on Sir 
Percival’s shoulder. Sir Pcrcival shook it off irritably. The Count 
put it on again with unruffled composure. 

“ Control your unfortunate temper, Pcrcival,” he said. " Lady 
Clyde is right.” 

“ Right! ” cried Sir Percival. “ A wife right in distrusting her 
husband ! ” 

“ It is unjust and cruel to accuse me of distrusting you,” said Laura. 
“ Ask Marian if I am not justified in wanting to know what this writing 
requires of me, before I sign it.” 

“ I won’t have any appeals made to Miss Halcombe,” retorted Sir 
Pcrcival. “ Miss Halcombe has nothing to do with the matter.” 

I had not spoken hitherto, and I would much rather not have spoken 
now. But the expression of distress in Laura’s face when she turned 
it towards me, and the insolent injustice of her husband’s conduct, left 
me no other alternative than to give my opinion, for her sake, as soon 
as I was asked for it. 

“ Excuse me. Sir Percival,” I said—“ but as one of the witnesses to 
the signature, I venture to think that I have something to do with the 
matter. Laura’s objection seems to me a perfectly fair one ; and speak¬ 
ing for myself only, I cannot assume the responsibility of witnessing 
her signature, unless she first understands what the writing is which 
you wish her to sign.” 

“ A cool declaration, upon my soul! ” cried Sir Percival. “ The 
next time you invite yourself to a man’s house. Miss Halcombc, I 
recommend you not to repay his hospitality by taking his wife’s side 
against him in a matter that doesn’t concern you.” 

I started to my feet as suddenly as if he l^d strudt me. If I had 
been a man, I would have knocked him down on the threshold of his 
own door, and have left his house, never, on any earthly consideration to 
enter it again. But 1 was only a woman—and I loved l^s wife so dearly! 
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Thank God, that faithful love helped me, and I sat down again, 
without saying a word. She knew w-hat I had suffered and what I had 
suppressed. She ran round to me, with the tears streaming from her 
eyes. ‘‘ Oh, Marian ! ” she whispered softly. “ If my mother had 
been alive, she cotild have done no more for me ! ” 

“ Come back and sign ! ” cried Sir Percival from the other side of 
the table. 

“ Shall I ? ” she asked in my ear ; “I will, if you tell me.” 

“ No,” I answered. “ The right and the truth are with you—sign 
nothing, unless you have read it first.” 

“ Come back and sign ! ” he reiterated, in his loudest and angriest 
tones. 

The Count, who had watched Laura and me with a close and silent 
attention, interposed for the second time. 

“ Percival! ” he said. “ 7 remember that I am in the presence of 
ladies. Be good enough. If you please, to remember it too.” 

Sir Percival turned on him, speechless with passion. The Count’s 
finn hand slowly tightened its grasp on his shoulder, and the Count’s 
steady voice, quietly repeated, “ Be good enough, if you please, to 
remember it, too.” 

They both looked at each other : Sir Percival slowly drew his 
shoulder from imder the Count’s hand j slowly turned his face away 
from the Count’s eyes ; doggedly looked down for a little while at 
the parchment on ^e table ; and then spoke, with the sullen sub¬ 
mission of a tamed animal, rather than the becoming resignation of a 
convinced man. 

“ I don’t want to offend anybody,” he said, “ but my wife’s obstinacy 
is enough to try the patience of a saint. I have told her this is merely 
a formal document—and what more can she want ? You may say 
what you please ; but it is no part of a woman’s duty to set her husband 
at defiance. Once more. Lady Glydc, and for the last time, will you 
sign or will you not ? ” 

Laura returned to his side of tlte table, and took up the pen again. 

“ I will sign with pleasure,” she said, “ if you will only treat me as a 
responsible being. I care little what sacrifice is required of me, if it 
will affect no one else, and lead to no ill results-” 

“ Who talked of a sacrifice being required of you ? ” he broke in, 
with a half-suppressed return of his former violence. 

I only meant,” she resumed, “ that I would refuse no concession 
which I could honourably make. If I have a scruple about signing my 
name to an engagement of which I know nothing, why should you visit 
it on me so severely ? It is rather hard, I think, to treat Count Fosco’s 
scruples so much more indulgently than you have treated mine.” 

This unfortunate, yet most natural, reference to the Count’s extra¬ 
ordinary power over her husband, indirect as it was, set Sir Pcrcival’s 
smouldering temper on fire again in an instant. 

“ Scruples! ” he repeated. “ Yow scruples ! It is rather late in 
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the day for you to be scrupulous. I should have thought you had got 
over all weakness of that sort, when you made a virtue of necessity by 
marrying Tne'^ 

The instant he spoke those words, Laura threw down the pen— 
looked at him with an expression in her eyes which, throughout all my 
experience of her, I had never seen in them before—and turned her 
back on him in dead silence. 

This strong expression of the most open and the most bitter con¬ 
tempt, was so entirely unlike herself, so utterly out of her character, 
that it silenced us all. There was something hidden, beyond a doubt, 
under the mere surface-brutality of the words which her husband 
had just addressed to her. There was some lurking insult beneath them, 
of which I was wholly ignorant, but which had left the mark of its 
profanation so plainly on her face that even a stranger might have seen it. 

The Count, who was no stranger, saw it as distinctly as I did. When 
I left my chair to join Laura, I heard him whisper tmder his breath to 
Sir Percival: “ You idiot! ” 

Laura walked before me to the door as I advanced ; and, at the same 
time, her husband spoke to her once more. 

“ You positively refuse, then, to give me your signature ? ” he said, 
in the altered tone of a man who was conscious that he had let his own 
licence of language seriously injure him. 

“ After what you have just said to me,” she replied, firmly, “ I refuse 
my signature tmtil I have read every l^e in that parchment ftom the 
first word to the last. Come away, Marian, we have remained here 
long enough.” 

“ One moment! ” interposed the Count before Sir Percival could 
speak again—one moment. Lady Glyde, I implore you ! ” 

Laura would have left the room without noticing him; but I 
stopped her. 

” Don’t make an enemy of the Count I ” I whispered. “ Whatever 
you do, don’t make an enemy of the Count! ” 

She yielded to me. I closed the door again ; and we stood near it, 
waiting. Sir Percival sat down at the table, with his elbow on the 
folded parchment, and his head resting on his clenched fist. The 
Count stood between us—master of the dreadful position in which we 
were placed, as he was master of everything else. 

“ I^dy Clyde,” he said, with a gentleness which seemed to address 
itself to our forlorn situation instead of to ourselves, “ pray pardon me, 
if I venture to offer one suggestion; and pray believe that I speak out 
of my profound respect and my friendly r^ard for the mistress of this 
house.” He turned sharply towards Sir Percival. “ Is it absolutely 
necessary,” he asked, that this thing here, imder your elbow, should 
be signed to-day ? ” 

“ It is necessary to my plans and wishes,” returned the other, sulkily. 
** But that consideration, as you may have noticed, has no influence 
with Lady Glyde.” 
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“ Answer my plain question, plainly. Can the business of the 
signature be put off till to-morrow—Yes or No ? ” 

“ Yes—if you will have it so.” 

“ Then, what are you wasting your time for, here ? Let tlie siffna- 
ture wait till to-morrow—let it wait till you come back.” 

Sir Percival looked up with a frown and an oath. 

“ You are taking a tone with me that I don’t like,” he said. ” A 
tone I won’t bear from an y man.” 

“ I am advising you for your good,” returned the Count, with a 
smile of quiet contempt. “ Give yourself time; give Lady Clyde 
time. Have you forgotten that your dog-cart is waiting at the door ? 
My tone surprises you—ha ? I dare say it does—it is the tone of a 
man who can keep his temper. How many doses of good advice have 
1 given you in my time ? More than you can count. Have I ever 
been wrong ? I defy you to quote me an instance of it. Go ' take 
your drive. The matter of the signature can wait till to-morrow Let 
It wait—and renew it when you come back.” 

Sir Percival hesitated, and looked at his watch. His anxiety about 
the secret journey which he was to take that day, revived by the Count’s 
words, was now evidently disputing possession of his mind with the 
an^ety to obtain Laura’s signature. He considered for a little whUc : 
and then got up from his chair. 

” It is easy to argue me down,” he said, “ when I have no time to 
^swer you. I will take your advice, Fosco—not because I want it, or 

because I can’t stop here any longer.” He paused, 
and looked round darkly at his wife. ” If you don’t give me your 

sipature when I come back to-morrow-! ” The rest was lost in 

the noise of his opening the book-case cupboard again, and locking 
up the parchment once more. He took his hat and gloves off the 
table, and made for the door. Laura and I drew back to let him pass. 

Kemembcr to-morrow ! ” he said to his wife; and went out. 

We waited to give him time to cross the hall, and drive away. The 
t.x)um approached us while we were standing near the door. 

You have just seen Percival at his worst. Miss Halcombe,” he 

u- ijr • friend, I am sorry for him and ashamed of him. 

AS his old friend, I promise you that he shall not break out to-morrow 
m me same disgraceful manner in which he has broken out to-day ” 

Laura hzd taken my arm while he was speaking, and she pressed it 
significantly when he had done. It would have been a hard trial to any 
woman to stand by and see the office of apologist for her husband’s 
imsconduct quiedy assumed by his male friend in her own house—and 

^ t*^ed the Count civilly, and let her out. Yes! 

1 thanked ium : for I felt already, with a sense of inexpressible helpless¬ 
ness and humihation, that it was either his interest or his caprice to 
c^e sure of my continumg to reside at Blackwater Park ; and I knew, 
attcr bir Peraval’s conduct to me, that without the support of the 
Count^s influence, I could not hope to remain there. His influence. 
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the influence of all others that I dreaded most, was actually the one tic 
which now held me to Laura in the hour of her utmost need ! 

We heard the wheels of the dog-cart crashing on the gravel of the 
drive, as we came into the hall. Sir Pcrcival had started on his journey. 

“ Where is he going to, Marian ? ” Laura whispered. “ Every fresh 
thing he does seems to terrify me about the future. Have you any 
suspicions ? ” 

After what she had undergone that morning, I was unwilling to tell 
her my suspicions. 

“ How should I know his secrets,” I said, evasively. 

“ I wonder if the housekeeper knows ? ” she persisted. 

“ Certainly not,” I replied. ” She must be quite as ignorant as we 
are.” 

Laura shook her head doubtfully. 

“ Did you not hear from the housekeeper that there was a report of 
Anne Catherick having been seen in this neighbourhood ? Don’t you 
think he may have gone away to look for her ? ” 

“ I would rather compose myself, Laura, by not thinking about it, 
at all; and, after what has happened, you had better follow my example. 
Come into my room, and rest and quiet yourself a little.” 

We sat down together close to the window, and let tlie fragrant 
summer air breathe over our faces. 

” I am ashamed to look at you, Marian,” she said, ” after what you 
submitted to down-stairs, for my sake. Oh, my own love, I am almost 
heart-broken when I think of it ! But I will try to make it up to you— 
I will indeed ! ” 

“ Hush ! hush ! ” I replied ; “ don’t talk so. What is the trifling 
mortification of my pride compared to the dreadful sacrifice of your 
happiness ? ” 

“ You heard what he said to me ? ” she went on, quickly and 
vehemently. “ You heard the words—but you don’t know what they 
meant—you don’t know why I threw down the pen and turned my 
back on him.” She rose in sudden agitation, and walked about the 
room. ” 1 have kept many things from yotir knowledge, Marian, for 
fear of distressing you, and making you unhappy at the outset of 
our new lives. You don’t know how he has used me. And yet you 
ought to know, for you saw how he used me to-day. You heard him 
sneer at my presuming to be scrupulous; you heard him say I had 
made a virtue of necessity in marrying him.” She sat down again; 
her face flushed deeply, and her hands twisted and twined together 
in her lap. “ I can’t tell you about it now,” she said j ” I shall burst 
out crying if I tell you now—later, Marian, when I am more sure of 
myself. My poor head aches, darling—aches, aches, aches. Where 
is your smelling-bottle ? Let me talk to you about yourself. I wish 
I ^d given him my signature, for your s^e. Shall I give it to him, 
to-morrow? 1 would rather compromise myself than compromise you. 
After your taking my part against him, he w^ lay all the blame on you, 
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if I refuse again. What shall we do ? Oh, for a friend to help us and 
advise us !—a friend we could really trust! ” 

She sighed bitterly. I saw in her face that she wa^ thinking of 
Hartnght—saw it the more plainly because her last words set me think¬ 
ing of him, too. In six months only from her marriage, we wanted the 
f^thful service he had offered to us in his farewell words. How 
little I once thought that we should ever want it at all ! 

“ We must do what we can to help ourselves,” I said. “ Let us tr>' 
to talk it over calmly, Laura—let us do all in our power to decide for 
the best.” 

^tting what she knew of her husband’s embarrassments, and what 
I had heard of his conversation with the la\vyer, together, we arrived 
necessarily at the conclusion that the parchment in the library had 
t^en drawn up for the purpose of borrowing money, and that Laura’s 
signature was absolutely necessary to fit it for the attainment of Sir 
Percival’s object. 

The second question, concerning the nature of the legal contract by 
which the money was to be obtained, and the degree of personal 
responsibmty to which Laura might subject herself if she signed it in 
the dark, involved considerations which lay far beyond any knowledge 
and experience that cither of us possessed. My own convictions led 
me to believe that the hidden contents of the parchment concealed a 
transaction of the meanest and the most fraudulent kind. 

I had not formed this conclusion in consequence of Sir Percival’s 
refusal to show the writing, or to explain it; for that refusal might 
well have proceeded from his obstinate disposition and his domineering 
temper alone. My sole motive for distrusting his honesty, sprang 
from the change which I had observed in his language and his manners 
at Blackwater Park, a change which convinced me that he had been 
a<mng a part throughout the whole period of his probation at Limme- 

elaborate delicacy; his ceremonious politeness 
which harmonised so agreeably with Mr. Gilmore’s old-fashioned 
nooons ; his modesty with Laura, his candour witli me, his moderation 
with Mr. Fairlie—all these were the artifices of a mean, cunning, and 
brutal man, who had dropped his disguise when his practised duplicity 
had gamed its end, and had openly shown himself in the libraiT, on that 
very day. I say nothmg of the grief which this discovery caused me on 
Laura s account, for it is not to be expressed by any words of mine. I 
j^^fer to it at all, because it decided me to oppose her signing the 
parchment, whatever the consequences might be, unless she was first 
made acquainted with the contents. 

Under these circumstances, the one chance for us when to-morrow 

c^e, was to be provided with an objection to giving the signature, 

which mi^t rpt on sufficiently firm commercial or legal grounds to 

shake Sir Percival’s resolution, and to make him suspect that we two 

women understood the laws and obligations of business as well as 
himself. 
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After some pondering, I determined to write to the only honest man 
within reach whom we could trust to help us discreetly, in our forlorn 
situation. That man was Mr. Gilmore’s partner—Kyrle—who 
conducted the business, now that our old friend had been obliged to 
\rithdraw from it, and to leave London on account of his health. I 
explained to Laura tliat I had Mr. Gilmore’s own authority for placing 
implicit confidence in his partner’s integrity, discretion, and accurate 
knowledge of all her affairs ; and, with her full approval, I sat dowm at 
once to \vrite the letter. 

I began by stating our position to Mr. Kyrle exactly as it was ; and 
then asked for his advice in return, expressed in plain, downright 
terms which he could comprehend without any danger of misinter¬ 
pretations and mistakes. My letter was as short as 1 could possibly 
make it, and was, I hope, unencumbered by needless apologies and 
needless details. 

Just as I was about to put the address on the envelope, an obstacle 
was discovered by Laura, which in the cfl'ort and pre-occupation of 
writing, had escaped my mind altogether. 

“ How are we to get the answer in time ? ” she asked. “ Your letter 
will not be delivered in London before to-morrow morning; and the 
post will not bring the reply here till the morning after.” 

The only way of overcoming this difficulty was to have tlie answer 
brought to us from the lawyer’s office by a special messenger. I wrote 
a postscript to that effect, begging that the messenger might be des¬ 
patched with the reply by the eleven o’clock morning train, which would 
bring him to our station at twenty minutes past one, and so enable him 
to reach Blackwater Park by two o’clock at the latest. He was to be 
directed to ask for me, to answer no questions addressed to him by 
anyone else, and to deliver his letter into no hands but mine. 

“ In case Sir Percival should come back to-morrow before two 
o’clock,” I said to Laura, “ ilie wisest plan for you to adopt is to be 
out in the grounds all the morning, with your book or your work, and 
not to appear at the house till the messenger has had time to arrive with 
the letter. I will wait here for him, all the morning, to guard against any 
misadventures or mistakes. By following this arrangement I hope and 
believe we shall avoid being taken by surprise. Let us go down to the 
drawing-room now. We may excite suspicion if we remain shut up 
together too long.” 

“ Suspicion ? ” she repeated. “ Whose suspicion can we excite, 
now that Sir Percival has left the house ? Do you mean Count Fosco ?” 

“ Perhaps I do, Laura.” 

“ You are bcgiiming to dislike him as much as I do, Marian.” 

“ No ; not to dislike him . Dislike is always, more or less, associated 
with contempt—I can see nothing in the Count to despise.” 

“ You are not afraid of him, arc you ? ” 

” Perhaps I am—a little.” 

“ Afraid of him, after his interference in our favour to-day 1 ” 
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“ Yes. I am more afraid of his interference than I am of Sir 
Percival’s violence. Remember what I said to you in the library. What¬ 
ever you do, Laura, don’t make an enemy of the Count! ” 

Wc went down-stairs. Laura entered the drawing-room ; while I 
proceeded across the hall, with my letter in ray hand, to put it into the 
post-bag, which hung against the wall opposite to me. 

The house door was open ; and, as I crossed past it, I saw Count 
hosco and his wife standing talking together on the steps outside, with 
their faces turned towards me. 

The Countess came into the hall, rather hastily, and asked if I had 
leisure enough for five minutes’ private conversation. Feeling a little 
surprised by such an appeal from such a person, I put my letter into the 
bag, and replied that I was quite at her disposal. She took my arm 
with imaccustomed friendliness and familiarity; and instead of 
leading me into an empty room, drew me out with her to the belt of 
turf which surroimded the large fish-pond. 

As we passed the Count on the steps, he bow-ed and smiled, and then 
went at once mto the house; pushing the hall-door to after him, but 
not actually closing it. 

The Countess walked me gently round the fish-pond. I expected 
to be made the depositary of some extraordinary confidence ; and I 
was astonished to find that Aiadame Fosco’s communication for my 
private ear was nothing more than a polite assurance of her sympathy 
for me, after what had happened in the library. Her husband had 
mid her of all that had passed, and of the insolent manner in which 
Sir Percival bad spoken to me. This information had so shocked and 
distressed her, on my account and on Laura’s, that she had made up 
her ^nd, if anything of the sort happened again, to mark her sense of 
Sir Peraval’s outrageous condurt by leaving the house. The Count 
had approved of her idea, and she now hoped that I approved of it, too. 

I Aought this a yery strange proceeding on the pan of such a re¬ 
markably reserved woman as Madame Fosco—especially after the 
interchange of sharp speeches which had passed between us during the 
me conversation in the boat-house on that very morning. However, 
It was my plain duty to meet a polite and friendly advance, on the part 
OT one of my elders, with a polite and friendly reply. I answered the 
Co^tws, accordingly, in her own tone; and then, thinking we had 
said all that was necessary on either side, made an anempt to get back 
to the house. 

But Aiadame Fosco seemed resolved not to part with me, and to my 
umpeafeble amazement, resolved also to talk. Hitherto, the most 
suent of women, she now persecuted me with fluent conventionalities 
on the su^ect of married life, on the subject of Sir Percival and I^ura, 
on the subject of her own happiness, on the subject of the late Air. 
Fairhc s conduct to her in the matter of her legacy, and on half a 
do^ othCT subjects besides, until she had detained me, walking roimd 
and round the fish-pond for more than half an hour, and had quite 
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wearied me out. Whether she discovered this, or not, I cannot say, 
but she stopped as abruptly as she had begun—looked towards the 
house door—resumed her icy manner in a moment—and dropped my 
arm of her own accord, before I could think of an excuse for accomplish¬ 
ing my own release from her. 

As I pushed open the door, and entered the hall, I foimd myself 
suddenly face to face with the Count again. He was just putting a 
letter into the post-bag. 

After he had dropped it in, and had closed the bag, he asked me 
where I had left Madame Fosco. I told him ; and he went out at the 
hall door immediately, to join his wife. His manner, when he spoke 
to me, was so unusually quiet and subdued that 1 turned and looked 
after him, wondering if he were ill or out of spirits. 

Why my next proceeding was to go straight up to the post-bag and 
take out my own letter, and look at it again, with a vague distrust on 
me ; and why the looking at it for the second time instantly suggested 
the idea to my mind of sealing the envelope for its greater security— 
arc mysteries which arc citlier too deep or too shallow for me to fathom. 
XX'omen, as everybody knows, constantly act on impulses which they 
cannot explain even to themselves ; and I can only suppose that one of 
those impulses was the hidden cause of my unaccountable conduct on 
this occasion. 

Whatever influence animated me, 1 found cause to congratulate 
myself on having obeyed it, as soon as 1 prepared to seal the letter in 
my own room. I had originally closed the envelope in the usual way, 
by moistening the adhesive point and pressing it on the paper beneath ; 
and, when I now tried it with my Anger, after a lapse of full three- 
quarters of an hour, the envelope opened on the instant, without 
sticking or tearing. Perhaps I had fastened it insufficiently ? Perhaps 
there might have been some defect in the adhesive gum ? 

Or, perhaps-No! it is quite revolting enough to feel that third 

conjeaure stirring in my mind. I would rather not see it confronting 
me, in plain black and white. 

1 almost dread to-morrow—so much depends on my discretion and 
self-control. There are two precautions at all events, which I am sure 
not to forget. I must be careAil to keep up friendly appearances with 
the Count; and must be well on my guard, when the messenger from 
the office comes here with the answer to my letter. 

V 

July 3 rd.—When the dinner hour brought us together a,gain, Count 
Fosco was in his usual excellent spirits. He exerted himself to interest 
and amuse us, as if he was determined to efface from our memories all 
recollection of what had passed in the library t^t afternoon. Lively 
description of his adventures in travelling; amusing anecdotes of 
remarkable people whom he had met with abroad; quaint comparisons 
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between the social customs of various nations, illustrated by examples 
drawn from men and women indiscriminately all over Europe; 
humorous co^essions of the innocent follies of his ow'n early life, when 
he ruled the fashions of a second-rate Italian town, and wrote prepos¬ 
terous romances, on the French model, for a second-rate Italian news- 
j succession so easily and so gaily from his lips, and 

all addressed our various curiosities and various interests so directly 
and so delicately, that Laura and I hstened to him with as muen atten- 
uon, and, mconsistent as it may seem, with as much admiration also, 
as Madame Fosco herself. Women can resist a man’s love, a man’s 
lame, a man s personal appearance, and a man’s money; but they 
cai^t r^ist a man’s tongue, when he knows how to talk to them. 

Alter dinner, while the favourable impression which he had produced 

on us was still vivid in our minds, the Count modesUy withdrew to 
read m the library. 

Laura proposed a stroll in the grounds to enjoy the close of the long 

evemng. It was necessary, in common politeness, to ask Madame 

Fosco to jom us ; but tliis time, she had apparently received her orders 

betorehand, and she begged we would kindly excuse her. “ The 

Count will probably want a fresh supply of cigarettes,” she remarked, 

by way of a^logy ; " and nobody can make them to his satisfaction, 

but myselt. Her cold blue eyes almost warmed as she spoke the 

words--she looked actually proud of being the officiating medium 

through which her lord and master composed himself with tobacco- 
smoke ! 

Laura and I went out together alone. 

It was a misty, heavy evening. There was a sense of blight in the 
air; the flowers were drooping in the garden, and the ground was 
parched and dewless. The western heaven, as we saw it over the quiet 
trees, was of a pale yellow hue, and the sun was setting faintly in a haze. 

« w? seeined near : it would fall probably with the faU of night. 

Which way shall we go ? ” I asked. 

“ Towards the lake, Marian, if you like,” she answered. 

You seem unaccountably fond, Laura, of that dismal lake.” 

No ; not of the lake, but of the scenery about it. The sand and 

heath, ^d the fir-trees, are the only objeas I can discover, in all this 

l^ge place, to re^d me of Limmeridge. But we NviU walk in some 
other du-ecuon, if you prefer it.” 

“ I have no favourite walks at Blackwater Park, my love. One is the 
^e as another to me. Let us go to the lake—we may find it cooler 
m the open space than we find it here.” 

We walked through the shadowy plantation in silence. The heavi¬ 
ness m the evemng air oppressed us both ; and, when we reached the 
boat-ho^c, we were glad to sit down and rest, inside. 

A white fog hung low over the lake. The dense brown line of the 
■ o^osite bank appeared above it, like a dwarf forest floating 

m tne sky. The sandy ground, shelving downward from where we 
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sat, was lost mysteriously in the outward layers of the fog. The silence 
was horrible. No rustling of the leaves—no bird’s note in the wood— 
no ciy of water-fowl from the pools of the hidden lake. Even the 
croaking of the frogs had ceased to-night. 

“ It is very desolate and gloomy,” said I^ura. “ But we can be 
more alone here than any\vhere else.” 

She spoke quietly, and looked at the wilderness of sand and mist 
with steady, thoughtful eyes. I could see that her mind was too much 
ocaipied to feel the dreary impressions from without, which had 
fastened themselves already on min e. 

” I promised, Marian, to tell you the truth about my married life, 
instead of leaving you any longer to guess it for yourself,” she began. 
“ That secret is the first I have ever had from you, love, and I am 
determined it shall be the last. I was silent, as you know, for your 
sake—and perhaps a little for my own sake as well. It is very hard for 
a woman to confess that the man to whom she has given her whole life, 
is the man of all others who cares least for the gift. If you were married 
yourself, Marian—and especially if you were happily married—you 
would feel for me as no single woman can feel, however kind and true 
she may be.” 

What answer could I make ? I could only take her hand, and look 
at her with my whole heart, as well as my eyes would let me. 

“ How often,” she went on, “ I have heard you laughing over what 
you used to call your ‘ poverty ! * how often have you made me mock- 
spcechcs of congratulation on my wealth! Oh, Marian, never laugh 
again. Thank God for your poverty—it has made you your own 
mistress, and has saved you from the lot that has fallen on me.’* 

A sad beginning on the lips of a young wife !—sad in its quiet, plain- 
spoken truth. The few days we had all passed together at Blacl^vatcr 
Park, had been many cnou^ to show me—to show any one—what her 
husband bad married her for. 

“ You shall not be distressed,” she said, ** by hearing how soon my 
disappointments and my trials began—or, even by knowing what they 
were. It is bad enough to have them on memory. If I tell you 
how he received the first and last attempt at remonstrance that I ever 
made, you know how he has always treated me, as well as if I had 
described it in so many words. It was one day at Rome, when we had 
ridden out together to the tomb of Cecilia Mctella. The sky was calm 
and lovely—and the grand old ruin looked beautiful—and the remem¬ 
brance that a husband’s love had raised it in the old time to a wife’s 
memory, made me feel more tenderly and more anxiously towards my 
husband than I had ever felt yet. * Would you build such a tomb for 
me, Perdval ? ’ I asked him. ‘ You said you loved me dearly, before 

we were married ; and yet, since that time-’ I could get no farther. 

Marian 1 be was not even looking at me 1 I pulled down my veil, 
think i n g it best not to let him see that the tears were in my eyes. I 
fancied he bad not paid any attention to me but be had. He said. 
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Come away, and laughed to himself, as he helped me on to my horse. 
He moimted his own horse and laughed again as we rode away. ‘ If 
I do build you a tomb,’ he said, ‘ it will be done with your own money. 
I wonder whether Cecilia Metella had a fortune, and paid for hers.’ 
I made no reply—how could I, when I was crying behind my veil ? 

‘ Ah, you light-complexioned women arc all sulky,’ he said. ‘ What 
do you want ? compliments and soft speeches ? Well ! I’m in a good 
humour this morning. Consider the compliments paid, and the speeches 
said.’ Men little know, when they say hard things to us, how well we 
remember them, and how much harm they do us. It would have been 
better for me if I had gone on crying ; but his contempt dried up my 
tears, and hardened my heart. From that time, Marian, I never 
checked myself again in thinking of Walter Hartright. I let the 
memory of those happy days, when we were so fond of each otlier in 
secret, come back, and comfon me. What else had I to look to for 
consolation ? If we had been togcdier, you would have helped me to 
bener things. I know it was wrong, darling—but tell me if I was 
wrong, without any excuse.” 

I was obliged to turn my face from her. “ Don’t ask me ! ” I said. 

“ Have I suffered as you have suffered ? What right have I to decide ?” 

I used to think of him,” she pursued, dropping her voice, and 
moving closer to me—“ I used to think of him, when Percival left me 
alone at night, to go among the Opera people. I used to fancy what 
I might have been, if it had pleased God to bless me with poverty, and 
if I had been his wife. I used to see myself in my neat cheap go\vn, 
sittmg at home and waiting for him, while he was earning our bread— 
sitting at home and working for him, and loving him all the belter 
^ work for him—seeing him come in tired, and taking 

off his hat and coat for him—and, Marian, pleasing him with little 
dishes at dinner that I had learnt to make for his sake—Oh ! I hope he 
IS never lonely enough and sad enough to think of me, and see me, as 
I have thought of him and seen him ! ” 

As she said those melancholy words, all the lost tenderness returned 
to her voice, and all the lost beauty trembled back into her face. Her 
eyes rested as lovingly on the blighted, solitary, ill-omened view before 

t«, as if they saw the friendly hills of Cumberland in the dim and 
threatening sky. 

Don’t spe^ of Walter any more,” I said, as soon as I could control 

myself. ** Oh, Laura, spare us both the wretchedness of talking of him , 
now! ” t» > 

She roused herself, and looked at me tenderly. 

I would rather be silent about him for ever,” she answered, “ than 
cause you a moment’s pain.” 

It is in your interests,” I pleaded; “ it is for your sake that I 
speak. If your husband heard you—” 

It would not surprise him, if he did hear me.” 

She made that strange reply wtith a weary calmness and coldness. 



192 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


The change in her manner, when she gave the answer, startled me 
almost as much as the answer itself. 

“ Not surprise him ! ” I repeated. “ Laura ! remember what you 
are saying—you frighten me ! ” 

“ It is true,” she said—“ it is what 1 wanted to tell you to-day, when 
we were talking in your room. My only secret when I opened my 
heart to him at Limmeridgc, was a harmless secret, Marian—you said 
so yourself. The name was all I kept from him—and he has discovered 
it.” 

I heard her ; but I could say noUiing. Her last words had killed 
the little hope that still lived in me. 

“ It happened at Rome,” she went on, as wearily calm and cold as 
ever. “ We were at a little party, given to the English by some friends 
of Sir Percival’s—Mr. and Mrs. Markland. Mrs. Markland had the 
reputation of sketching veiy beautifully ; and some of the guests pre¬ 
vailed on her to show us her drawings. We all admired them—but 
something I said attracted her attention particularly to me. ‘ Surely 
you draw yourself? ’ she asked. * I used to draw a little once,* I 
answered, ‘ but I have given it up.’ ‘ If you have once drawn,’ she 
said, ‘ you may take to it again one of these days ; and if you do, 1 wish 
you would let me recommend you a master.’ I said nothing—you 
know why, Marian—and tried to change the conversation. But Mrs. 
Markland persisted. ‘ I have had ail sorts of teachers,’ she went on ; 

‘ but the best of all, the most intelligent and the most attentive, was a 
Mr. Hartiight. If you ever take up your drawings again, do try him as 
a master. He is a young man—modest and gentlemanlike—1 am sure 
you will like him.’ Think of those words being spoken to me publicly, 
in the presence of strangers—strangers who had been invited to meet 
the bride and bridegroom ! 1 did all I could to control myself—I 

said nothing, and looked down close at the drawings. When I ven¬ 
tured to raise my head again, my eyes and my husband’s eyes met; 
and I knew, by his look, that my face had betrayed me. ‘ We will see 
about Mr. Hartright,’ he said, looking at me ^ the time, ‘ when we 
get back to England. I agree with you, Mrs. Markland—I think Lady 
Clyde is sure to like him.’ He laid an emphasis on the last words which 
made my checks bum, and set my heart beating as if it would stifle me. 
Nothing more was said—we came away early. He was silent in the 
carriage, driving back to the hotel. He helped me out, and followed me 
upstairs as usual. But the moment we were in the drawing-room, he 
locked the door, pushed me down into a chair, and stood over me with 
his hands on my shoulders. ‘ Ever since that morning when you made 
your audacious confession to me at Limmeridge,’ he said, ‘ I have 
wanted to find out the man; and I found Hitti in your face to-night. 
Your drawing-master was the man ; and his name is Hartright. You 
shall repent it, and he shall repent it, to the last hour of your lives. 
Now go to bed, and dream of him, if you like^with the marks of my 
horsewhip on his shoulders.’ Whenever he is angry with me now, he 
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refers to what I acknowledged to him in your presence, with a sneer or 
a threat. I have no power to prevent him from putting his own 
horrible construction on the confidence I placed in him. I have no 
influence to make him believe me, or to keep him ‘silent. You looked 
surprised, to-day, when you heard him tell me that I had made a virtue 
of necessity in marrying him. You will not be surprised again, when 
you hear him repeat it, the next time he is out of temper—Oh, Marian ! 
don’t! don’t! you hurt me ! ” 

I had caught her in my arms; and the sting and torment of my 
remorse had closed them round her like a vice. Yes ! my remorse. 
The white despair of Walter’s face, when my cruel words struck him to 
the heart in the summer-house at Limmcridge, rose before me in mute, 
unendurable reproach. My hand had pointed the way which led the 
man my sister loved, step by step, far from his country and his friends. 
Between those nvo young hearts I had stood, to sunder them for ever, 
the one from the other—and his life and her life lay wasted before me, 
alike, in witness of the deed. I had done this ; and done it for Sir 
Percival Glyde. 

For Sir Percival Glyde. 

I heard her speaking, and I knew by the tone of her voice that she 
was comforting me—/, who deserved nothing but the reproach of her 
silence ! How long it was before I mastered the absorbing misery of 
my own thoughts, I cannot tell. I was first conscious that she was 
kissing me; and then my eyes seemed to wake on a sudden to their 
sense of outward things, and I knew that I was looking mechanically 
straight before me at the prospect of the lake. 

“ It is late,” I heard her whisper. “ It will be dark in the plantation.” 
She shook my arm, and repeated, “ Marian ! it will be dark in the 
plantation.” 

“ Give me a minute longer,” I said—“ a minute, to get better in.” 

I was afraid to trust myself to look at her yet; and I kept my eyes 
fixed on the view. 

It was late. The dense brown line of trees in the sky had faded in 
the gathering darkness, to the faint resemblance of a long wreath of 
smoke. The mist over the lake below had stealthily enlarged, and 
advanced on us. The silence was as breathless as ever—but the horror 
of it had gone, and the solemn mystery of its sdllncss was all that 
remained. 

“ We are far from the house,” she whispered. “ Let us go back.” 

She stopped suddenly, and turned her face from me towards the 
entrance of the boat-house. 

“ Marian ! ” she said, trembling violently. ** Do you sec nothing ? 
Look! ” 

“ Where ? ” 

“ Down there, below us.” 

She pointed. My eyes followed her hand; and I saw it, too. 
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A living figure was moving over the waste of heath in the distance. 
It crossed our range of view from the boat-house, and passed darkly 
along the outer edge of the mist. It stopped far off, in front of us— 
waited—and passed on ; moving slowly, with the white cloud of mist 
behind it and above it—slowly, slowly, till it glided by the edge of the 
boat-house, and we saw it no more. 

We were both unnerved by what had passed between us that evening. 
Some minutes elapsed before Laura would venture into the plantation, 
and before I could make up my mind to lead her back to the bouse. 

“ Was it a man or a woman ? ” she asked, in a whisper, as we moved, 
at last, into the dark dampness of the outer air. 

“ I am not certain.” 

“ Which do you think ? ” 

“ It looked like a woman.” 

“ I was afraid it was a man in a long cloak.” 

“ It may be a man. In this dim light it is not possible to be certain.” 

“ Wait, Marian ! I’m frightened—I don’t see the path. Suppose 
the figure should follow us ? ” 

“ Not at all likely, Laura. There is really nothing to be alarmed 
about. The shores of the lake arc not far from the village, and they 
are free to any one to walk on, by day or night. It is only wonderful 
we have seen no living creature there before.” 

We were now in the plantation. It was very dark—so dark, that 
we found some difficulty in keeping the path. I gave Laura my arm, 
and we walked as fast as wc could on our way back. 

Before wc were half way through, she stopped, and forced me to 
stop with her. She was listening. 

“ Hush,” she whispered. “ I hear something behind us.” 

“ Dead leaves,” I said to cheer her, “ or a twig blown off the 
trees.” 

“ It is summer time, Marian; and there is not a breath of wind. 
Listen ! ” 

I heard the sound, too—a sound like a light footstep following us. 

** No matter who it is, or what it is,” I said j let us walk on. In 
another minute, if there is anything to alarm us, we shall be near 
enough to the house to be heard.” 

We went on quickly—so quickly, that Laura was breathless by the 
time we were nearly through the plantation, and within sight of the 
lighted windows. 

I waited a moment, to give her breathing-time. Just as we were 
about to proceed, she stopped me again, and signed to me with her 
band to listen once more. We both heard distinctly a long, heavy 
sigh, behind us, in the black depths of the trees. 

“ Who’s there ? ” I called out. 

There was no answer. 

“ Who’s there ? ” I repeated. 

An instant of silence followed; and then we heard the light ffdl of 
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the footsteps again, fainter and fainter—sinking away into the darkness 
—sinking, sinking, sinking—till they were lost in the silence. 

We hurried out from the trees to the open lawn beyond ; crossed it 
rapidly; and without another word passing between us, reached the 
house. 

In the light of the hall-lamp, Laura looked at me, with white checks 
and startled eyes. 

“ I am half dead with fear,” she said. “ WTio could it have been ? *’ 

“ We will try to guess to-morrow,” I replied. “ In the mean time, 
say nothing to any one of what we have heard and seen.” 

“ Why not ? ” 

“ Because silence is safe—and we have need of safety in this house.” 

I sent Laura upstairs immediately—waited a minute to take off my 
hat, and put my hair smooth—and then went at once to make my first 
investigations in the library, on pretence of searching for a book. 

There sat the Count, filling out the largest easy-chair in the house ; 
smoking and reading calmly, with his feet on an ottoman, his cravat 
across his knees, and his shirt collar wide open. And there sat Madame 
Fosco, like a quiet child, on a stool by his side, making cigarettes. 
Neither husband nor wife could, by any possibility, have been out late 
that evening, and have just got back to ^e house in a hurry. I felt that 
my object in visiting the library was answered the moment I set eyes 
on them. 

Count Fosco rose in polite confusion, and tied his cravat on when I 
entered the room. 

“Pray don’t let me disturb you,” I said. “ I have only come here to 
get a book.” 

“ All unfortunate men of my size suffer from the heat,” said the 
Count, refreshing himself gravely with a large green fan. “ I wish I 
could change places with my excellent wife. She is as cool, at this 
moment, as a fish in the pond outside.” 

The Countess allowed herself to thaw under the influence of her 
husband’s quaint comparison. “ I am never warm, Miss Halcombe,” 
she remarked, with the modest air of a woman who was confessing to 
one of her own merits. 

“ Have you and Lady Clyde been out this evening ? ” asked the 
Count, while I was taking a book from the shelves, to preserve appear¬ 
ances. 

“ Yes j we went out to get a little air.” 

“ May I ask in what direction ? ” 

“ In the direction of the lake—as far as the boat-house.” 

“ Aha ? As far as the boat-house ? ” 

Under other circumstances, I might have resented his curiosity. 
But, to-night I hailed it as another proof that neither he nor his wife 
were connected with the mysterious appearance at the lake. 

“ No more adventures, I suppose, this evening ? ” he went on. “ No 
more discoveries, like your discovery of the wounded dog ? ” 



196 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


He fixed his unfathomable grey eyes on me, with that cold, clear, 
irresistible glitter in them, which always forces me to look at him, and 
always make me uneasy, while I do look. An unutterable suspicion 
that his mind is prying into mine, overcomes me at these times ; and it 
overcame me now. 

“ No,” I said shortly ; “ no adventure—no discoveries.” 

I tried to look away from him, and leave the room. Strange as it 
seems, I hardly think I should have succeeded in the attempt, if Madame 
Fosco had not helped me by causing him to move and look away first. 

“ Count, you are keeping Miss Halcombc standing,” she said. 

The moment he turned round to get me a chair, I seized my oppor¬ 
tunity—thanked him—made my excuses—and slipped out. 

An hour later, when Laura’s maid happened to be in her mistress’s 
room, I took occasion to refer to the closeness of the night, with a view 
to ascertaining next how the servants had been passing their time. 

“ Have you been suffering much from the heat downstairs ? ” I 
asked. 

“ No, miss,” said the girl; “ we have not felt it to speak of.” 

*' You have been out in the woods then, I suppose ? ” 

“ Some of us thought of going, miss. But cook said she should take 
her chair into the cool court-yard, outside the kitchen-door ; and, on 
second thoughts, all the rest of us took our chairs out there, too.” 

The housekeeper was now the only person who remained to be 
accounted for. 

” Is Mrs. Michelson gone to bed yet ? ” I inquired. 

“ I should think not, miss,” said the girl, smilmg. “ Mrs. Michelson 
is more likely to be getting up, just now, than going to bed.” 

“ Why ? What do you mean ? Has Mrs. Alichelson been taking 
to her bed in the daytime ? ” 

“ No, miss ; not exactly, but the next thing to it. She’s been asleep 
all the evening, on the sofa in her own room.” 

Putting together what I had observed for myself in the library and 
what I have just heard from Laura’s maid, one conclusion seems 
inevitable. The figure we saw at the lake, was not the figure of 
Madame Fosco, of her husband, or of any of the servants. The foot¬ 
steps we heard behind us were not the footsteps of any one belonging 
to the house. 

Who could it have been ? 

It seems useless to inquire. I cannot even decide whether the 
figure was a man’s or a woman’s. I can only say that I think it was a 
woman’s. 

VI 

July 4 th.—The misery of self-reproach which I suffered yesterday 
evening, on hearing what Laura told me in the boat-house, returned 
in the loneliness of the night, and kept me waking and wretched for 
hours. 
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I lighted my candle at last, and searched through my old journals to 
see what my share in the fatal error of her marriage had really been, 
and what I might have once done to save her from it. The result 
soothed me a little—for it showed that, however blindly and ignorantly 
I aaed, I acted for the best. Crying generally does me harm ; but it 
was not so last night—I think it relieved me. I rose this morning with 
a settled resolution and a quiet mind. Nothing Sir Pcrcival can say 
or do shall ever irritate me again, or make me forget for one moment that 
I am staying here, in defiance of mortifications, insults, and threats, 
for Laura’s service and for Laura’s sake. 

The speculations in which we might have indulged, this morning, 
on the subject of the figure at the lake and the footsteps in the planta¬ 
tion, have been all suspended by a trifling accident which has caused 
Laura great regret. She has lost the little brooch I gave here for a 
keepsake, on the day before her marriage. As she wore it when wc 
went out yesterday evening, we can only suppose that it must have 
dropped from her dress, either in the boat-house, or on our way back 
The servants have been sent to search, and have returned unsuccessful 
And now Laura herself has gone to look for it. Whether she finds it, 
or not, the loss will help to excuse her absence from the house, if Sir 

Percival returns before the letter from Mr. Gilmore’s partner is placed 
m my hands. 

9ne o’clock has just struck. I am considering whether I had better 
wait here for the arrival of the messenger from London, or slip away 

quietly, and watch for him outside the lodge gate. 

My suspicion of everybody and everything in this house inclines me 
to think ^t the second plan may be the best. The Count is safe in 
the breakfast-room. I heard him, through the door, as I ran up-stairs, 
ten mmutes since, exercising his canary-birds at their tricks :—“ Come 
out on my little finger, my pret-pret-pretties ! Come out, and hop up- 
^irs . One, two, three—and up ! Three, two, one—and down ' 
One, two, three-twit-twit-twit-tweet! ” The birds burst into their 
usual ecstasy of smgmg and the Count chirruped and whistled at them 
m remm, as if he was a bird himself. My room door is open, and I 
can he^ the shrill singing and whistling at this very moment. If I 
am really to slip out, without being observed—now is my time. 

Four o'clock. The three hours that have passed since I made mv 

last entry, have turned the whole march of events at Blackwater Park 

m a new direction. Whether for good or for evil, I cannot and dare 
not decide. 

Let me get back first to the place at which I left off—or I shall lose 
myselt m the confusion of my own thoughts. 

I w^t out, as I had proposed, to meet the messenger with my letter 
u ° lodge gate. On the stairs I saw no one. In the 

nan 1 hewd the Count still exercising his birds. But on crossing the 
quadrangle outside, I passed Madame Fosco, walking by herself in 
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her favourite circle, round and round the great fish-pond. I at once 
slackened my pace, so as to avoid all appearance of being in a hurry; 
and even went the length, for caution’s s^e, of inquiring if she thought 
of going out before lunch. She smiled at me in the friendliest manner 
—said she preferred remaining near the house—nodded pleasantly— 
and re-entered the hall. I looked back, and saw that she bad dosed 
the door before I had opened the wicket by the side of the carriage 
gates. 

In less than a quarter of an hour, I reached the lodge. 

The lane outside took a sudden turn to the left, ran on straight for a 
hundred yards or $ 0 , and then took another sharp turn to the right to 
join the high road. Between these two turns, hidden from the lodge 
on one side and from the way to the station on the other, I waited, 
walking backwards and forwards. High hedges were on either side of 
me; and for twenty minutes by my watch, I neither saw nor heard 
any^ing. At the end of that time, the sound of a carriage caught my 
ear; and I was met, as I advanced towards the second turning, by a 
fly from the railway. I made a sign to the driver to stop. As he obeyed 
me, a respectable-looking man put his head out of the window to see 
what was tlic matter. 

“ I beg your pardon,” 1 said ; “ but am I right in supposing that you 
arc going to Blackwater Park ? ” 

Yes, ma’am.” 

“ With a letter for any one ? ” 

“ With a letter for Miss Halcombc, ma’am.” 

“ You may give me the letter. I am Miss Halcombc.” 

and gave 

me the letter. 

I opened it at once, and read these lines. 1 copy them here, thinking 
it best to destroy the original for caution’s sake. 


The man touched his hat, got out of the fly immediately. 


“ Dear Madam, —Your letter received this morning, has caused me 
very great anxiety. 1 will reply to it as briefly and as plainly as possible. 

My careful consideration of the statement made by yourself, and 
my knowledge of Lady Clyde’s position, as defined in the settlement, 
lead me, I regret to say, to the conclusion that a-loan of the trust money 
to Sir Percival (or, in other words, a loan of some portion of the twenty 
thousand pounds of I..ady Clyde’s fortune), is in contemplation, and 
that she is made a party to the de^, in order to secure her approval of 
a flagrant breach of trust, and to have her signature produced against 
her, if she should complain hereafter. It is impossible, on any other 
supposition, to accoimt, situated as she is, for her execution to a deed 
of any kind being wanted at all. 

‘‘ ^ the event of Lady Clyde’s signing such a document as I am 
compelled to suppose the dc^ in question to be, her trustees would 
be at liberty to advance money to Sir Percival out of her twenty thousand 
pounds. If the amount so lent should not be paid back, and if Lady 
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Clyde should have children, their fortune will then be diminished by 
the sum, large or small, so advanced. In plainer terms still, the trans¬ 
action, for anything that Lady Clyde knows to the contrary', may be a 
&aud upon her unborn children. 

“ Under these serious circumstances, I would recommend Lady 
Cl^e to assign as a reason for withholding her signature, that she 
wishes the deed to be first submitted to myself, as her family solicitor 
(m absence of my pamier, Mr. Cilmore). No reasonable objection 
an be made to taking this OTurse—for, if the transaction is an honour- 
able one, there will necessarily be no difficulty in my giving my approval. 

Sincerely assuring you of my readiness to afford any additional 
help or advice that may be wanted, I beg to remain. Madam, your 
faithful servant, 

“ William Kyrle.” 

I read this kind and sensible letter very thankfully. It supplied 
Laura with a reason for objecting to the signature which was un¬ 
answerable, and which we could both of us understand. The mes¬ 
senger waited near me while I was reading, to receive his directions 
when I had done. 

“ Will you be good enough to say that I understand the letter, and 
that 1 am very much obliged ? ” I said. “ There is no other reply 
necessary at present.” 

Exactly at the moment when I was speaking those words, holding 
the letter open in my b^nd. Count Fosco turned the corner of the lane 
from the high road, and stood before me as if be had sprung up out of 
the earth. ^ ^ 

The suddenness of his appearance, in the very last place under 
heaven in which I should have expected to see him, took me completely 

surprise. The messenger wished me good-morning, and got into 
the fly again. I could not say a word to him—I was not even able to 
return his bow. The conviction that 1 was discovered—and by that 
man, of all others—absolutely petrified me. 

“ Arc you going back to the house. Miss Halcombe ? ” he inquired, 
without showing the least surprise on his side, and without even looking 
after the fly, which drove off while he was speaking to me. 

I alleaed myself sufficiently to make a sign in the affirmative. 

I am going back too,” he said. “ Pray allow me the pleasure of 

accompanying you. Will you take my arm ? You look surprised at 
seemg me 1 ” 

I ^^k his arm. The first of my scattered senses that came back, 

was the sense that warned me to sacrifice anything rather than make an 
enemy of him. 

“ You look surprised at seeing me! ” he repeated, in his quietly 
pertinacious way. ^ 

“ I thought. Count, I heard you with your birds in the breakfast- 
room, I answered, as quietly and firmly as I could. 
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“ Surely. But my little feathered children, dear lady, are only too 
like other children. They have their days of perversity; and this 
morning was one of them. My wife came in, as I was putting them back 
in their cage, and said she had left you going out alone for a walk. You 
told her so, did you not ? ” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ Well, Miss Halcombe, the pleasure of accompanying you was t(» 
great a temptation for me to resist. At my age there is no harm in 
confessing so much as that, is there ? I seized my hat, and set off to 
offer myself as your escort. Even so fat an old man as Fosco is surely 
bencr than no escort at all ? I took the wrong path—I came back in 
despair—and here I am, arrived (may I say it ?) at the height of my 
wishes.” 

He talked on, in this complimentary strain, with a fluency which left 
me no exertion to make beyond the effort of maintaining my composure. 
He never referred in the most distant manner to what he had se^ in 
the lane, or to the letter which I still had in my hand. T^s ominous 
discretion helped to convince me that he must have sun^rised, by the 
most dishonourable means, the secret of my application in Laura’s 
interest to the lawyer; and that, having now assured himself of the 
private manner in which I had received the answer, he had discovered 
enough to suit his purposes, and was only bent on trying to quiet the 
suspicions which he knew he must have aroused in my mind. I was 
wise enough, under these circumstances, not to attempt to deceive him 
by plausible explanations—and woman enough, notwiths tan d in g my 
dread of him, to feel as if my hand was tainted by resting on his arm. 

On the drive in front of the house wc met the dog-cart being taken 
round to the stables. Sir Percival had just returned. He came out 
to meet us at tlic house-door. Whatever other results his journey 
might have had, it had not ended in softening his savage temper. 

‘‘ Oh ! here are two of you come back,” he said, with a lowering face. 
“ What is the meaning of the house being (jeserted in this way ? Where 
is Lady Clyde ? ” 

I told him of the loss of the brooch, and said that Laura had gone 
into the plantation to look for it. 

“ Brooch or no brooch,” he growled sulkily, “ I recommend her not 
to forget her appointment in the library, this afternoon. I shall expect 
to see her in half an hour.” 

I took my hand from the Coimt’s arm, and slowly ascended the 
steps. He honoured me with one of his ma^iificent bows, and then 
addressed himself gaily to the scowling master of the house. 

” Tell me, Percival,” he said, have you had a pleasant drive ? And 
has your pretty shining Brown Molly come back at all tired ? ” 

“ Brown Molly be hanged—and the drive too ! I want my lunch.** 

“ And I want five minutes* talk with you, Percival, first,’* returned 
the Count. “ Five minutes* talk, my friend, here on the grass.” 

“ What about ? ” 
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“ About business that very much concerns you.” 

I lingered long enough, in passing through the hall-door to hear this 
question and answer, and to see Sir Percival thrust his hands into his 
pockets, in sullen hesitation. 

“ If you want to badger me with any more of your infernal scruples,” 
he said, “ I, for one, won’t hear them. I want my lunch.” 

“ Come out here, and speak to me,” repeated the Count, still per¬ 
fectly uninfluenced by the rudest speech that his friend could make 
to him. 

Sir Percival descended the steps. The Count took him by the arm, 
and walked him away gently. The “ business,” I was sure, referred 
to the question of the signature. They were speaking of Laura and 
of me, beyond a doubt. I felt heart-sick and faint with anxiety. It 
might be of the last importance to both of us to know what they were 
saying to each other at that moment—and not one word of it could, 
by any possibility, reach my ears. 

I walked about the house, from room to room, with the la\\ 7 er’s 
letter in my bosom (I was afraid, by this time, even to trust it under 
lock and key), till the oppression of my suspense half maddened me. 
There were no signs of Laura’s return ; and I thought of going out to 
look for her. But my strength was so exhausted by the trials and 
anxieties of the morning, that the heat of the day quite overpowered 
me ; and, after an attempt to get to the door, I was obliged to return to 
the drawing-room, and lie doN^m on the nearest sofa to recover. 

I was just composing myself, when the door opened softly, and the 
Count looked in. 

A thousand pardons, Miss Halcombe,” he said j “ I only venture 
to disturb you because I am the bearer of good news. Percival—who 
is capricious in ever 5 rthing, as you know—has seen fit to alter his mind, 
at the last moment; and the business of the signature is put off for the 
present. A great relief to all of us. Miss Halcombe, as I see with 
pleasure in your face. Pray present my best respects and felicitations, 
when you mention this pleasant change of circumstances to Lady 
Clyde.” 

He left me before I had recovered my astonishment. There could 
be no doubt that this extraordinary alteration of purpose in the matter 
of the signature, was due to his influence; and that his discovery of 
my application to London yesterday, and of my having received an 

answer to it to-day, had offered him the means of interfering with certain 
success. 

I felt these impressions; but my mind seemed to share the exhaustion 
of my body, and I was in no condition to dwell on them, with an y 
useful reference to the doubtful present, or the threatening future. I 
tried a second time to run out, and find Laura; but my head was 
giddy and my knees trembled under me. There was no choice but to 
give it up again, and return to the sofa, sorely against my will. 

The quiet in the house, and the low murmuring h um of summer 
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insects outside the open window, soothed me. My eyes closed of 
themselves ; and I passed gradually into a strange condition, which 
was not waking—for I knew nothing of what was going on about me ; 
and not sleeping—for I w’as conscious of my own repose. In this 
state, my fevered mind broke loose from me, while my weary body 
was at rest; and in a trance, or day-dream of my fancy—I know not 
what to call it—I saw Walter Hartright. I had not thought of him, 
since I rose that morning ; Laura had not said one word to me either 
directly or indirectly referring to him—and yet, I saw him now, as 
plainly as if the past time had returned, and we were both together 
again at Limmeridgc House. 

He appeared to me as one among many other men, none of whose 
faces I could plainly discern. They were all lying on the steps of an 
immense ruined temple. Colossal tropical trees—with rank creepers 
nvining endlessly about their trunks, and hideous stone idols glimmering 
and grinning at intervals behind leaves and stalks and branches— 
surrounded the temple, and shut out the sky, and threw a dismal 
shadow over the forlorn band of men on the steps. White exhalations 
twisted and curled up stealthily from the ground ; approached the men 
in wreaths like smoke ; touched tliem ; and stretched them out dead, 
one by one, in the places where they lay. An agony of pity and fear 
for Walter loosened my tongue, and I implored him to escape. “ Come 
back ! come back ! ” I said. “ Remember your promise to her and to 
Tt\e. Come back to us, before the Pestilence reaches you, and lays you 
dead like the rest! ” 

He looked at me, with an unearthly quiet in his face. “ Wait,” he 
said, “ I shall come back. The night, when I met the lost Woman on 
the highway, was the night which set my life apart to be the instrument 
of a Design that is yet unseen. Here, lost in the wilderness, or there, 
welcomed back in the land of my birth, I am still walking on the dark 
road which leads me, and you, and the sister of your love and mine, to 
the unknown Retribution and the inevitable End. Wait and look. 
The Pestilence which touches the rest will pass m^.” 

I saw him again. He was still in the forest; and the numbers of 
his lost companions had dwindled to very few. The temple was gone, 
and the idols were gone—and, in their place, the figures of dark, 
dwarfish men lurked murderously among the trees, with bows in their 
hands, and arrows fitted to the string. Once more, 1 feared for 
Walter, and cried out to warn him. Once more, he turned to me, with 
the immovable quiet in his face. 

“ Another step,” he said, “ on the dark road. Wait and look. The 
arrows that strike the rest will spare me.” 

I saw him for the third time, in a wrecked ship, stranded on a wild, 
sandy shore. The overloaded boats were making away from him for 
the land, and he alone was left, to sink with the ship. I cri^ to him 
to hail the hindmost boat, and to make a last e6fort for his life. The 
quiet face looked at me in return, and the unmoved voice gave me back 
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the changeless reply. “ Another step on the journey. Wait and look. 
The Sea which drowns the rest, will spare ;n«.” 

I saw him for the last time. He was kneeling by a tomb of white 
marble; and the shadow of a veiled woman rose out of the grave 
beneath, and waited by his side. The unearthly quiet of his face had 
changed to an unearthly sorrow. But the terrible certainty of his 
words remained the same. “ Darker and darker,” he said ; “ farther 
and farther yet. Death takes the good, the beautiful, and the young— 
and spares me. The Pestilence that wastes, the Arrow that strikes, the 
Sea that drowns, the Grave that closes over Love and Hope, are steps 
of my journey, and take me nearer and nearer to the End.” 

My heart sank under a dread beyond words, under a grief beyond 
tears. The darkness closed round the pilgrim at the marble tomb; 
closed round the veiled woman from the grave ; closed round the 
dreamer who looked on them. I saw and heard no more. 

I was roused by a band laid on my shoulder. It was Laura’s. 

She had dropped on her knees by the side of the sofa. Her face 
was flushed and agitated ; and her eyes met min e in a wild bewildered 
manner. I started the instant I saw her. 

“ What has happened ? ” I asked. “ What has frightened you ? ” 

She looked round at the half-open door—put her lips close to my ear 
—and answered in a whisper : 

“Marian!—the fi^re at the lake—the footsteps last night—I’ve 
just seen her ! I’ve just spoken to her ! ” 

“ Who, for Heaven’s sake ? ” 

“ Anne Catherick.” 

I was so startled by the disturbance in Laura’s face and manner, and 
so dismayed by the first waking impressions of my dream, that I was 
not fit to bear the revelation which burst upon me, when that name 
passed her lips. I could only stand rooted to the floor, looking at her 
in breathless silence. 

She was too much absorbed by what had happened to notice the 

effect which her reply had produced on me. “ I have seen Anne 

^therick! I have spoken to Anne Catherick ! ” she repeated, as if I 

Md not heard her. “ Oh, Marian, I have such things to tell you ! 

Come away—we may be interrupted here—come at once into my 
room.” 

With those eager words, she caught me by the hand, and led me 
through the library, to the end room on the ground floor, which had 
bc^ fitted up for her own especial use. No third person, except her 
nuud, could have any excuse for surprising us here. She pushed me 
m before her, locked the door, and drew the chintz curtains that hung 
over the inside. 

The strange, stunned feeling which had taken possession of me still 
But a growing conviction that the a>mplications which 
threatened to ga^er about her, and to gather about me, bad 
suddenly closed fast round us both, was now beginning to penetrate 
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my mind. I could not express it in words—I could hardly even realise 
it dimly in my own thoughts. Anne Catherick! ” I whispered to 
myself, with useless, helpless reiteration—“ Anne Catherick ! ” 

Laura drew me to the nearest seat, an ottoman in the middle of the 
room. “ Look ! ” she said, “ look here ! ”—and pointed to the bosom 
of her dress. 

I saw, for the first time, that the lost brooch was pinned in its place 
again. There was something real in the sight of it, something real in 
the touching of it afterwards, which seemed to steady the whirl and 
confusion in my thoughts, and to help me to compose myself. 

“ Where did you find your brooch ? ” The first words I could say 
to her were the words which put that trivial question at that important 
moment. 

“ She found it, Marian.” 

“Where?” 

“ On the floor of the boat-house. Oh, how shall I begin—how shall 
I tel! you about it! She talked to me so strangely—she looked so 
fearfully ill—she left me so suddenly-! ” 

Her voice rose as the tumult of her recollections pressed upon her 
mind. The inveterate distrust which weighs, night and day, on my 
spirits in this house, instantly roused me to warn her—just as the sight 
of the brooch had roused me to question her, the moment before. 

“ Speak low,” I said. “ The window is open, and the garden path 
runs beneath it. Begin at the beginning, Laura. Tell me, word for 
word, what passed beween that woman and you.” 

“ Shall I close the window first ? ” 

“ No; only speak low : only remember that Anne Catherick is a 
dangerous subject under your husband’s roof. Where did you first 
sec her ? ” 

“ At the boat-house, Marian. I went out, as you know, to find my 
brooch ; and I walked along the path through the plantation, looking 
down on the ground carefully at every step. In ^at way I got on, 
after a long time, to the boat-house ; and, as soon as I was imide it, I 
went on my knees to hunt over the floor. I was still searching, with 
my back to the doorway, when I heard a soft, strange voice, behind me 
say, ‘ Miss Fairlie.’ ” 

“ Miss Fairlie ! ” 

“ Yes—my old name—the dear, familiar name that I thought I had 
parted from for ever. X started up—not frightened, the voice was too 
kind and gentle to frighten anybody—but very much surprised. 
There, looking at me from the doorway, stood a woman, whose face 
I never remembered to have seen before-** 

“ How was she dressed ? ” 

“ She had a neat, pretty white gown on, and over it a poor worn thin 
dark shawl. Her bonnet was of brown straw, as poor and worn as the 
shawl. I was struck by the difference between her gown and the rest 
of her dress, and she saw that I noticed it. * Don’t look at my bonnet 
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shawl,’ she said, speaking in a quick, breathless, sudden way ; 
if I mustn’t wear white, I don’t care what I wear. Look at my 
gown as much as you please; I’m not ashamed of that.’ Very 
strange, was it not ? Before I could say anything to soothe her, she 
held out one of her hands, and I saw my brooch in it. I was so pleased 
^d so grateful, that I went quite close to her to say what I really felt. 
I Are you thankful enough to do me one little kindness ? ’ she asked. 
‘ Yes, indeed,’ I answered, ‘ any kindness in my power I shall be glad 
to show you.’ ‘ Then let me pin your brooch on for you, now I have 
found it.’ Her request was so unexpeaed, Marian, and she made it 
with such extraordinary eagerness, that I drew back a step or nvo, not 
weU knowing what to do. ‘ Ah ! ’ she said, ‘ your mother would have 
let me pin on the brooch.’ There was something in her voice and her 
look, as well as in her mentioning my mother in that reproachful manner, 
which rnade me ashamed of my distrust. I took her hand with the 
brooch in it, and put it up gently on the bosom of my dress. ‘ You 
knew my mother ? ’ I said. ‘ Was it very long ago ? have I ever seen 
you before ? ’ Her hands were busy fastening the brooch : she slopped 
and pressed them against my breast. ‘ You don’t remember a fine 
spring day at Limmeridge,’ she said, ‘ and your mother walking down 
the path that led to the school with a little girl on each side of her ? 1 
have had nothing else to think of since; and I remember it. You 
were one of the little girls, and I was the other. Pretty, clever Miss 
Fairlie, and poor dazed Aime Catherick were nearer to each other, 
then, than they are now ! ’-” 

Did you remember her, Laura, when she told you her name ? ” 

. Yes~I remember your asking me about Anne Catherick at 

Limmeridge, and your sa)dng that she had once been considered 
like me.” 

“ What reminded you of that, Laura ? ” 

She reminded me. While I was looking at her, while she was very 
close to me, it came over my mind suddenly that we were like each 
other! Her face was pale and thin and weary—but the sight of it 
startled me, as if it had been the sight of my own face in the glass after 
u The discovery—I don’t know why—gave me such a 

^ perfectly incapable of speaking to her, for the moment.” 

Did she seem hurt by your silence ? ” 

I am af^d she was hurt by it. ‘ You have not got your mother’s 
face, she said, ‘ or your mother’s heart. Your mother’s face was dark ; 
and your mother’s heart. Miss Fairlie, was the heart of an angel.’ ‘ I 
am sure I feel kindly towards you,’ I said, ‘ though I may not be able to 

caress it as I ought. Why do you call me Aiiss Fairlie-? ’ 

B<^use I love the name of Fairlie and hate the nam e of Glyde,’ she 
^ violently. 1 had seen nothing like madness in her before 
tlm; but I fancied I saw it now in her eyes. ‘ I only thought you 
imght not know I was married,* 1 said, remembering the wild letter 
she wrote to me at L imm eridge, and trying to quiet her. She sighed 
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bitterly, and turned away from me. ‘ Not know you were mamed ?’ 
she repeated. ‘ I am here because you are married. I am here to make 
atonement to you, before I meet your mother in the world beyond the 
grave.’ She drew farther and farther away from me, till she was out 
of the boathouse—and, then, she watched and listened for a little while. 
When she turned round to speak again, instead of coming back, she 
stopped where she was, looking in at me, Nvith a hand on each side of 
the entrance. ‘ Did you see me at the lake last night ? ’ she said. 

‘ Did you hear me following you in the wood ? I have been waiting 
for days together to speak to you alone—I have left the only friend I 
have in the w’orld, anxious and frightened about me—I have risked 
being shut up again in the mad-house—and all for your sake. Miss 
Fairlic, all for your sake.’ Her words alarmed me, iNiarian ; and yet 
there was something in the way she spoke, that made me pity her with 
all my heart. I am sure my pity must have been sincere, for it made me 
bold enough to ask the poor creature to come in, and sit down in the 
boat-house, by my side.” 


“ Did she do so ? ” 

“ No. She shook her head, and told me she must stop where she 
was, to watch and listen, and sec that no third person surprised us. 
And from first to last, there she waited at the entrance, with a hand on 
each side of it; sometimes bending in suddenly to speak to me ; 
sometimes drawing back suddenly to look about her. ‘ I was here 
yesterday,’ she said, ‘ before it became dark ; and I heard you, and the 
lady with you, talking together. I heard you tell her about your 
husband. I heard you say you had no influence to make him believe 
you, and no influence to keep him silent. Ah ! I knew what those 
words meant; my conscience told me while I was listemng. Why did 
1 ever let you marry him ! Oh, my fear—my mad, miserable, wicked 

fear !-’ She covered up her face with her poor worn shawl, and 

moaned and murmured to herself behind it. I began to be afraid she 
might break out into some terrible despair which neither she nor 1 
could master. ‘ Try to quiet yourself,’ I said : ‘ try to tell me how 
you might have prevented my marriage.* She took the shawl from her 
fecc, and looked at me vacantly. ‘ I ought to have had heart enough 
to stop at Limmcridge,* she answered. * I ought never to have let the 
the news of his coming there frighten me away. I ought to have 
warned you and saved you before it was too late. Why did I only 
have courage enough to write you that letter ? Why did I only do 
harm, when I wanted and meant to do good ? Oh, my fear—my ma^ 
miserable, wicked fear 1 * She repeat^ those words again, and hid 
her face again in the end of her poor worn shawl. It was dreadful to 
see her, and dreadful to hear her.” 

“ Surely, Laura, you asked what the fear was which she dwelt on so 


earnestly ? ” 

“ Yes ; I asked that.” 

” And what did she say ? ” 
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She asked me, in return, if I should not be afraid of a man who had 
shut me up in a mad-house, and who would shut me up again, if he 
could ? I said, ‘ Are you afraid still ? Surelv you would not be here 
if you were afraid now ? ’ ‘ No,’ she said, ‘ I am not afraid now.’ I 

asked why not. She suddenly bent forward into the boat-house, and 
said, ‘ Can’t you guess why ? ’ I shook my head. ‘ Look at me,’ she 
went on. I told her I was grieved to see that she looked very sorrowful 
and very ill. She smiled for the first time. ‘ Ill ? ’ she repeated ; 
‘ I’m dying. You know why I’m not afraid of him now. Do you 
think I shall meet your mother in heaven ? Will you forgive me, if I 
do ? ’ I was sp shocked and so startled, that I could make no reply. 
‘ I have been thinking of it,’ she went on, ‘ all the time I have been in 
Wding from your husband, aU the time I lay ill. My thoughts have 
dnven me here—I want to make atonement—I want to undo all I can 
of the harm I once did.’ I begged her as earnestly as 1 could to tell 
me what she meant. She still looked at me with fixed vacant eyes. 

‘ Shall I undo the barm ? ’ she said to herself doubtfully. ‘ You have 
fnends to take your pan. Uyou know his Secret, he will be afraid of 

5 ^ 'von c dare use you as he used me. He must treat you 
mercifully for his own sake, if he is afraid of you and your friends. 

^d if he treats you mercifiiUy, and if I can say it was my doing-’ 

I listened eagerly for more ; but she stopped at those words.” 

” You tried to make her go on ? ” 

I tried; but she only drew herself away from me again, and 
her face and arms against the side of the boat-house. ‘ Oh ! ’ 

I hMtd her say, with a dreadful, distracted tenderness in her voice, 
oh! if I could only be buried with your mother ! If I could only 
wake at her side, when the angel’s trumpet sounds, and the graves give 
up their dead at the resurrection ! ’—Marian ! I trembled from head 
to foot—It was horrible to hear her. ‘ But there is no hope of that,’ 
she said, movmg a little, so as to look at me again ; ' no hope for a poor 
str^ger like me. J shall not rest under the marble cross that I washed 
with my own hands, and made so white and pure for her sake. Oh 
no I oh no ! God’s mercy, not man’s, will take me to her, where the 
wcked cease from troubling and the weary are at rest.’ She spoke 
mose words quietly and sorrowfully, with a heavy, hopeless sigh ; and 
th^ w^ted a httle. Her face was confused and troubled ; she seemed 
to be thi^g, or trying to think. ‘ What was it I said just now ? ’ she 
asked, after a while. * When your mother is in my mind, everything 
else goes out of it. What was I saying ? what was I saying ? ’ I 
remmded the poor creature, as kindly and delicately as I could. ‘ Ah, 
yes, yes, she said, still in a vacant, perplexed manner. ‘ You are 
helpless with your wicked husband. Yes. And I must do what I 
have come to do here—I must make it up to you for having been afraid 
to speak^^t at a better time.’ ‘ What is it you have to tcU me ? ’ I 
pkeo. 1 he Secret that your cruel husband is afraid of,’ she answered. 

1 once threatened him with the Secret, and frightened him. You 
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shall threaten him with the Secret, and frighten him, too.’ Her face 
darkened ; and a hard, angry stare fixed itself in her eyes. She began 
waving her hand at me in a vacant unmeaning manner. ‘ My mother 
knows the Secret,’ she said. ‘ My mother has wasted under the 
Secret half her lifetime. One day, when I was grown up, she said 
something to me. And the next day, your husband-’ ” 

“ Yes, yes ! Go on. What did she tell you about your husband ? ” 

“ She stopped again, Marian, at that point-” . 

“ And said no more ? ” 

‘‘ And listened eagerly. ‘ Hush ! ’ she whispered, still waving her 
hand at me. ‘ Hush ! * She moved aside out of the doorway, moved 
slowly and stealthily, step by step, till I lost her past the edge of the 
boat-house.” 

“ Surely, you followed her ? ” 

“ Yes, my anxiety made me bold enough to rise and follow her. 
Just as I reached the entrance, she appeared again, suddenly, round the 
side of the boat-house. ‘ The secret,’ I whispered to her—‘ wait and 
tell me the secret! ’ She caught bold of my arm, and looked at me, 
with wild, frightened eyes. ‘ Not now,’ she said ; ‘ we are not alone— 
wc are watched. Come here to-morrow at this time—by yourself— 
mind—by yourself.’ She pushed me rouglily into the boat-house 
again ; and I saw her no more.” 

*' Oh, Laura, Laura, another chance lost! If 1 had only been near 
you, she should not have escaped us. On which side did you lose sight 
of her ? ” 

” On the left side, where the ground sinks and the wood is thickest.” 

‘‘ Did you run out again ? did you call after her ? ” 

“ How could I ? I was too terrified to move or speak.” 

“ But when you did move—when you came out-? ” 

“ I ran back here, to tell you what had happened.” 

“ Did you see any one, or hear any one, in the plantation 

“ No, it seemed to be ^ still and quiet, when I passed through it.” 

I waited for a moment to consider. Was this third person, supposed 
to have been secretly present at the interview, a reality, or the creature 
of Anne Catherick’s excited fancy ? It was impossible to determine. 
The one thing certain was, that we had failed again on the very brink 
of discovery—failed utterly and irretrievably, unless Anne Catherick 
kept her appointment at the boat-house, for the next day. 

“ Arc you quite sure you have told me everything that passed. 
Every word that was said ? ” I inquired. 

“ I think so,” she answered. ” My powers of memory, Marian, are 
not like yours. But I was so strongly impressed, so deeply interested, 
that nothing of any importance can possibly have escaped me.” 

“ My dear Laura, the merest trifles are of importance where Anne 
Catherick is concerned. Think again. Did no chance reference 
escape her as to the place in which she is living at the present time ? ” 

” None that I can remember.” 
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“ Did she not mention a companion and friend—a woman named 
Mrs. Clements ? ” 

“ Oh yes ! yes ! I forgot that. She told me Mrs. Clements wanted 
sadly to go with her to the lake, and take care of her, and begged and 
prayed that she would not venture into this neighbourhood alone.” 

“ Was that all she said about Mrs. Qements ? ” 

“ Yes, that was all.” 

“ She told you nothing about the place in which she took refuge 
after leaving Todd’s Comer ? ” 

“ Nothing—I am quite sure.” 

“ Nor where she has lived since ? Nor what her illness had been ? ” 

“ No, Marian; not a word. Tell me, pray tell me, what you think 
about it. I don’t know what to think, or what to do next.” 

“ You must do this, my love : You must carefully keep the appoint¬ 
ment at the boat-house, to-morrow. It is impossible to say what 
interests may not depend on your seeing that woman again. You shall 
not be left to yourself a second dme. I will follow you, at a safe distance. 
Nobody shall sec me ; but I will keep within hearing of your voice, if 
anything happens. Anne Catherick has escaped Walter Hartright, and 
has escaped j'OM. Whatever happens, she shall not escape me." 

Laura’s eyes read mine attentively. 

“ You believe,” she said, ‘‘ in tins secret that my husband is afraid 
of ? Suppose, Marian, it should only exist, after all, in Annr Catherick’s 
fancy ? Suppose she only wanted to see me and to speak to me, for the 
sake of old remembrances ? Her manner was so strange, I almost 
doubted her. Would you trust her in other things ? ” 

“ I trust nothing, Laura, but my own observation of your husband’s 
conduct. I judge Anne Catherick’s words by his actions—and I 
believe there is a secret.” 

I said no more, and got up to leave the room. Thoughts were 
troubling me, which I might have told her if wc had spoken together 
longer, and which it might have been dangerous for her to know. The 
influence of the terrible dream from which she had awakened me, hung 
darkly and heavily over every fresh impression which the progress of 
her narrative produced on my min d. I felt the ominous Future, 
coming close ; chilling me, with an unutterable awe i forcing on me 
the conviction of an unseen Design in the long series of complications 
which had now fastened round us. 1 thought of Hartright—-as I saw 
him, in the body, when he said farewell i as I saw him , in the spirit, in 
my dream—and I, too, began to doubt now whether we were not 
advancing, blindfold, to an appointed and an inevitable end. 

Leaving Laura to go up-stairs alone, I went out to look about me in 
the walks near the bouse. The circumstances under which Anne 
Cathenck had parted from her, had made me secretly anxious to know 
how Count Fosco was passing the afternoon i and had rendered me 
secretly distrustful of the results of that solitary journey from which 
Sir Percival had returned but a few hours since. 
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After looking for them in every direction, and discovering nothing, 
I returned to the house, and entered the different rooms on the ground 
floor, one after another. They were all empty. I came out again into 
the hall, and went up-stairs to return to Laura. Madame Fosco 
opened her door, as I passed it in my way along the passage; and I 
stopped to sec if she could inform me of the whereabouts of her husband 
and Sir Pcrcival. Yes; she had seen them both from her window 
more than an hour since. The Count had looked up, with his cus¬ 
tomary kindness, and had mentioned, with his habitual attention to 
her in the smallest trifles, that he and his friend were going out together 
for a long walk. 

For a long walk. They had never yet been in each other’s company 
with that object in my experience of them. Sir Percival cared for no 
exercise but riding ; and the Count (except when he was polite enough 
to be my escort) cared for no exercise at all. 

When I joined Laura again, I found that she bad called to mind, in 
my absence, the impending question of the signature to the deed, which, 
in the interest of discussing her interview with Anne Cathcrick, we 
bad hitherto overlooked. Her first words when 1 saw her, expressed 
her surprise at the absence of the expected summons to attend Sir 
Pcrcival in the library. 

'* You may make your mind easy on that subject,” I said. “ For the 
present, at least, neither your resolution nor mine will be exposed to 
any further trial. Sir Percival has altered his plans : the business of 
the signature is put off.” 

“ Put off ? ” Laura repeated, amazedly. ** Who told you so ? ” 

“ My authority is Count Fosco. I believe it is to his inter¬ 
ference that we are indebted for your husband’s sudden change of 
purpose.” 

“ It seems impossible, Marian. If the object of my signing was, as 
we suppose, to obtain money for Sir Percival that he urgently wanted, 
how can the matter be put off ? ” 

” I think, Laura, we have the means at hand of setting that doubt 
at rest. Have you forgotten the conversation that I heard between Sir 
Percival and the lawrycr, as they were crossing the hall ? ” 

“ No; but I don’t remember-” 

** I do. There were two alternatives proposed. Oro, was to obtain 
your signature to the parchment. The other, was to gain time by 
giving bills at three months. The last resource is evidently the resource 
now adopted—and we may fairly hope to be relieved from our share in 
Sir Percival’s embarrassments for some time to come.” 

** Oh, Mahan, it sounds too good to be true 1 ” 

“ Does it, my love ? You complimented me on my ready memory 
not kmg since—but you seem to doubt it now. I will get my journal, 
and you shall see if I am right or wrong.” 

I went away and got the bo<^ at once. 

On looking back to the entry referring to the lawyer’s visit, we found 
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“that my recollection of the two alternatives presented was accurately 
correct. It was almost as great a relief to my mind as to Laura’s, to 
find that my memory had served me, on this occasion, as faithfully as 
usual. In the perilous imceriainty’ of our present situation, it is hard 
to say what future interests may not depend upon the regularity of the 
entries in my journal, and upon the reliability of my recollection at the 
time when I make them. 

Laura’s face and manner suggested to me that this last consideration 
had occurred to her as well as to myself. Any way, it is only a trifling 
matter; and I am almost ashamed to put it down here in writing—it 
seems to set the forlomness of our situation in such a miserably vivid 
light. We must have little indeed to depend on, when the discover}’ 
that my memory can still be trusted to serve us, is hailed as if it was the 
discovery of a new friend ! 

The first bell for dinner separated us. Just as it had done ringing, 
Sir Percival and the Count returned from their walk. We heard the 
master of the house storming at the servants for being five minutes late ; 
and the master’s guest interposing, as usual, in the interests of propriety, 
patience, and peace. 

The evening has come and gone. No extraordinary event has 
happened. But I have noticed certain peculiarities in the conduct of 
Sir Percival and the Count, which have sent me to my bed, feeling 
very anxious and uneasy about Anne Catherick, and about the results 
which to-morrow may produce. 

I know enough by this time, to be sure that the aspect of Sir Percival 
which is the most false, and which, therefore, means the worst, is his 
polite aspect. That long walk with his friend had ended in improving 
his manners, especially towards his wife. To Laura’s secret surprise 
and to my secret alarm, he called her by her Christian name, asked if 
she had heard lately from her uncle, inquired when Airs. Vesey was to 
receive her invitation to Blackwater, and showed her so many other 
little attentions, that he almost recalled the days of his hateful courtship 
at Limmeridge House. This was a bad sign, to begin with ; and I 
thought it more ominous still, that he should pretend, after dinner, to 
fall asleep in the drawing-room, and that his eyes should c unning ly 
follow Laura and me, when he thought we neither of us suspected him . 

I have never had any doubt that his sudden journey by hims elf took 
him to Wclmingham to question Mrs. Catherick—but the experience 
of to-night has made me fear that the expedition was not undertaken 
in vain, and ihat he has got the information which he unquestionably 
left us to collect. If I knew where Anne Catherick was to be found, I 
would be up to-morrow with sunrise, and warn her. 

While the aspect under which Sir Percival presented himself, lo- 
mght, was unhappily but too familiar to me, the aspect under which the 
C^unt appeared, was, on the other hand, entirely new in my experience 
of him. He permitted me, this evenin g , to mpke his acquaintance, for 
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the first time, in the character of a Man of Sentiment—of sentiment, 
as I believe, really felt, not assumed for the occasion. 

For instance, he was quiet and subdued ; his eyes and his voice 
expressed a restrained sensibility. He wore (as if there was some 
hidden connexion between his showiest finery and his deepest feeling) 
the most magnificent waistcoat he has yet appeared in—it was made of 
pale sea-green silk, and delicately trimmed with fine silver braid. His 
voice sank into the tenderest inflections, his smile expressed a thought¬ 
ful, fatherly admiration, whenever he spoke to Laura or to me. He 
pressed his wife’s hand under the table, when she thanked him for 
trifling little attentions at dinner. He took wine with her. “ Your 
health and happiness, my angel! ” he said, with fond glistening eyes. 
He ate little or nothing; and sighed, and said, “ Good Percival 1 ” 
when his friend laughed at him. After dinner he took Laura by the 
hand, and asked her if she would be “ so sweet as to play to him.” She 
complied, through sheer astonishment. He sat by the piano, with his 
watch-chain resting in folds, like a golden serpent, on the sea-green 
protuberance of his w’aistcoat. His immense head lay languidly on 
one side ; and he gently beat time with two of his yellow-white fingers. 
He highly approved of the music, and tenderly admired Laura’s 
manner of playing—not as poor Hartright used to praise it, with an 
innocent enjoyment of the sweet sounds, but with a clear, cultivated, 
practical knowledge of the merits of the composition, in the first place, 
and of the merits of the player’s touch in the second. As the evening 
closed in, he begged that the lovely dying light might not be proved, 
just yet, by the appearance of the lamps. He came, with his horribly 
silent tread, to the distant window at which I was standing, to be out of 
his way and to avoid the very sight of him—he came to ask me to 
support his protest against the lamps. If any one of them could only 
have burnt him up, at that moment, I would have gone down to the 
kitchen, and fetched it myself. 

" Surely you like this modest, trembling English twihght ? ” he said 
softly. “ Ah ! I love it. I feel my inborn admiration of all that is 
noble and great and good, purified by the breath of heaven, on an 
evening like this. Nature has such imperishable charms, such in¬ 
extinguishable tenderness for me !—I am an old, fat man : t^ which 
would become your lips. Miss Halcombe, sounds like a derision and a 
mockery on mine. It is hard to be laughed at in my moments of 
sentiment, as if my soul was like myself, old and overgrown. Observe, 
dear lady, what a light is dying on the trees ! Does it penetrate your 
heart, as it penetrates mine ? ” 

He paused—looked at me—and repeated the famous lines of Dante 
on the Evening-time, with a melody and tenderness which added a 
charm of their own to the matchless beauty of the poetry itself. 

“ Bah! ” he cried suddenly, as the last cadence of those noble 
Italian words died away on his hps ; ** I make an old fool of myself, 
and only weary you all 1 Let us shut up the window in our bosoms 
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and get back to the matter-of-fact world. Pcrcival! I sanction the 
admission of the lamps. Lady Clyde—Miss Halcombe—Eleanor, 
my good wife—which of you will indulge me with a game at dominoes?” 

He addressed us all; but he looked especially at Laura. 

She had learnt to feel my dread of offending him, and she accepted 
his proposal. It was more than I could have done, at tl^at moment. 
I could not have sat down at the same table with him, for any considera¬ 
tion. His eyes seemed to reach my inmost soul through the thickening 
obscurity of the tw-ilight. His voice trembled along every ner\'e in my 
body, and turned me hot and cold alternately. The mystery and terror 
of my dream, which had haunted me, at intervals, all through the 
evening, now oppressed my mind with an unendurable foreboding and 
an unutterable awe. I saw the white tomb again, and the veiled 
woman rising out of it, by Hartright’s side. The thought of Laura 
welled up like a spring in the depths of my heart, and fiiled it with 
waters of bitterness, never, never Imown to it before. I caught her by 
Ae hand, as she passed me on her way to the table, and kissed her as 
if that night was to part us for ever. While they were all gazing at me 
in astonishment, 1 ran out through the low window which was open 
before me to the ground—ran out to hide from them in the darkness ; 
to hide even from myself. 

We separated that evening later than usual. Towards midnight, 
the summer silence was broken by the shuddering of a low, melancholy 
wind among the trees. We all felt the sudden cliiil in the atmosphere ; 
but the Count was the first to notice the stealthy rising of the wind. 
He stopped while he was lighting my candle for me, and held up his 
hand wamingly; 

“ Listen ! ” he said. “ There will be a cliange to-morrow.” 

VTI 

July 5 th.—The events of yesterday warned me to be ready, sooner or 
later, to meet the worst. To-day is not yet at an end ; and the worst 
has come. 

Judging by the closest calculation of time that Laura and I could 
make, we arrived at the conclusion that Anne Catherick must have 
appeared at the boat-house at half-past two o’clock, on the afternoon of 
yesterday. I accordingly arranged that Laura should just show herself 
at the luncheon-table, to-day, and should then slip out at the first 
opportunity; leaving me behind to preserve appearances, and to 
follow her as soon as I could safely do so. This mode of proceeding, 
if no obstacles occurred to thwart us, would enable her to be at the 
boat-house before half-past two; and (when I left the table, in my turn) 
would take me to a safe position in the plantation, before three. 

The change in the weather, which last ni gh t’s wind warned us to 
expect, cam e with the mo rnin g. It was mining heavily, when 1 got 
up; and it continued to rain imtil twelve o’clock—when the clouds 
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dispersed, the blue sky appeared, and the .sun shone again with the 
bright promise of a fine afternoon. 

My anxiety to know how Sir Percival and the Count would occupy 
the early part of the day, was by no means set at rest, so far as Sir 
Percival was concerned, by his leaving us immediately after breakfast, 
and going out by himself, in spite of the rain. He neither told us 
where he was going, nor when we might expect him back. We saw 
him pass the breakfast-room window, hastily, with his high boots and 
his waterproof coat on—and that was all. 

The Count passed the morning quietly, indoors ; some part of it, in 
the library, some part in the drawing-room, playing odds and ends of 
music on the piano, and humming to himself. Judging by appearances, 
the sentimental side of his character was persistently inclined to betray 
itself still. He was silent and sensitive, and ready to sigh and languish 
ponderously (as only fat men can sigh and languish), on the smallest 
provocation. 

Luncheon-time came ; and Sir Percival did not return. The Count 
took his friend’s place at the table—plaintively devoured the greater 
part of a fruit tart, submerged tmder a whole jugful of cream—and 
explained the full merit of the achievement to us, as soon as he had done. 
“ A taste for sweets,” he said in his softest tones and his tenderest 
manner, “ is the innocent taste of women and children. I love to share 
it with them—it is another bond, dear ladies, between you and me.” 

Laura left the table in ten minutes’ time. I was sorely tempted to 
accompany her. But if we had both gone out together, we must have 
excited suspicion; and, worse still, if we allow^ Anne Catherick to 
see Laura accompanied by a second person who was a stranger to her, 
we should in all probability forfeit her confidence from that moment, 
never to regain it again. 

I waited, therefore, as patiently as I could, until the servant came in 
to clear the table. When I quitted the room, there were no signs, in 
the house or out of it, of Sir Percival’s return. I left the Count with a 
piece of sugar between his lips, and the vicious cockatoo scrambling up 
his waistcoat to get at it; while Madame Fosco, sitting opposite to her 
husband, watched the proceedings of his bird and himsdf, as atten¬ 
tively as if she had never seen anything of the sort before in her life. 
On my way to the plantation I kept carefully beyond the range of view 
from the limcheon-room window. Nobody saw me and nobody 
followed me. It was then a quarter to three o'clock by my watch. 

Once among the trees, I walked rapidly, tmtil I had advanced more 
than half way through the plantation. At that point, I slackened my 
pace, and proceeded cautiously—but I saw no one, and heard no voices. 
By little and little, I came with view of the back of the boat-house— 
stopped and listened—then went on, dll I was dose behind it, and must 
have heard any persons who were talking inside. Sdll the silence was 
unbroken: still, far and near, no sign of a living creature appeared 
anywhere. 
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After skirting round by the back of the building, first on one side, 
and then on the other, and making no discoveries, I ventured in front 
of it, and fairly looked in. The place was empty, 

I called, “ Laura ! ”—at first, softly, then louder and louder. No 
one answered, and no one appeared. For all that I could see and hear, 
the only human creature in the neighbourhood of the lake and the 
plantation, was myself. 

My heart began to beat violently ; but I kept my resolution, and 
searched, first the boat-house, and then the ground in front of it, for 
any signs which might show me whether Laura had really reached the 
place or not. No mark of her presence appeared inside the building ; 
but I found traces of her outside it, in footsteps on the sand. 

I detected the footsteps of nvo persons—large footsteps, like a man’s, 
and small footsteps, which, by putting ray own feet into them and 
testing their size in that manner, I felt certain were Laura’s. The 
ground was confusedly marked in this way, just before the boat-house, 
Qose against one side of it, under shelter of the projecting roof, I 
discovered a little hole in the sand—a hole artificially made, beyond a 
doubt. I just noticed it, and then turned away immediately to trace 
the footsteps as far as I could, and to follow the direction in which they 
might lead me. 

They led me, starting from the left-hand side of the boat-house, 
along the edge of the trees, a distance, I should think, of between two 
and three hundred yards—and then, the sandy ground showed no 
further trace of them. Feeling that the persons whose course I was 
tracking, must necessarily have entered the plantation at this point, I 
entered it, too. At first, I could find no path—but I discovered one, 
afterwards, just faintly traced among the trees, and followed it. It 
took me, for some distance, in the direction of the village, until I 
stopped at a point where another foot-track crossed it. The brambles 
^ew thickly on either side of this second path. I stood, looking down 
it, uncertain which way to take next j and, while I looked, I saw on 
one thorny branch, some fragments of fringe from a woman’s shawl. 
A closer examination of the fringe satisfied me that it had been tom 
from a shawl of Laura’s ; and I instantly followed the second path. It 
brought me out, at last, to my great relief, at the back of the house. I 
say to my great relief, because I inferred that Laura must, for some un¬ 
known reason, have returned before me by this roundabout way. 1 
went in by the court-yard and the offices. The first person whom I 
met in crossmg the servant’s hall, was Airs. Alichelson, the housekeeper. 

“ Do you know,” I asked, “ whether Lady Glyde has come in from 
her walk or not ? ” 

“ My lady came in, a little while ago, with Sir Percival,” answered 
the homekeeper. “ I am afraid, Aliss Halcombe, something very 
distressing has happened.” 

My heart sank within me. ” You don’t an accident ? ” 1 

said, faintly. 
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“ No, no—thank God, no accident. But my lady ran up-stairs to 
her own room in tears ; and Sir Percival has ordered me to give Fanny 
warning to leave in an hour’s time.” 

Fanny was Laura’s maid ; a good, affectionate girl who had been 
with her for years—the only person in the house, whose fidelity and 
devotion we could both depend upon. 

“ Where is Fanny ? ” I inquired. 

“ In my room, Aliss Halcombe. The young woman is quite over¬ 
come : and 1 told her to sit dotvn, and try to recover herself.” 

I went to Mrs. Michclson’s room, and found Fanny in a comer, 
with her box by her side, crying bitterly. 

She could give me no explanation whatever of her sudden dismissal. 
Sir Percival had ordered that she should have a month’s w’agcs, in place 
of a month’s warning, and go. No reason had been assigned ; no 
objection had been made to her conduct. She had been forbidden to 
appeal to her mistress, forbidden even to see her for a moment to say 
good-by. She was to go without explanations or farewells—and to 
go at once. 

After soothing the poor girl by a few friendly words, I asked where 
she proposed to sleep that night. She replied that she thought of going 
to the little inn in the village, the landlady of which was a respectable 
woman, known to the servants at Blackwatcr Park. The next morning, 
by leaving early, she might get back to her friends in Cumberland, 
witltout stopping in London, where she was a total stranger. 

I felt directly that F ann y’s departure offered us a safe means of 
communication with London and with Limmeridge House, of which it 
might be very important to avail ourselves. Accordingly, 1 told her 
that she might expect to hear from her mistress or from me in the course 
of the evening, and that she might depend on our both doing all that 
lay in our power to help her, under the trial of leaving us for the present. 
Those words said, I shook hands with her, and went up-stair$. 

The door which led to Laura’s room, was the door of an ante¬ 
chamber, opening on to the passage. When I tried it, it was bolted 
on the inside. 

I knocked, and the door was opened by the same heavy, overgrown 
housemaid, whose lumpish insensibility had tried my patience so 
severely, on the day when I found the wounded dog. 1 had, since 
that time, discovered that her name was Margaret Porcher, and 
that she was the most awkward, slatternly, and obstinate servant 
in the house. 

On opening the door, she instantly stepped out to the threshold, and 
stood grinning at me in stolid silence. 

“ Why do you stand there ? ” I said. “ Don’t you see that I want 
to come in ? ” 

” Ah, but you mustn’t come in,” was the answer, with another and 
a broader grin still. 

How dare you talk to me in that way ? Stand back instantly 1 ” 
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She stretched out a great red hand and arm on each side of her, so as 
to bar the doorway, and slowly nodded her addle head at me. 

“ Master’s orders,” she said ; and nodded again. 

I had need of all my self-control to warn me against contesting the 
maner with her, and to remind me that the next" words I had to say 
must be addressed to her master. I turned my back on her, and in¬ 
stantly went down-stairs to find him. My resolution to keep my 
temper under all the irritations that Sir Pcrcival could offer, was, by 
this time, as completely forgotten—I say so to my shame—as if I had 
never made it. It did me good—after all I had suffered and suppressed 
in that house—it actually did me good to feel how angry I was. 

The drawing-room and the breakfast-room were both empty. I 
went on to the library ; and there I found Sir Pcrcival, the Count, and 
Madame Fosco. They were all three standing up, close together, and 
Sir Percival had a little slip of paper in his hand. As I opened the 
door, 1 heard the Count say to him, “ No—a thousand times over, no.” 

I walked straight up to him, and looked him full in die face. 

Am I to understand, Sir Pcrcival, that your wife’s room is a prison, 
and that your housemaid is the gaoler who keeps it ? ” I asked. 

“ Yes, that is what you are to understand,” he answered. “ Take 
care my gaoler hasn’t got double duty to do—take care your room is 
not a prison, too.” 

Take you care how you treat your wife, and how you threaten me” 

I broke out, in the heat of my anger. ” There are laws in England to 
protect women from cruelty and outrage. If you hurt a hair of Laura’s 
head, if you dare to interfere with my freedom, come what may, to 
those laws I will appeal.” 

Instead of answering me, he turned round to the Count. 

* What did I tell you ? ” he asked. “ Wliat do you say now ? ” 

“ What I said before,” replied the Count—” No.” 

Even in the vehemence of my anger, I felt his calm, cold, grey 
eyes on my face. They fumed away from me, as soon as he had 
spoken, and looked si^iiiicantly at his wife. Madame Fosco im¬ 
mediately moved close to my side, and, in that position, addressed Sir 
Percival before either of us could speak again. 

“ Favour me with your attention, for one moment,” she said, in her 
clear icily-suppressed tones. ” I have to thank you. Sir Percival, for 
your hospitality ; and to decline taking advantage of it any longer. I 
remain in no house in which ladies are treated as your wife and Miss 
Halrambe have been treated here to-day ! ” 

Sir Percival drew back a step, and stared at her in dead silence. The 
declaration he had just heard—a declaration which he well knew, as I 
well knew, Aladame Fosco would not have ventured to make without 
her husband’s permission—seemed to petrify him with surprise. The 

C^unt stood by, and looked at his with the most enthusiastic 
admiration. 

* She is sublime! ” he said to himself. He approached her while 
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he spoke, and drew her hand through liis arm. “ I am at your service, 
Eleanor,” he went on, with a quiet dignity that I had never noticed in 
him before. “ And at Miss Halcombe’s service, if she will honour me 
by accepting all the assistance I can offer her.” 

“ Damn it! what do you mean ? ” cried Sir Percival, as the Count 
quietly moved away, with his wife, to the door. 

'■ At other times I mean what I say ; but, at this time, I mean what 
my wife says,” replied the impenetrable luilian. “ We have changed 
places, Percival, for once ; and Madame Fosco’s opinion is—mine.” 

Sir Percival crumpled up the paper in his hand; and pushing past 
the Count, with another oath, stood between him and the door. 

‘‘ Have your own way,” he said, with baffled rage in his low, h^- 
whispering tones. “ Have your own way—and see what comes of it.” 
With those words, he left the room. 

Madame Fosco glanced inquiringly at her husband, “ He has gone 
away very suddenly,” she said. ” What does it mean ? ” 

“ It means that you and I together have brought the worst-tempered 
man in all England to his senses,” answered the Count. “ It means. 
Miss Halcombe, that Lady Clyde is relieved from a gross indignity, 
and you from the repetition of an unpardonable insult. Suffer me to 
express my admiration of your conduct and your courage at a very trying 
moment.” 

“ Sincere admiration,” suggested Madame Fosco. 

” Sincere admiration,” echoed the Coimt. 

I had no longer the strength of my first angry resistance to outrage 
and injury to support me. My heart-sick anxiety to sec Laura ; my 
sense of my own helpless ignorance of what had happened at the boat¬ 
house, pressed on me with an intolerable weight. I tried to keep up 
appearances, by speaking to the Count and his wife in the tone which 
they had chosen to adopt in speaking to me, but the words failed on my 
lips—my breath came short and thick—my eyes looked longingly, in 
silence, at the door. The Count, understanding my anxiety, opened 
it, went out, and pulled it to after him. At the same time Sir Pcrcival’s 
heavy step descended the stairs. I beard them whispering together, 
outside, while Madame Fosco was assuring me, in her ^Imest and most 
conventional manner, that she rejoiced, for all our sakes, that Sir 
Pcrcivars conduct had not obliged her husband and herself to leave 
Blackwaier Park. Before she had done speaking, the whispering ceased, 
the door opened, and the Count looked in. 

“ Miss Halcombe,” he said, “ I am happy to inform you that 1-ady 
Clyde is mistress again in her own house. 1 thought it might be more 
agreeable to you to hear of this change for the better from me, tl^ 
from Sir Percival—and 1 have, therefore, expressly returned to mention 
it.” 

‘‘ Admirable delicacy I ” said Madame Fosco, paying back her 
husband’s tribute of admiration, with the Count’s own coin, in the 
Count’s own manner. He smiled and bowed as if he had received a 
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formal compliment from a polite stranger, and drew back to let me 
pass out first. 

Sir Percival w'as standing in the hall. As I hurried to the stairs I 
heard him call impatiently to the Count, to come out of the library. 

“ ^liat are you waiting there for ? ” be said ; “ I want to speak to 
you.” 

“ And I want to think a little by myself,” replied the other. “ Wait 
tiD later, Percival—wait till later.” 

Neither he nor his friend said any more. I gained the top of the 
stairs, and ran along the passage. In my baste and my agitation, I 
left the door of the antechamber open—but I closed the door of the 
bedroom the moment I was inside it. 

Laura was sitting alone at the far end of the room ; her arms resting 
wearily on a table, and her face hidden in her hands. She started up, 
with a cry of delight, when she saw me. 

“ How did you get here ? ” she asked. “ Who gave you leave ? 
Not Sir Percival ? ” 

In my overpowering anxiety to hear what she had to tell me, I could 
not answer her—I could only put questions, on my side. Laura’s 
eagerness to know what had passed down-stairs proved, however, too 
strong to be resisted. She persistently repeated her inquiries. 

“ The Count, of course,” I answered, impatiently. ” Whose in¬ 
fluence in the house-? ” 

She stopped me, with a gesture of disgust. 

“ Don’t speak of him,” she cried. “ The Count is the vilest creature 
breathing ! The Count is a miserable Spy-! ” 

Before we could either of us say another word, we were alarmed by a 
soft knocking at the door of the bedroom. 

I had not yet sat down ; and I went first to see who it was. When 
I opened the door, Madame Fosco conftonted me, with my handker¬ 
chief to her hand. 

“ You dropped this down-stairs, Miss Halcombe,” she said; “ and 
I thought I could bring it to you, as I was passing by to my own room.” 

Her face, naturally pale, bad turned to such a ghastly whiteness, 
that I started at the si^t ^ it. Her hands, so sure and steady at all 
other times, trembled violently; and her eyes looked wolfishly past 
me through the open door, and fixed on Laura. 

She had been listening before she knocked ! I saw it in her white 
face; I saw it in her trembling hands; I saw it in her look at Laura. 

After waiting an instant, she turned friHn me in silence, and slowly 
walked away. 

I closed the door again. ** Oh, Laura! Laura ! We shall both 
rue the day when you <^ed the Count a Spy ! ” 

“ You would have called him so yourself, Marian, if you had known 
what 1 know. Anne Catberick was right. There tuas a third person 
watching us in the plan^tioo, yesterday j and that third perso n - ■ 

” Are you sure it was the ^unt ? ” 
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“ I am absolutely certain. He was Sir Pcrcival’s spy—he was Sir 
Percival’s informer—he set Sir Percival watching and waiting, all the 
mommg through, for Anne Caiherick and for me.” 

“ Is Anne found ? Did you see her at the lake ? ” 

“ No. She has saved herself by keeping away from the place. 
When I got to the boat-house, no one was there.” 

“ Yes ? yes ? ” 

*' I went in, and sat waiting for a few minutes. But my restlessness 
made me get up again, to walk about a little. As 1 passed out, I saw 
some marks on the sand, close under the front of the boat-house. I 
stooped down to examine them and discovered a word written in large 
letters, on the sand. The word was— LOOK.” 

“ And you scraped away the sand, and dug a hollow place in it ? ” 

“ How do you know that, Marian ? ” 

“ I saw the hollow place myself, when I followed you to the boat¬ 
house. Go on—go on ! ” 

Yes ; I scraped away the sand on the surface ; and in a little while 
I came to a strip of paper hidden beneath, which had writing on it. 
The writing was signed with Aimc Catherick’s initials.” 

“Where is it?” 

“ Sir Percival has taken it from me.” 

“ Can you remember what the writing was ? Do you think you can 
repeat it to me ? ” 

“ In substance I can, Marian. It was very short. You would have 
remembered it, word for word.” 

“ Try to tell me what the substance was, before we go any further.” 

She complied. I write the lines down here exactly as she repeated 
them to me. They ran thus : 

“ 1 was seen with you, yesterday, by a tall stout old man, and had to 
run to save myself. He was not quick enough on his feet to follow me, 
and he lost me among the trees. I dare not risk coming back here to¬ 
day at the same time. 1 write this, and hide it in the sand, at six in the 
morning, to tell you so. When we speak next of your wicked husband*s 
Secret we must speak safely or not at all. Try to have patience. T 
promise you shall see me again; and that soon.—A. C.” 

The reference to the “ tall stout old man ” (the terms of which 
Laura was certain that she had rei>eated to me correctly), left no doubt 
as to who the intruder had been. 1 called to min d that I had told Sir 
Percival, in the Count’s presence, the day b^ore, that Laura had gone 
to the boat-house to look for her brooch. In ^ probability he had 
followed her there, in his officious way, to relieve her mind about the 
matter of the signature, immediately after he had mentioned the change 
in Sir Percival’s plans to me in the drawing-room. In this case, he 
could only have got to the neighbourhood of the boat-house, at the 
very moment when Anne Catherick discovered him. The suspiciously 
hurried manner in which she parted from Laura, had no doubt prompted 
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his useless attempt to follow her. Of the conversation which had 
previously taken place between them, he could have heard nothing 
The distpce between the house and the lake, and the time at which he 
left me m the drawing-room, as compared with tlie time at which 
Taura and Anne Catherick had been speaking together, proved that 
tact to us, at any rate, beyood a doubt. 

Having arrived at something like a conclusion, so far, my next great 
interest was to know what discoveries Sir Percival had made, after 
Count Fosco had given him his information. 

“ How came you to lose possession of the letter ? ” I asked. “ What 
did you do with it, when you found it in the sand ? ” 

“ i^ter reading it once through,” she replied, “ I took it into the 
boat-house with me, to sit down, and look over it a second time. Vi'hile 
I was rtadmg, a shadow fell across the paper. I looked up ; and saw 
oir I crcivaJ standing in the doorway watching me/^ 

‘‘ Did you try to hide the letter ? 

“ I tried--but he stopped me. ‘ You needn’t trouble to hide that,’ 
he said. I happen to have read it.’ I could only look at him, help¬ 
lessly—I rould say nothing. ‘ You understand ? ’ he went on, ‘ I 
have read it. I dug it up out of the sand two hours since, and buried 
It ag^, and wrote the word above it again, and left it ready to 
your h^ds. You can’t lie yourself out of the scrape now. You saw 
Anne Catherick in secret yesterday; and you have got her letter in 
your hand at this moment. I have not caught her yet, but I have caught 

letter.* He stepped close up to me—I w'as alone 
wim him, Marian—what could I do ?—I gave him the letter.” 

“ What did he say when you gave it to him ? ” 

At fost, he said nothing. He took me by the arm, and led me out 
ot the boat-house, and looked about him, on aU sides, as if he was 
afraid of our being seen or heard. Then, he clasped his hand fast 
round my arm, and whispered to me—‘ What did Anne Catherick say 
to you yesterday ? I insist on hearing every word, from first to last.” 

Did you tell him ? ” 

I was alone with him, Marian—his cruel hand was bruising mv 
arm—what could I do ? ” 

‘I Is the mark on your arm still ? Let me see it ? ” 

“ Why do you want to see it ? ” 

I want to see it, Laura, because our endurance must end, and our 

r^istan^ must be^, to-day. That mark is a weapon to strike him 

with. Let me see it now—I may have to swear to it, at some future 
time.” 

“ Oh, Marian, don’t look so; don’t talk so ! It doesn’t hurt me, 

“ Let me see it! ” 

She show^ me the marks. I was past grieving over them, past 
^ing oyer them, past shuddering over them. They say we are eitlier 
better than men, or worse. If the temptation that has fallen in some 
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women’s way, and made them worse, had fallen in mine, at that moment 
—Thank God! my face betrayed nothing that his wife could read. 
Tbe gentle, innocent, affectionate creature thought 1 W'as frightened 
for her and sorry for her—and thought no more. 

“ Don’t think too seriously of it, Marian,” she said, simply, as she 
pulled her sleeve dowm again. “ It doesn’t hurt me, now.” 

“ I will try to think quietly of it, my love, for your sake.—Well! 
well! And 5 ’ou told him all ^at Arine Catherick had said to you—all 
that you told me ? ” 

“ Yes; all. He insisted on it—I was alone with him—I could 
conceal nothing.” 

‘‘ Did he say anything when you had done ? ” 

” He looked at me, and laughed to himself, in a mocking, bitter way. 

‘ I mean to have the rest out of you,’ he said j ‘ do you hear ?—the 
rest.’ I declared to him solemnly that I had told him everything I 
knew. ‘ Not you ? ’ he answered, ‘ you know more than you choose to 
tell. Won’t you tell it ? You shall! Til wring it out of you at home, 
if I can’t wring it out of you here.’ He led me away by a strange path 
through the plantation—a path where there was no hope of our meeting 
yout and he spoke no more, till we came within sight of the house. 
Then he stopped again, and said, * Will you take a second chance, if I 
give it to you ? Will you think better of it, and tell me the rest ? ’ I 
could only repeat the same words I had spoken before. He cursed my 
obstinacy, and went on, and took me with him to the house. ’ You 
can’t deceive me,’ he said ; ‘ you know more than you choose to tell. 
I’ll have your secret out of you ; and I’ll have it out of that sister of 
yours, as well. There shall be no more plotting and whispering be¬ 
tween you. Neither you nor she shall see each other again till you have 
confessed the truth. I’ll have you watched morning, noon, and night 
till you confess the truth.’ He was deaf to everything I could say. He 
took me straight up-stairs into my own room. Fanny was sitting there, 
doing some work for me; and he instantly ordered her out. *ril 
take good care you're not mixed up in the conspiracy,’ he said. ‘ You 
shall leave this house to-day. If your mistress wants a maid, she shall 
have one of my choosing.’ He pushed me into the room, and locked 
the door on me—he set that senseless woman to watch me outside— 
Marian! He looked and spoke like a madman. You may hardly 
understand it—he did indeed.” 

“ I do understand it, Laura. He is mad—mad with the terrors of a 
guilty conscience. Every word you have said makes me positively 
certain that when Anne Catherick left you yesterday, you were on the 
eve of discovering a secret which might have been your vile husband’s 
ruin—and he thinks you have discovered it. Nothing you can say or 
do, will quiet that gtiilty distrust, and convince his false nature of your 
truth. I don’t say this, my love, to alarm you. I say it to open your 
eyes to your position, and to convince you of the urgent necessity of 
letting me act, as 1 best can, for your protection, wt^e the chance is 
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our own. Count Fosco’s interference has secured me access to you 
to-day; but he may withdraw that interference to-morrow. Sir 
Percival has already dismissed Fanny, because she is a quick-witted 
girl, and devotedly attached to you, and has chosen a woman to take 
her place, who cares nothing for your interests, and whose dull intelli¬ 
gence lowers her to the level of the watch-dog in the yard. It is 
impossible to say what violent measures he may take next, unless we 
make the most of our opportunities while we have them.” 

“ What can we do, Ai^an ? Oh, if we cx)uld only leave this house, 
never to see it again ! ” 

“ Listen to me, my lovo—and try to think that you are not quite 
helpless so long as I am here with you.” 

“ I will think so—I do think so. Don’t altogether forget poor 
Fanny in think ing of me. She wants help and comfort, too.” 

” I will not forget her. I saw her before I came up here ; and I 
^ve arranged to communicate with her to-night. Letters are not safe 
in the jwst-bag at Blackwater Park—and I shall have two to write 
to-day, in your interests, which must pass through no hands but 
Fanny’s.” 

“ VCTiat letters ? ” 

” I mean to write first, Laura, to Mr. Gilmore’s partner, who has 
offered to help us in any fresh emergency. Little as I know of the law, 
I am certain that it can protect a woman from such treatment as that 
ruffian has inflicted on you to-day. I will go into no details about 
Anne Catherick, because I have no certain i^ormation to give. But 
the lawyer shall know of those bruises on your arm, and of the violence 
offered to you in this room—he shall, before I rest to-night! ” 

But, think of the exposure, Marian ! ” 

“ l am calculating on the exposure. Sir Percival has more to dread 
from it than you have. The prospect of an exposure may bring him to 
terms, when nothing else will.” 

I rose as I spoke ; but Laura entreated me not to leave her. 

“ You will drive him to desperation,” she said, “ and increase our 
dangers tenfold.” 

I felt the truth—the disheartening truth~of those words. But I 
could not bring myself plainly to acknowledge it to her. In our dread¬ 
ful position, there was no help and no hope for us, but in risking the 
worst. I said so, in guarded terms. She sighed bitterly—but did not 
contest the matter. She only asked about the second letter that I 
had proposed writing. To whom was it to be addressed ? 

” To Mr. Fairlie,” I said. “ Your uncle is your nearest male relative, 
and the head of the family. He must and shall interfere.” 

Laura shook her head sorrowfully. 

“ Yes, yes,” I went on ; “ your uncle is a weak, selfish, worldly man, 

I know. But he is not Sir Percival Glyde; and he has no such friend 
about him as Count Fosco. I expect nothing from his kindness, or his 
tenderness of filing towards you, or towards me. But he will do 
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anything to pamper his own indolence, and to secure his own quiet. 
Let me only persuade him that his interference, at this moment, will 
save him inevitable trouble, and wretchedness, and responsibility here¬ 
after, and he will bestir himself for his owm saJee. I know how to deal 
with him, Laura—I have had some practice.” 

“ If you could only prevail on him to let me go back to Limmeridge 
for a little while, and stay there quietly with you, Marian, I could be 
almost as happy again as I was before I was married ! ” 

Those words set me thinking in a new direction. Would it be 
possible to place Sir Percival between the two alternatives of either 
exposing himself to the scandal of legal interference on his wife’s 
behalf, or of allowing her to be quietly separated from him for a time, 
under pretext of a visit to her uncle’s house ? And could he, in that 
case, be reckoned on as likely to accept the last resource ? It was 
doubtful—more than doubtful. And yet, hopeless as the experiment 
seemed, surely it was worth trying ? I resolved to try it, in sheer 
despair of knowing what better to do. 

“ Your uncle shall know the wish you have just expressed,” I said ; 
“ and I will ask the lawyer’s advice on the subject, as well. Good may 
come of it—and will come of it, I hope.” 

Saj'ing that, I rose again ; and again Laura tried to make me resume 
my seat. 

“ Don’t leave me,” she said uneasily. “ My desk is on that table. 
You can write here.” 

It tried me to the quick to refuse her, even in her own interests. 
But we had been too long shut up alone together already. Our chance 
of seeing each other again might entirely depend on our not exciting 
any fresh suspicions. It was full time to show myself, quietly and 
unconcernedly, among the wretches who were, at that very moment, 
perhaps, thinking of us and talking of us down-stairs. I explained the 
miserable necessity to Laura j and prevailed on her to recognise it as 
I did. 

" I will come back again, love, in an hour or less,” I said. ‘‘ The 
worst is over for to-day. Keep yourself quiet, and fear nothing.” 

“ Is the key in the door, Marian ? Can 1 lock it on the inside ? ” 

‘‘ Yes j here is the key. Lock the door; and open it to nobody, 
until 1 come up-stairs again.” 

I kissed her, and left her. It was a relief to me, as I walked away, 
to hear the key turned in the lock, and to know that the door was at 
her own command. 

VlII 

July 5 th.—I had only got as far as the top of the stairs, when the 
locking of Laura’s door suggested to me the precaution of also locking 
my own door, and keeping the key safely about me*while 1 was out of 
the room. My journal was already secured, with other papers in the 
table-drawer, but my writing materials were left out. These included 
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a seal, bearing the common device of two doves drinking out of the 
same cup ; and some sheets of blotting-paper, which had the impression 
on them of the closing lines of my writing in these pages, traced during 
the past night. Distorted by the suspicion which had now become a 
pan of myself, even such trifles as these looked too dangerous to be 
trusted without a guard—even the locked uble-drawer seemed to be 
not sufficiently protected, in my absence, until the means of access to 
it had been carefully secured as well. 

I found no appearance of any one having entered the room while I 
had been talking with Laura. My WTiting materials (which I had given 
the servant instructions never to meddle with) were scattered over the 
table much as usual. The only circumstance in connexion with them 
that at all struck me was, that the seal lay tidily in the tray with the 
pencils and the wax. It was not in my careless habits (I am sorr>’ to 
say) to put it there; neither did I remember putting it there. But, 
as I could not call to mind, on the other hand where else I had ilirown 
it down, and as I was also doubtful whether I might not, for once, 
have laid it mechanically in the right place, I abstained from adding to 
the perplexity with which the day’s events had filled my mind, by 
troubling it afresh about a trifle. I locked the door ; put the key in my 
pocket; and went down-stairs. 

Madame Fosco was alone in the hall, looking at the weather-glass. 

“ Still falling,” she said. “ I am afraid we must expect more rain.” 

Her face was composed again to its customary expression and its 
customary colour. But the hand with which she pointed to the dial 
of the weather-glass still trembled. 

Could she have told her husband already, that she had overheard 
Laura reviling him, in my company, as a “ Spy ? ” My strong sus¬ 
picion that she must have told him; my irresistible dread (all the more 
overpowering from its very vagueness) of the consequences which 
m ig h t follow; my fixed conviction, derived from various little self¬ 
betrayals which women notice in each other, that Madame Fosco, in 
spite of her well-assumed external civility, had not forgiven her niece 
for innocently standing between her and the legacy of ten thousand 
pounds—all rushed upon my mind together ; all impelled me to speak, 
in the vain hope of using my own influence and my own powers of 
persuasion for the atonement of Laura’s offence. 

“ May I trust to your kindness to excuse me, Madame Fosco, if I 
venture to speak to you on an exceedingly painful subject ? ” 

She crossed her hands in front of her, and bowed her head solemnly 
without uttering a word, and without taking her eyes off mine for a 
moment. 

“ When you were so good as to bring me back my handkerchief,” I 
went on, “ I am very, very much afraid you must have accidentally 
heard Laura say something which 1 am unw illin g to repeat, and which 
I will not attempt to defend. 1 will only venture to hope that you have 
not thought it of sufficient importance to be mentioned to the Count ? ” 
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“ I think it of no importance whatever,” said Madame Fosco, 
sharply and suddenly. “ But,” she added, resuming her icy manner 
in a moment, “ I have no secrets from my husband, even in trifles. 
When he noticed, just now, that I looked distressed, it was my painful 
duty to tell him why I was distressed ; and I frankly acknowledge to 
you. Miss Halcombe, that I have told him.” 

I was prepared to hear it, and yet she turned me cold all over when 
she said those words. 

“ Let me earnestly entreat you, Madame Fosco—let me earnestly 
entreat the Count—to make some allowances for the sad position in 
which my sister is placed. She spoke while she was smarting under the 
insult and injustice inflicted on her by her husband—and she was not 
herself when she said those rash words. May I hope that they will 
be considerately and generously forgiven ? ” 

“ Most assuredly,” said the Count’s quiet voice, behind me. He 
had stolen on us, with his noiseless tread, and his book in his hand, 
from the library. 

“ When Lady Clyde said those hasty words,” he went on, " she did 
me an injustice, wliich I lament—and forgive. Let us never return to 
the subject, Miss Halcombe ; let us all comfortably combine to forget 
it, from this moment.” 

“ You are very kind,” I said j “ you relieve me inexpressibl y . ” 

I tried to continue—but his eyes were on me; his dea^y smile, 
that hides everything, was set, hard, and unwavering, on his bh>ad, 
smooth face. My distrust of his unfathomable felseness, my sense of 
my own degradation in stooping to conciliate his wife and himself, 90 
disturbed and confused me, that the next words failed on my lips, and 
I stood tlicrc in silence. 

“ I beg you on my knees to say no more, Miss Halcombe—I am 
truly shocked that you should have thought it necessary to say so 
much.” With that polite speech, he took my hand—oh, how I despise 
myself I oh, how little comfort there is, even in knowing that I submitted 
to it for Laura’s sake !—he took my hand and put it to his poisonous 
lips. Never did I know all my horror of him till then. That innocent 
familiarity turned my blood, as if it had been the vilest insult that a 
man could offer me. Yet, I hid my disgust from him—I tried to smile— 
I, who once mercilessly despised deceit in other women, was as false as 
the worst of them, as false as the Judas whose lips had touched my hand. 

I could not have maintained my degrading self-control—it is all that 
redeems me in my own estimation to know that I could not—if he had 
still continued to keep his eyes on my face. His wife’s tigerish jealousy 
came to my rescue, and forced his attention away from, me, the moment 
he possessed himself of my hand. Her cold blue eyes caught light j 
her dull white cheeks flushed into bright colour; she looked years 
younger than her age, in an instant. 

“ Count! ” she said. “ Your foreign forms of politeness are not 
understood by Englishwomen.” 
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“ Pardon me, my angel! The best and dearest Englishwoman in 
the world understands them.” With iliose words, he dropped my 
hand, and quietly raised his wife’s hand to his lips, in place of it. 

I ran back up the stairs, to take refuge in my owm room. If there 
had been time to think, my thoughts, when I was alone again, would 
have caused me bitter suffering. But there was no lime to think. 
Happily for the preservation of my calmness and my courage, there 
was time for nothing but action. 

The letters to the lawyer and to Mr. Fairlie, were still to be written ; 
and I sat down at once, without a moment’s hesitation, to devote 
myself to them. 

There was no multitude of resources to perplex me—there was 
absolutely no one to depend on, in the first instance, but myself. Sir 
Percival had neither friends nor relatives in the neighbourhood whose 
intercession I could attempt to employ. He was on the coldest term.s 
—in some cases, on the worst terms—with the families of his own rank 
and station who lived near him. We two women had neither father, 
nor brother, to come to the house, and take our parts. There was no 
choice, but to write those two doubtful letters—or to put Laura in the 
wrong and myself in the wrong, and to make all peaceable negotiation 
in the future impossible, by secretly escaping from Blackwater Park. 
Nothing but the most imminent personal peril could justify our 
taking that second course. The letters must be tried first; and I 
wrote them. 

I said nothing to the lawyer about Anne Catherick ; because (as I 
had already hinted to Laura) that topic was connected with a mystery 
which we could not yet explain, and which it would therefore be 
us^css to write about to a professional man. I left my correspondent 
to attribute Sir Percival’s disgraceful conduct, if he pleased, to fresh 
disputes about money matters ; and simply consulted him on the 
possibility of taking legal proceedings for Laura’s protection, in the 
event of her husband’s refusal to allow her to leave Blackwater Park for 
a lime and return with me to Limmeridge. I referred him to Mr. 
Fairlie for the details of this last arrangement—I assured him that I 
wrote with Laura’s authority—and I ended by entreating him to act 
in her name, to the utmost extent of his power, and with the least 
possible loss of time. 

The letter to Mr. Fairlie occupied me next. I appealed to him on 
the terms which I had mentioned to Laura as the most likely to make 
him bestir himself; I enclosed a copy of my letter to the lawyer, to 
show him how serious the case was ; and I represented our removal to 
Limmeridge as the only compromise which would prevent the danger 
and distress of Laura’s present position from inevitably affecting her 
imcle as well as herself, at no very distant time. 

When I had done, and had sealed and directed the two envelopes, 1 
went back with the tetters to Laura’s room, to show her that they were 
written. 
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“Has anybody disturbed you?” I asked, when she opened the 
door to me. 

“ Nobody has knocked,” she replied. “ But I heard some one in 
the outer room.” 

“ Was it a man or a woman ? ” 

“ A woman. I heard the rustling of her gown.” 

“ A rustling like silk ? ” 

“ Yes ; like silk.” 

Madame Fosco had evidently been watching outside. The mischief 
she might do by herself, was little to be feared. But the mischief she 
might do, as a willing instrument in her husband’s hands, was too 
formidable to be overlooked. 

“ What became of the rustling of the gown when you no longer heard 
it in the ante-room ? ” I inquired. “ Did you hear it go past your wall, 
along the passage ? ” 

“ Yes. I kept still and listened ; and just heard it.” 

“ Which way did it go ? ” 

“ Tow'ards your room.” 

I considered again. The sound had not caught my ears. But 1 
w’as then deeply absorbed in my letters ; and I write with a heavy hand, 
and a quill pen, scraping and scratching noisily over the paper. It was 
more likely that Madame Fosco would hear the scraping of my pen 
than that I should hear the rustling of her dress. Another reason (if 
I had wanted one) for not trusting my letters to the post-bag in the hall. 

Laura saw me thinking. “ More difficulties ! ” she said wearily ; 
“ more difficulties and more dangers ! ” 

“ No dangers,” I replied. “ Some little diffictilty, perhaps. I am 
thinking of the safest way of putting my two letters into Fanny’s han^s.” 

“ You have really written them, then ? Oh, Marian, run no risks— 
pray, pray run no risks ! ” 

“ No, no—no fear. Let me see—what o’clock is it now ? ” 

It was a quarter to six. There would be time for me to get to the 
village inn, and to come back again, before dinner. If 1 waited till the 
evening, I might find no second opportunity of safely leaving the house. 

“ Keep the key turned in the lock, Laura,” I said, “ and don’t be 
afraid about me. If you hear any inquiries made, call through the 
door, and say that 1 am gone out for a walk.” 

“ When shall you be back ? ” 

“ Before dinner, without fail. Courage, my love. By this time to¬ 
morrow, you will have a clear-headed, trustworthy man acting for your 
good. Mr. Gilmore’s partner is our next best fnend to Mr. Gilmore 
himself.” 

A moment’s reflection, as soon as I was alone, convinced me that 1 
had better not appear in my walking-dress until 1 had first discovered 
what was going on in the lower part of the house. I had not ascer¬ 
tained yet whether Sir Perdval was in doors or out* 

The singing of the canaries in the library, and the smell of tobacco- 
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smoke that came through the door, which was not closed, told me at 
once where the Oount was. I looked over my shoulder, as 1 passed 
the doonvay; and ^w, to my surprise, that he was exhibiting the 
docility of the birds, in his most engagingly polite manner, to the house¬ 
keeper. He must have specially invited her to sec them—for she would 
never have thought of going into the library of her own accord. The 
man’s slightest actions had a purpose of some kind at the bottom of 
every one of them. What could be his purpose here ? 

It was no time then to inquire into his motives. 1 looked about for 
Madame Fosco next j and found her following her favourite circle, 
round and round the fish-pond. 

I was a little doubtful how she would meet me, after the outbreak 
of jealousy, of which I had been the cause so short a time since. But 
her husband had tamed her in the interval j and she now spoke to me 
with the same civility as usual. Aly only object in addressing myself 
to her was to ascertain if she knew what had become of Sir Percival. 
I contrived to refer to him indirectly; and, after a little fencing on 
either side, she at last mentioned that he had gone out. 

‘‘ Which of the horses has he taken ? ” I asked carelessly. 

None of them,” she replied. “ He went away, two hours since, 
on foot. As I understood it, his object was to make fresh inquiries 
about the woman named Aime Catherick. He appears to be un¬ 
reasonably anxious about tracing her. Do you happen to know if she 
is dangerously mad. Miss Halcombe ? ” 

“ I do not, Countess.” 

“ Are you going in ? ” 

Yes, 1 t h i nk so. 1 suppose it will soon be time to dress for 
dinner.” 

We entered the house together. Madame Fosco strolled into the 
library, and closed the door. I went at once to fetch my hat and shawl. 
Every moment was of importance, if I was to get to Fanny at the inn 
and be back before dinner. 

When I crossed the hall again, no one was there, and the singing of 
me birds in the library had ceased. I could not stop to make any 
fresh investigations. I could only assure myself that the way was 
clear, and then leave the house, with the two letters safe in my pocket. 

On my way to the vill ag e, 1 prepared myself for the possibility of 
meeting Sir Percival. As long as I had him to deal with alone, I felt 
cemin of not losmg my presence of mind. Any woman who is sure 
of her own wits, is a match, at any time, for a man who is not sure of 
hp own temper. I had no such fear of Sir Percival as 1 had of the 
Count. Instead of fluttering, it had composed me, to hear of the errand 
on which he had gone out. While the tracing of Aime Catherick was 
the great anxiety that occupied him, Laura and I might hope for some 
cessation of any active persecution at his hands. For our sakes now, 

as well as for Anne’s, I hoped and prayed fervently tliat she might still 
escape him. 
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I walked on as briskly as the heat would let me, till I reached the 
cross-road which led to the village; looking back, from time to time, 
to make sure that I was not followed by any one. 

Nothing was behind me, all the way, but an empty country waggon. 

1 he noise made by the lumbering wheels annoyed me; and when I 
found that the w’aggon took the road to the village, as well as myself, I 
stopped to let it go by, and pass out of hearing. As I looked toward it, 
more attentively than before, I thought I detected, at intervals, the 
feet of a man walking close behind it; the carter being in front, by the 
side of his horses. The pan of the cross-road which I had just passed 
over was so narrow, that the waggon coming after me brushed the 
trees and thickets on either side; and I had to wait until it went by, 
before I could test the correemess of my impression. Apparently, 
that impression was wTong, for when the waggon had passed me, the 
road behind it was quite clear. 

I reached the inn witliout meeting Sir Pcrcival, and without noticing 
anything more; and tvas glad to find that the landlady had received 
Fanny with all possible kindness. The girl had a little parlour to sit 
in, away from the noise of the rap-room, and a clean bed-chamber at 
the top of the house. She began cr>'ing again, at the sight of me; 
and said, poor soul, truly enough, that it was dreadful to feel herself 
turned out into the world, as if she had committed some unpardonable 
fault, when no blame could be laid at her door by anybody—not even 
by her master who had sent her away. 

” Try to make the best of it, Fanny,” I said. “ Your mistress and 
I will stand your friends, and will take care that your character shall 
not suffer. Now, listen to me. I have very little time to spare, and I 
am going to put a great trust in your hands. I W'ish you to take 
of these two letters. The one with the stamp on it you are to put into 
the post, when you reach London, to-morrow, The other, directed to 
Mr. Fairlic, you arc to deliver to liim yourself, as soon as you get home. 
Keep both the letters about you, and give them up to no one. They 
are of ihc last importance to your mistress’s interests.” 

Fanny put the letters into the bosom of her dress. ” There they 
shall stop, miss,” she said, ‘‘ till 1 have done what you tell me.” 

” Mind you are at the station in good time to-morrow morning,” I 
continued. ” And when you sec the housekeeper at Limmcridge, 
give her my compliments, and say that you arc in my service, imdl 
Lady Glydc is able to take you back. We may meet again sooner than you 
think. So keep a good heart, and don’t miss the seven o’clock train.” 

” Thank you, miss—thank you kindly. It gives one courage to 
hear your voice again. Please to offer my duty to my lady; ana say 
I left all the things as tidy as 1 could in the time. Oh, dear I de^ 1 
who will dress her for dinner to-day ? It really breaks my heart, miss, 
to think of it.” 

When 1 got back to tlte house, I liad only a quarter of on hour to 
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spare, to put myself m order for dinner, and to say two words to Laura 
before I went down-stairs. 

“ The letters are in Fanny’s hands,” I whispered to her, at the door. 
“ Do you mean to join us at diimer ? ” 

“ Oh, no, no—not for the world.” 

“ Has anything happened ? Has any one disturbed you ? ” 

“ Yes—just now—Sir Percival-” 

“ Did he come in ? ” 

“ No, he frightened me by a thump on the door, outside. 1 said, 
‘ Who’s there ? ’ ‘ You know,’ he answered. ‘ Will you alter your 
mind, and tell me the rest ? You shall! Sooner or later, I’ll wring 
it out of you. You know where Anne Catherick is, at this moment.’ 
‘ Indeed, indeed,’ I said, ‘ I don’t.’ ‘ You do ! ’ he called back. ‘ I’ll 
crush your obstinacy’—mind that!—I’U wring it out of you ! ’ He went 
away, with those words—went away, Alarian, hardly live minutes ago.” 

He had not lound Anne. We were safe for that night—he had not 
found her yet. 

“ You are going down-stairs, Marian ? Come up again in the 
evening.” 

“ Yes, yes. Don’t be uneasy, if I am a little late—I must be careful 
not to give offence by leaving them too soon.” 

The dinner-bell rang ; and I hastened away. 

Sir Percival took Madame Fosco into the dining-room ; and the 
Count gave me his arm. He was hot and flushed, and was not dressed 
with his customary care and completeness. Had he, too, been out 
before dinner, and been late in getting back ? or was he only suffering 
from the heat a little more severely than usual ? 

However this might be, he was unquestionably troubled by some 
secret annoyance or anxiety, which, with all his powers of deception, 
he was not able entirely to conceal. Through the whole of dinner, 
he was almost as silent as Sir Percival himself; and he, every now and 
then, looked at his wife with an expression of furtive uneasiness, which 
was quite new in my experience of him. The one social obligation 
which he seemed to be self-possessed enough to perform as carefully 
as ever, was the obligation of being persistently civil and attentive to 
me. What vile object he has in view, I cannot still discover; but, 
be the design what it may, invariable politeness towards myself, 
invariable humility towards Laura, and invariable suppression (at any 
cost) of Sir Percivai’s clumsy violence, have been the means he has 
resolutely and impenetrably used to get to his end, ever since he set 
foot in this house. I suspected it, when he flrst interfered in our 
favour, on the day when the detd was produced in the library, and 1 
feci certain of it, now. 

When Madame Fosco and I rose to leave the table, the Count rose 
also to accompany us back to the drawing-room. 

** What are you going away for ? ” asked Sir Percival—“ I 
yoUi Fosco.” 


mean 
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“ I am going away, because I have had dinner enough, and wine 
enough,” answered the Count. “ Be so kind, Percival, as to make 
allowances for my foreign habit of going out with the ladies, as well as 
coming in with them.” 

“ Nonsense ! Another glass of claret won’t hurt you. Sit down 
again like an Englishman. I want half an hour’s quiet talk with you 
over our wine.” 

“ A quiet talk, Percival, with all my heart, but not now, and not 
over the wine. Later in the evening if you please—later in the 
evening.” 

” Civil! ” said Sir Percival savagely. “ Civil behaviour, upon my 
soul, to a man in his own house ! ” 

I had more than once seen him look at the Coimt uneasily during 
dinner-time, and had observed that the Count carefully abstained from 
looking at him in return. This circumstance, coupled with the host’s 
anxiety for a little quiet talk over the wine and the guest’s obstinate 
resolution not to sit down again at the table, revived in my memory the 
request which Sir Percival had vainly addressed to his friend, earlier 
in the day, to come out of the library and speak to him. The Count 
had deferred granting that private interview, when it was first asked 
for in the afternoon, and had again deferred granting it, when it was a 
second time asked for at the dinner-table. Whatever the commg 
subject of discussion between them might be, it was clearly an im¬ 
portant subject in Sir Pcrcival’s estimation—and perhaps (judging 
from his evident reluctance to approach it), a dangerous subject as well, 
in the estimation of the Count. 

These considerations occurred to me while we were passing from the 
dining-room to the drawing-room. Sir Percival’s angry commentary 
on his friend’s desertion of him had not produced the slightest effect. 
The Count obstinately accompanied us to the tea-table—waited a 
minute or two in the room—went out into the hall, and returned with 
the post-bag in his hands. It w^s then eight o’dcock—the hour at 
which the letters w’crc always despatched from Blackwater Park. 

“ Have you any letters for the post. Miss Halcombe ? ” he asked, 
approaching me, with the bag. 

I saw Madame Fosco, who was making the tea, pause, with the 
sugar-tongs in her hand, to listen for my answer. 

“ No, Count, thank you. No letters to-day.” 

He gave the bag to the servant, who was then in the room; sat 
down at the piano ; and played the air of the lively Neapolitan street- 
song, “ La mia Carolina,” twice over. His wife who was usually the 
most deliberate of women in all her movements, made the tea as quickly 
as I could have made it myself—finished her own cup in two minutes— 
and quietly glided out of the room. 

I rose to follow her example—partly because I suspected her of 
attempting some treachery up-stairs with Laura; partly, because I was 
resolved not to remain alone in the same room with her husband. 
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Before I could get to the door, the Count stopped me, by a request 
for a cup of tea. I gave him the cup of tea ; and tried a second time 
to get away. He stopped me again—this time, by going back to the 
piano, and suddenly appealing to me on a musical question in which he 
declared that the honour of his country was concerned. 

I vainly pleaded my own total ignorance of music, and total want of 
taste in that direction. He only appealed to me again with a vehemence 
which set all further protest on my part at defiance. “ The English 
and the Germans (he indignantly declared) were always reviling the 
Italians for their inability to cultivate the higher kinds of music. We 
were perpetually talking of our Oratorios; and they were perpetually 
talking of their Symphonies. Did we forget and did they forget his 
immortal friend and countryman, Rossini ? What was ‘ Moses in 
Egypt,’ but a sublime oratorio, which was acted on die stage, instead of 
being coldly sung in a concert-room ? What was the overture to 
Guillaume Tell, but a symphony under another name ? Had I heard 
Moses in Egypt ? Would I listen to this, and this, and this, and say if 
anything more sublimely sacred and grand had ever been composed by 
mortal man ? ”—And, without waiting for a word of assent or dissent 
on my part, looking me hard in the face all the time, he began thunder¬ 
ing on the piano, and singing to it with loud and lofty enthusiasm ; 
only interrupting himself, at intervals, to announce to me fiercely the 
tides of the different pieces of music : “ Chorus of Egypdans, in the 
Plague of Darkness, Miss Halcombe ! ”—“ Rccitativo of Moses, with 
the tables of the Law.”—“ Prayer of Israelites, at the passage of the 
Red Sea. Aha ! Aha ! Is that sacred ? is that sublime ? ” The 
piano trembled under his powerful hands; and the teacups on the 
table raided, as his big bass voice thundered out the notes, and his 
heavy foot beat time on the floor. 

There was something horrible—something fierce and devilish, in 
the outburst of his delight at his own signing and playing, and in the 
triumph with which he watched its effect upon me, as I stuank nearer 
and nearer to the door. I was released, at last, not by my own efforts, 
but by Sir Percival’s interposition. He opened the dining-room door, 
and called out angrily to know what “ that infernal noise ” meant. 
The Count instantly got up from the piano. “ Ah 1 if Percival is 
co ming ,” he said, ** hiumony and melody are both at an end. The 
Muse of Music, Miss Halcombe, deserts us in dismay ; and I, the 
fat old minstrel, exhale the rest of my enthusiasm in the open 
air! ” He stalked out into the verandah, put his hands in his 
pockets, and resumed the “ Redtativo of Moses,” sotto voce, in the 
garden. 

I heard Sir Percival call after him, from the dining-room window. 
But he took no notice : he seemed determined not to hear. That long- 
deferred qtiiet talk between them was still to be put off, was still to 
wait for the Count’s absolute will and pleasure. 

He had detained me in the drawing-room nearly half an hour from 
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the time when his tvife left us. Where had she been, and what had 
she been doing in that interval ? 

I went up-stairs to ascertain, but I made no discoveries ; and when 
I questioned Laura, I found that she had not beard anything. Nobody 
had disturbed her—no faint rustling of the silk dress had been audible, 
either in the ante-room or in the passage. 

It was then twenty minutes to nine. After going to my room to 
get my journal, I returned, and sat with Laura j sometimes tvriting, 
sometimes stopping to talk with her. Nobody came near us, and no¬ 
thing happened. We remained together till ten o’clock. I then rose ; 
said my last cheering words; and wished her good-night. She locked 
her door again, after we had arranged that I should come in and see her 
the first thing in the morning. 

I had a few sentences more to add to my diary, before going to 
bed myself; and, as I tvent dosvn again to the drawing-room, after 
leaving Laura, for the last time that w’eary day, I resolved merely to 
show myself there, to make my excuses, and then to retire an hour 
earlier than usual, for the night. 

Sir Pcrcival, and the Count and his wife, were sitting together. Sir 
Pcrcival was yawning in an easy-chair; the Count was reading; 
Madame Fosco was fanning herself. Strange to say, her face was 
flushed, now. She, who never suffered from the heat was most un¬ 
doubtedly suffering from it to-night. 

I am afraid, Countess, you arc not quite so well as usual ? ” I 

said. 

“ The very remark I was about to make to^au,” she replied. “ You 
are looking pale, my dear.” 

My dear ! It was the first time she had ever addressed me with 
that familiarity ! There was an insolent smile, too, on her face, when 
she said the words. 

“ I am suffering from one of my bad headaches,” I answered coldly. 

“ Ah, indeed ? Want of exercise, I suppose ? A walk before 
dinner would have been just the thing for you.” She referred to the 
” walk ” with a strange emphasis. Had ^e seen me go out ? No 
matter if she had. The letters were safe now, in Fanny’s hands. 

” Come, and have a smoke, Fosco,” said Sir Percivi, rising, widi 
another uneasy look at his friend. 

” With pleasure, Pcrcival, when the ladies have gone to bed,” 
replied the Count. 

” Excuse me. Countess, if I set you the example of retiring,” I said. 
” The only remedy for such a headache as min e is going to bed.” 

I took my leave. There was the same insolent smile on the woman’s 
face when I shook hands with her. Sir Pcrcival paid no attention to 
me. He was looking impatiently at Madame Fosco, who showed no 
signs of leaving the room with me. The Count smiled to himself 
behind his book. There was yet another delay to that quiet talk with 
Sir Perdval—and the Countess was the impediment, this time. 
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IX 

July 5 th.—Once safely shut into my own room, I opened these pages, 
and prepared to go on with that part of the day’s record which was 
still left to write. 

For ten minutes or more, I sat idle, with the pen in my hand, thinking 
over the events of the last twelve hours. When I at last addressed 
myself to my task, I found a difficulty in proceeding with it which I 
had never experienced before. In spite of my efforts to fix my thoughts 
on the matter in hand, they wandered away, with the strangest per¬ 
sistency, in the one direction of Sir Percival and the Count, and all the 
interest which I tried to concentrate on my journal, centred, instead, 
in that private inters’iew between them, which had been put off all 
through the day, and which was now to take place in the silence and 
solitude of the night. 

In this perverse state of mind, the recollection of what had passed 
since the morning would not come back to me; and there was no 
resource but to close my journal and to get away from it for a little 
while. 

I opened the door which led from my bedroom into my sitting-room, 
and, having passed through, pulled it to again, to prevent any accident, 
in case of draught, with the candle left on the dressing-table. My 
sitting-room window was wide open ; and I leaned out, listlessly, to 
look at the night. 

It was dark and quiet. Neither moon nor stars were visible. There 
was a smell like rain in the still, heavy air ; and I put my hand out of 
window. No. The rain was only threatening ; it had not come yet. 

I remained leaning on the window-sill for nearly a quarter of an 
hour, looking out absently into the black darkness, and hearing nothing, 
except, now and then, the voices of the servants, or the distant sound of 
a closing door, in the lower part of the house. 

Just as I was turning away wearily from the window, to go back to 
the bedroom, and make a second attempt to complete the unfinished 
entry in my journal, I smelt the odour of tobacco-smoke, stealing to¬ 
wards me on the heavy night air. The next moment I saw a tiny red 
spark advancing from ^e farther end of the house in the pitch darkness. 

I heard no footsteps, and I could see nothing but the spark. It travelled 
along in the night; passed the window at which 1 was standing ; and 
Slopped opposite my bedroom window, inside which I had left the 
light burning on the dressing-table. 

The spark remained stationary, for a moment, tlien moved back 
again in the direction from which it had advanced. As I followed 
its progress, I saw a second red spark, larger than the first, approaching 
from the distance. The two met together in the darkness. Remember¬ 
ing who smoked cigarettes, and who smoked cigars, I inferred, im¬ 
mediately, that the Count had come out first to look and listen, imder 
my window, and that Sir Percival had afterwards joined him. They 
must both have been walking on the lawn—or I should certainly have 
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heard Sir Percival’s hcav7 footfall, though the Count’s soft step might 
have escaped me, even on the gravel walk. 

I waited quietly at the window, certain that they could neither of 
them see me, in the darkness of the room. 

“ What’s the maner ? ” I heard Sir Pcrcival say, in a low voice. " Why 
don’t you come in and sit dow'n ? ” 

“ I want to see the light out of that window,” replied the Coimt, 
softly. 

“ What harm docs the light do ? ” 

“ It shows she is not in bed yet. She is sharp enough to suspect 
something, and bold enough to come down-stairs and listen, if she can 
get the chance. Patience, Pcrcival—patience.” 

“ Humbug ! You’re always talking of patience.” 

“ I shall talk of something else presently. My good friend, you are 
on the edge of your domestic precipice ; and if I let you give the women 
one other chance, on my sacred w’ord of honour, they will push you 
over it! ” 

“ What the devil do you mean ? ” 

“ We will come to our explanations, Pcrcival, when the light is out 
of that window, and when I have had one little look at the rooms on 
each side of the hbrary, and a peep at the staircase as well.” 

They slowly moved aw'ay ; and the rest of the conversation between 
them (which had been conducted, throughout, in the same low tones) 
ceased to be audible. It was no matter. 1 had heard enough to 
determine me on justifying the Count’s opinion of my sharpness and 
my courage. Before the red sparks were out of sight in the darkness, 

I had made up my mind that there should be a listener when those two 
men sat down to their talk—and that the listener, in spite of all the 
Count’s precautions to the contrary, should be myself. I wanted but 
one motive to sanction the act of my own conscience, and to give me 
courage enough for performing it; and that motive I had, Laura’s 
honour, Laura’s happiness—Laura’s life itself—might depend on my 
quick cars, and my faithful memory, to-night. 

I had heard the Count say that he meant to examine the rooms on each 
side of the library, and the staircase as well, before he entered on any 
explanation with Sir Pcrcival. This expression of his intentions w^ 
necessarily sufficient to inform me that the library was the room in 
which he proposed that the conversation should take place. The one 
moment of time which was long enough to bring me to that conclusion 
was also the moment which showed me a means of baffling his pre¬ 
cautions—or, in other words, of hearing what he and Sir Percival said 
to each other, without the risk of descending at all into the lower r^ons 
of the house. 

In speaking of the rooms on the ground floor, I have mentioned 
incidentally the verandah outside them, on which they all opened by 
means of French windows, extending from the comice to the floor. 
The top of this verandah was flat; the rain-water being carried off 
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from it, by pipes, into tanks which helped to supply the house. On 
the narrow leaden roof, which ran along past the bedrooms, and which 
was rather less, I should think, than three feet below the sills of the 
windows, a row of flower-pots was ranged, with wide intervals between 
each pot; the whole being protected from falling, in high winds, by an 
ornamental iron railing along the edge of the roof. 

The plan which had now occurred to me was to get out, at my 
sitting-room window, on to this roof ■, to creep along noiselessly, all 
I reached that part of it which was immediately over the library- 
window ; and to crouch down benveen the flower-pots, with my ear 
against the other railing. If Sir Percival and the Count sat and smoked 
to-night, as I had seen them sitting and smoking many nights before, 
with their chairs close to the open window, and their feet stretched on 
the zinc garden seats which were placed under the verandah, every 
word they said to each other above a whisper (and no long conversation, 
as we all know by experience, can be carried on in a whisper) must 
inevitably reach my ears. If, on the other hand, they chose, to-night, 
to sit far back inside the room, then, the chances were, that I should 
hear little or nothing ; and, in that case, I must run tlie far more serious 
risk of trying to outwit them down-stairs. 

Strongly as I was fortified in my resolution by the desperate nature 
of our situation, I hoped most fervently that I might escape this last 
emergency. My course was only a woman’s courage, after all; and 
it was very near to failing me, when I thought of trusting myself on the 
ground floor, at the dead of night, within reach of Sir Percival and the 
Count. 

I went softly back to my bedroom, to try the safer experiment of the 
verandah roof, first. 

A complete change in my dress was imperatively necessary, for 
many reasons. I took off my silk gown to begin with, because the 
slightest noise from it, on that still night, might have betrayed me. 1 
next removed the white and cumbersome parts of my underclothing, and 
replaced them by a petticoat of dark flannel. Over this, I put my black 
travelling cloak, and pulled the hood on to my head. In my ordinary 
evening costumes, I took up the room of three men at least. In my 
present dress, when it was held close about me, no man could have 
passed through the narrowest space more easily than I. The little 
breadth left on the roof of the verandah, between the flower-pots on 
one side, and the wall and the windows of the house on the other, made 
this a serious consideration. If I knocked anythin g down, if I made 
the least noise, who could say what the consequences might be ? 

I only waited to put the matches near the candle, before 1 extinguished 
it, and groped my way back into the sitting-room. I locked that door, 
as I had lo^ed my bedroom door—then quietly got out of the window, 
and cautiously set my feet on the leaden roof of the verandah. 

My two rooms were at the inner extremity of the new wing of the 
house in which wc all lived i and I had five windows to pass, before 
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I could reach the position it was necessary to take up immediately over 
the library’. The first window belonged to a spare room, which was 
empty. The second and third windows belonged to Laura’s room. 
The fourth window belonged to Sir Pcrcival’s room. The fifth, 
belonged to the Countess’s room. The others, by which it was not 
necessary for me to pass, were the windows of the Count’s dressing- 
room, of the bath-room, and of the second empty spare room. 

No sound reached my ears—the black blinding darkness of the 
night was all round me when I first stood on the verandah, except at 
that part of it which Madame Fos<x>’s t^ndow overlooked. There, at 
the very place above the library, to which my course was directed— 
there, I saw a gleam of light! The Countess was not yet in bed. 

It was too late to draw back ; it was no lime to wait. I determined 
to go on at all hazards, and trust for security to my own caution and to 
the darkness of the night. “ For Laura’s sake 1 ” 1 thought to myself, 
as I took the first step forward on the roof, with one hand holding my 
cloak close round me, and the other groping against the wall of the 
house. It was better to brush close by the wall, than to risk striking 
my feet against the flower-pots within a few inches of me, on the other 
side. 

I passed the dark window of the spare room, trying the leaden roof, 
at each step, with my foot, before I risked resting my weight on it. I 
passed the dark windows of Laura’s room (“ God bless her and keep 
her to-night! ”). I passed the dark window of Sir Percival’s room. 
Then I waited a moment, knelt down, with my hands to support me; 
and so crept to my position, under the protection of the low wall 
between the bottom of tlic lighted window and the verandah roof. 

When 1 ventured to look up at the window itself, I found that the 
top of it only was open, and that the blind inside was drawn down. 
While I was looking, I saw the shadow of Madame Fosco pass across 
the white field of the blind—then pass slowly back again. Thus far, 
she could not have heard me—or the shadow would surely have stopped 
at the blind, even if she had wanted courage enough to open the window, 
and look out ? 

I placed myself sideways against the railing of the verandah ; first 
ascertaining, by touching them, the position of the flower-pots on 
either side of me. There was room enough for me to sit between them, 
and no more. The sweet-scented leaves of the flower on my left hand, 
just brushed my checks as I lightly rested my head against the railing. 

The first sounds that reached me from below were caused by the 
opening or closing (most probably the latter) of three doors in succession 
—the doors, no doubt, leading into the hall, and into the rooms on each 
side of the library, which the Count had pledged himself to examine. 
The first object that I saw was the red spark again travelling out into the 
night, from under the verandah ; moving away towards my window; 
waiting a moment; and then returning to the place from w’hich it had 
set out. 
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“ The devil take your restlessness ! When do you mean to sit 
down ? ” growled Sir Pcrcival’s voice beneath me. 

‘ Ouf! how hot it is ! ” said the Count, sighing and puffing wearily. 

His exclamation was followed by the scraping of tlie garden chairs 
on the tiled pavement under the verandah—the welcome sound W’hich 
told me they were going to sit close at the window as usual. So far, 
the chance was mine. The clock in tiie turret struck the quarter to 
^elve as they settled themselves in their chaire. I heard Madame 
Fosco through the open window, yawTiing ; and saw her shadow* pass 
once more across the white field of the blind. 

Meanwhile, Sir Pcrcival and the Count began talking together below ; 
now and then dropping their voices a little lower than usual, but never 
sinking them to a whisper. The strangeness and peril of my situation, 
the dread, which I could not master, of Madame Fosco’s lighted 
window, made it difficult, almost impossible for me, at first to keep my 
presence of mind, and to fix my attention solely on the conversation 
beneath. For some niinutes, I could only succeed in gathering the 
general substance of it. I understood the Count to say that the one 
window alight was his wife’s ; that the ground floor of the house wxs 
quite clear; and that they might now speak to each other, witltout 
fear of accidents. Sir Percival merely answered by upbraiding his 
friend with having unjustifiably slighted his wishes and neglected his 
interests all though the day. The Count, thereupon, defended him¬ 
self by declaring that he had been beset by certain troubles and anxieties 
which had absorbed all his attention, and that the only safe time to come 
to an explanation, was a time when they could feel certain of being 

overheard. “ We are at a serious crisis in our 
affairs, Percival,” he said; “ and if we arc to decide on the future at 
all, we must decide secretly to-night.” 

That sentence of the Count’s was the first which my attention w’as 
ready enough to master, exactly as it was spoken. From this point. 
With certam breaks and interruptions, my whole interest fixed breath¬ 
lessly on the^^nversation ; and I followed it word for word. 

, . C^sis ? repeated Sir Percival. “ It’s a worse crisis than vou 
think for, I can tell you ! ” 

” So I should suppose, from your behaviour for the last day or two,” 
returned the other, cooUy. “ But wait a little. Before we advance 
to what I do not know, let us be quite certain of what I do know. Let 
us first see if I am right about the time that is past, before I make any 
proposal to you for the time that is to come.” 

!! P ^ brandy and water. Have some yourself.” 

rhank you, Percival. The cold water with pleasure, a spoon, and 
the basm of sugar. Eau sucr^e, my friend—nothing more.” 

ug^ and water for a man of your age !—There ! mix your sickly 
mess. You foreigners are all alike.” 

N(w, listen, Percival. I will put our position plainly before you, 
as I understand it; and you shaU say if I am right or wrong. You and 

d 
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I both came back to this house from the Continent, with our affairs 
very seriously embarrassed-” 

“ Cut it short! I wanted some thousands, and you some hundreds 
—and, without the money, we were both in a fair way to go to the dogs 
together. There’s the situation. Make what you can of it. Go on.” 

“ Well, Percival, in your own solid English words, you w’anted some 
thousands and I wanted some hundreds ; and the only way of getting 
them was for you to raise the money for your owm necessity (with a 
small margin, beyond, for my poor little hundreds), by the help of your 
wife. What did I tell you about your wife on our way to England ?— 
and what did I tell you again, when we had come here, and when I 
had seen for myself the sort of woman Miss Halcombc was ? ” 

“ How should I know ? You talked nineteen to the dozen, I 
suppose, just as ususal.” 

” I said this : Human ingenuity, my friend, has hitherto only dis¬ 
covered two ways in w-hich a man can manage a woman. One way is 
to knock her down—a method largely adopted by the brutal lower 
orders of the people, but utterly abhorrent to the refined and educated 
classes above them. The other way (much longer, much more difficult, 
but, in the end, not less certain) is never to accept a provocation at a 
woman’s hands. It holds with animals, it holds with children, and it 
holds with women, who arc nothing but children grown up. Quiet 
resolution is the one quality the animals, the children, and the women 
all fail in. If they can once shake this superior quality in their master, 
they get the better of him. If they can never succeed in disturbing it, 
he gets the better of them. I said to you, Remember that plain truth 
when you want your wife to help you to the money. I said. Remember 
it doubly and trebly, in the presence of your’s wife’s sister. Miss 
Halcombc. Have you remembered it ? Not once, in all the complica¬ 
tions that have twisted themselves about us in this house. Every 
provocation that your wife, and her sister, could offer to you, you 
instantly accepted from them. Your mad temper lost the signature 
to the deed, lost the ready money, set Miss Halcombe writing to the 
lawyer, for the first dme-” 

“ First time ? Has she written again ? 

“ Yes ; she has written again to-day.” 

A chair fell on the pavement of the verandah—fell with a crash, as 
if it had been kicked down. 

It was well for me that the Count’s reveladon roused Sir Perciv^’s 
anger, as it did. On hearing that I had been once more discovered, I 
started so that the railing against which I leaned, cracked again. Had 
he followed me to the inn ? Did he infer that I must have given my 
letters to Fanny, when I told him I had none for the post-bag ? Even 
if it was so, how could he have examined the letters, when they had 
gone straight from my hand to the bosom of the girPs dress ? 

“ Thai^ your lucky star,” I heard the Coimt say next, ” that you 
have me in the house, to imdo the harm as fast as you do it. Thank 
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your lucky star that I said. No, when you were mad enough to talk of 
turning the key to-day on Miss Halcombe, as you turned it, in your 
mischevious folly, on your wife. Where arc your eyes ? Can you 
look at Aiiss Halcombe, and not see that she has the foresight and the 
resolution of a man ? With that woman for my friend, I would snap 
these fingers of mine at the world. VC’ith that woman for mv enemy, I, 
with all my brains and experience—I, Fosco, cunning as the devil 
himself, as you have told me a hundred times—I walk, in your English 
phrase, upon egg-shells ! And this grand creature—I drink her health 
in my sugar-and-watcr—this grand creature, who stands in the strength 
of her love and her courage, firm as a rock, between us two, and that 
poor, flimsy pretty blonde wife of yours—this magnificent woman, 
whom I admire with all my soul, though I oppose her in your interests 
and in mine, you drive to extremities, as if she was no sharper and no 
bolder than the rest of her sex. Pcrcival ! Percival ! you deserve to 
fail, and you have failed.” 

There was a pause. I write the vUlian’s words about myself, because 
I mean to remember them, because I hope yet for the day when I may 
speak out, once for all in his presence, and cast them back, one by one, 
in his teeth. 

Sir Percival was the first to break the silence again. 

„ “ Yes, yes ; bully and bluster as much as you like,” he said sulkily ; 
“ the difficulty about the money is not the only difficulty. You would 
be for taking strong measures with the women, yourself—if you knew 
as much as I do.” 

“ We wfll come to that second difficulty, all in good time,” rejoined 
the Count. “ You may confuse yoursetf, Percival, as much as you 
please, but you shall not confuse me. Let the question of the money 
be settled first. Have I convinced your obstinacy ? have I shown 
you that your temper will not let you help yourself ?—Or must I go 
back, and (as you put it in your dear straightforward English) bully 
and bluster a little more ? ” 

Pooh ! It’s easy enough to grumble at me. Say what is to be 
done—that’s a little harder.” 

Is it ? Bah ! This is what is to be done: You give up all 
direction in the business from to-night; you leave it, for the future, 

m my hands only. I am talking to a Practical British man—ha ? Well, 
Pracucal, will that do for you ? ” 

“ What do you propose if I leave it all to you ? ” 

“ Answer me first. Is it to be in my hands or not ? ” 

** Say it is in your hands—what then ? ” 

A few questions, Percival, to begin with. I must wait a little, yet, 
to let circumstances guide me; and 1 must know, in every possible way, 
w^t those circumstances are likely to be. There is no time to lose. 

1 have told you already that Miss Halcombe has written to the law\'er 
to-day, for the second time.” 

” How did you find it out ? What did she say ? ” 
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“ If I told you, Percival, we should only come back at the end to 
where we are now. Enough that I have found it out—and the finding 
has caused that trouble and anxiety which made me so inaccessible 
to you all through to-day. Now, to refresh my memory about your 
aflairs—it is some time since I talked them over with you. The money 
has been raised, in the absence of your wife’s signature, by means of 
bills at three months—raised at a cost that makes my povert>’-stricken 
foreign hair stand on end to think of it! When the bills are due, is 
there really and truly no earthly way of paying them but by the help of 
your wife ? ” 

“ None.” 

“ What! You have no money at the bankers.” 

“ A few hundreds, when I want as many thousands.” 

“ Have you no other security to borrow upon ? ” 

“ Not a shred.” 

” What have you actually got with your wife, at the present moment?” 
“ Nothing, but the interest of her twenty thousand pounds—barely 
enough to pay our daily expenses.” 

“ What do you expect from your wife ? ” 

“ Three thousand a year, when her uncle dies.” 

” A fine fortune, Percival. What sort of a man is this uncle ? Old?” 
“ No—neither old nor young.” 

“A good-tempered, freely-living man? Married? No—I think 
my wife told me, not married.” 

“ Of course not. If he was married, and had a son, Lady Glyde 
would not be next heir to the property. I’ll tell you what he is. He’s 
a maudlin, twaddling, selfish fool, and bores everybody who comes 
near him about the state of his health.” 

“ Men of that sort, Percival, live long, and marry malevolently when 
you least expect it. I don’t give you much, my friend, for your chance 
of ilie three thousand a year. Is there nothing more that comes to 
you from your wife ? ” 

” Nothing.” 

‘‘ Absolutely nothing ? ” 

” Absolutely nothing—except in case of her death. ” 

“ Aha I in the case of her death.” 

There was another pause. The Count moved from the verandah to 
the gravel walk outside. 1 knew that he had moved, by his voice. 
” The rain has come at last,” I heard him say. It had come. The 
state of my cloak showed that it bad been fallin g thickly for some little 
time. 

The Count went back under the verandah— I heard the chair creak 
beneath his weight as he sat down in it again. 

“ Well, Percival,” he said; ** and, in the case of Lady Glyde’s death, 
what do you get then ? ” 

“ If she leaves no children-” 

“ Which she is likely to do ? ” 
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“ Which she is not in the least likely to do-” 

“ Yes ? ” 

“ Why, then I get her twenty thousand pounds.” 

“ Paid down ? ” 

“ Paid down.” 

They were silent once more. As their voices ceased, Madjme 
Fosco’s shadow darkened the blind again. Instead of passing this 
time, it remained, for a moment, quite still. I saw her fingers” steal 
round the comer of the blind, and draw it on one side. The dim white 
outline of her face, looking out straight over me, appeared behind the 
window. I kept still, shrouded from head to foot in my black cloak. 
The rain, which was fast wetting me, dripped over the glass, blurred 
it, and prevented her from seeing anything. “ More rain ! ” I heard her 
say to herself. She dropped the blind—and I breathed again freely. 
The t^k went on below me ; the Count resuming it, this time. 

“ Percival, do you care about your wife ? ” 

” Fosco ! that’s rather a downright question.” 

“ I am a downright man ; and I repeat it.” 

“ Why the devil do you look at me in that way ? ” 

" You won’t answer me ? Well, then; let us say vour wife dies 

before the summer is out-” 

“ Drop it, Fosco ! ” 

“ Let us say your v.ife dies-” 

“ Drop it, I tcU you ! ” 

In that case, you would gain t\venty thousand pounds : and you 
would lose-” t' > jr 

“ I should lose the chance of three thousand a year.” 

The remote chance. Percival—the remote chance only. And you 

want money, at once. In your position the gain is certain—the loss 
doubtful.” 

Speak for yourself as well as for me. Some of the money I want 
has been borrowed for you. And if you come to gain, my wife’s death 
would be ten thousand pounds in yoitr wife’s pocket. Sharp as you are 
you seem to have conveniently forgotten Madam Fosco’s legacy. Don’t 
look at me in that way ! I won’t have it! What with your looks and 
questions, upon my soul, you make my flesh creep ! ” 

‘ Your flesh ? Docs flesh mean conscience in English ? I speak of 
your wife’s death, as I speak of a possibility. Why not ? The respect¬ 
able lawyers who scribblc-scrabble your deeds and your wills, look the 
the deaths of living people in the face. Do lawyers make your flesh 
creep ? Why should I ? It is my business to-night, to clear up your 
position beyond the possibility of mistake—and I have now done it. 
Here is your position. If your wife lives, you pay those bills with her 
signature to the parchment. If your wife dies, you pay them with her 
death. 

the light in Madame Fosco’s room was extinguished; 
and the whole second floor of the house was now sunk in darkness. 
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“ Talk ! talk ! ” grumbled Sir Percival. “ One would think, to 
hear you, that my wife’s signature to the deed was got already.” 

“ Vou have left the matter in my hands,” retorted the Count; “ and 
I have more than two months before me to turn round in. Say no 
more about it, if you please, for the present. When the bills are due, 
you will see for yourself if my ‘ talk ! talk ! ’ is worth something, or if it 
is not. And now, Percival, having done with the money-matters, for 
to-night, I can place my attention at your disposal, if you wish to con¬ 
sult me on tltat second difficulty which has mixed itself up with our 
little embarrassments, and which has so altered you for the worse, 
that I hardly know you again. Speak, my friend—and pardon me if I 
shock your fiery national tastes by mixing myself a second glass of sugar- 
and-watcr.” 

” It’s very well to say speak,” replied Sir Percival, in a far more 
quiet and more polite tone than he had yet adopted ; “ but it’s not so 
easy to know how to begin.” 

“ Shall I help you ? ” suggested the Count. “ Shall I give this 
private difficulty of yours a name ? What, if I call it—Anne Catherick?” 

” Look here, Fosco, you and I have knowm each other for a long 
lime ; and, if you have helped me out of one or two scrapes before 
this, I have done the best I could to help you in return, as far as money 
would go. We have made as many friendly sacrifices, on both sides, 
as men could ; but we have had our secrets from each other, of course 
—haven’t we ? ” 

” You have had a secret from me, Percival. There is a skeleton in 
your cupboard here at Blackwater Park, that has peeped out, in these 
last few days, at other people besides yourself.” 

“ Well, suppose it has. If it doesn’t concern you, you needn’t be 
curious about it, need you ? ” 

“ Do I look curious about it ? ” 

" Yes, you do.” 

“ So ! so ! my face speaks the truth, then ? What an immense 
foundation of good there must be in the nature of a man who arrives 
at my age, and whose face has not yet lost the habit of speaking the 
truth !—Come, Clyde! let us be candid one with the other. This 
secret of yours has sought me : I have not sought it. Let us say I 
am curious—do you ask me, as your old friend, to respect your secret, 
and to leave it, once for all, in your own keeping ? ” 

“ Yes—that’s just what I do ask.” 

“ Then my curiosity is at an end. It dies in me, from this moment.” 

Do you really mean that ? ” 

" What makes you doubt me ? ” 

” I have had some experience, Fosco, of your roundabout ways j 
and I am not so sure that you won’t worm it out of me after all.” ' 

The chair below suddenly creaked again—I felt the trellis-work 
pillar under me shake from top to bottom. The Count had started to 
his feet, and had struck it with his hand in indignation. 
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“ Percival ! Percival ! ” he cried, passionately, “ do you know me no 
better than that ? Has all your experience shown you nothing of my 
character yet ? I am a man of the antique type ! I am capable of the 
most exalted acts of virtue—when I have the chance of performing 
them. It has been the misfortune of my life that I have had few chances. 
My conception of friendship is sublime ! Is it my fault that your 
skeleton has peeped out at me ? Why do I confess my curiosity ? 
You poor superficial Englishman, it is to magnify my own self-control. 
I could draw your secret out of you, if I liked, as I draw this finger out 
of the palm of my hand—you Imow I could ! But you have appealed 
to my friendship ; and the duties of friendship are sacred to me. See ! 
I trample my base curiosity imder my feet. My exalted sentiments 
lift me above it. Recognise them, Percival! imitate them, Percival ! 
Shake hands—I forgive you.” 

His voice faltered over the last words—faltered, as if he were actually 
shedding tears ! 

Sir Percival confusedly attempted to excuse himself. But the Count 
was too magnanimous to listen to him. 

“ No ! ” he said. “ When my friend has wounded me, I can pardon 
him without apologies. Tell me, in plain words, do vou want mv 
help ? ” 

“ Yes, badly enough.” 

“ And you can ask for it without compromising yourself? ” 

“ I can try, at any rate.” 

“ Try, then,” 

“ Well, this is how it stands :—I told you to-day that I had done my 
best to find Anne Catherick, and failed,” 

“ Yes; you did.” 

“ Fosco ! I’m a lost man, if I don't find her.” 

“ Ha ! Is it so serious as that ? ” 

A little stream of light travelled out under the verandah, and feU 
over the gravel-walk. The Count had taken the lamp from the inner 
part of the room, to see his friend clearly by the light of it. 

“ Yes ! ” be said. “ Your face speaks the truth this time. Serious, 
indeed—as serious as the money matters themselves.” 

“ More serious. As true as I sit here, more serious ! ” 

The light disappeared again, and the talk went on. 

” I showed you the letter to my wife that Aime Catherick hid in the 
sand, Sir Percival continued. “ There’s no boasting in that letter, 
Fosco—she does know the Secret. 

“ Say as little as possible,. Percival, in my presence, of the Secret. 
Does she know it from you ? ” 

” No; from her mother.” 

“ Two women in possession of your private mind—bad, bad, bad, 
my friend! One question here, before we go any farther. The 
motive of your shutting up the daughter in the asylum, is now plain 
enough to me—but the manner of her escape is not quite so clear. Do 
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you suspect the people in charge of her of closing their eyes purposely 
at tlie instance of some enemy, who could afford to make it worth their 
while ? ” 

“ No; she was the best behaved patient they had—and, like fools, 
they trusted her. She’s just mad enough to be shut up, and just sane 
enough to ruin me when she’s at large—if you understand that ? ” 

“ I do understand it. Now, Percival, come at once to the point; 
and then I shall know what to do. Where is the danger of your position 
at the present moment ? ” 

“ Anne Catherick is in this neighbourhood, and in communication 
with Lady Clyde—there’s the danger, plain enough. Who can read 
the letter she hid in the sand, and not see that my wife is in possession 
of the secret, deny it as she may ? ” 

“ One moment, Percival. If Lady Clyde does know the secret, she 
must know also that it is a compromising secret ior you. As your wife, 
surely it is her interest to keep it ? ” 

“ Is it ? I’m coming to that. It might be her interest if she cared 
cw’o straws about me. But I happen to be an encumbrance in the way 
of another man. She was in love with him, before she married me-:— 
she’s in love with him now—an infernal vagabond of a drawing-master, 
named Hartright.” 

“ My dear friend ! what is there extraordinary in that ? They are 
all in love with some other man. Who gets the first of a woman’s 
heart ? In all my experience I have never yet met with the man who 
was Number One. Number Two, sometimes. Number Three, 
Four, Five, often. Number One, never ! He exists, of course—but 
I have not met with him.” 

“ Wait! I haven’t done yet. Who do you think helped Anne 
Catherick to get the start, when the people from the madhouse were 
after her ? Hartright. Who do you think saw her again in Cumber¬ 
land ? Hartright. Both times, he spoke to her alone. Stop! don’t 
interrupt me. The scoundrel’s as sweet on my wife, as she is on him. 
He knows the secret, and she knows the secret. Once let them both 
get together again, and it’s her interest and his interest to turn their 
information against me.” 

“ Gently, Percival—gently! Arc you insensible to the virtue of 
Lady Clyde ? ” 

“ That for the virtue of Lady Clyde 1 I believe in nothing about 
her but her money. Don’t you sec how the case stands ? She might 
be harmless enough by herself; but if she and that vagabond Hart¬ 
right-” 

Yes, yes, I see. Where is Mr. Hartright ? ” 

“ Out of the country. If he means to keep a whole skin on bis bones, 
I recommend him not to come back in a hurry.” 

** Are you sure he is out of the country ? ” 

** Certain. I had him watched from the time he left Cumberland 
to the time he sailed. Oh, I’ve been careful, I can tell you I Anne 
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Catherick lived w’ith some people at a farm-house near Limmeridge. I 
went there, myself, after she had given me the slip, and made sure that 
they knew nothing. I gave her mother a form of letter to write to Miss 
Halcombe, exonerating me from any bad motive in putting her under 
I VC spent, I m afraid to say how much, in tr\’ing to trace 
her. And, in spite of it all, she rums up here, and escapes me on my 
own property! How do I know who else may see her, who else may 
speak to her ? That prying scoundrel, Hartright, may come back with¬ 
out my knowing it, and may make use of her to-morrow-” 

Not he, Percival! WWe I am on the spot, and while that woman 
IS m the neighbourhood, I will answer for our laying hands on her, 
before Mr. Hamight—even if he does come back. I see ! yes, yes, I 
see ! The finding of Anne Catherick is the first necessity : make your 
mmd easy about the rest. Your wife is here, under your thumb ; 
Miss Halcombe is inseparable from her i and Mr. Hartright is out of 
the country. This invisible Anne of yours, is all we have to think of 
for the present. You have made your inquiries ? ” 

“ Yes. I have been to her mother; I have ransacked the village_ 

and all to no purpose.” 

“ Is her mother to be depended on ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ She has told your secret once.” 

“ She won’t tell it again.” 

“ Why not ? Arc her own interests concerned in keeping it, as well 
as yours ? ” 

“ Yes—deeply concerned.” 

“ I pi glad to hear it, Percival, for your sake. Don’t be discouraged, 
my friend. Our money matters, as I told you, leave me plenty of 
time to turn round in ; and / may search for Anne Catherick lo-morrow’ 
to better purpose than you. One last question, before we go to bed ” 
What is it ? ” 

“ It is this. When I went to the boat-house to tell Lady Clyde that 
me httlc difficulty of her signature was put off, accident took me there 
m time to see a strange woman parting in a very suspicious manner from 
your wife. But accident did not bring me near enough to see this 
spie woman’s face plainly. I must know how to recognise our in¬ 
visible Anne. What is she like ? ” 

“ Like ? Come ! I’ll tell you in two words. She’s a sickly like¬ 
ness of my wife.” 

The chair creaked, and the pillar shook once more. The Count 
was on his feet again—this time in astonishment. 

W*hat! I! ” he exclaimed eagerly. 

Fpey my wife, after a bad illness, with a touch of something 
wrong in her head—and there is Anne Catherick for you,” answered 
Sir Percival. 

“ Are they related to each other ? ” 

“ Not a bit of it.” 
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“ And yet, so like ? ” 

“ Yes, so like. What are you laughing about ? ” 

There was no answer, and no sound of any kind. The Count was 
laughing in his smooth, silent internal way. 

“ What are you laughing about ? ” reiterated Sir Percival. 

“ Perhaps, at my own fancies, my good friend. Allow me my 
Italian humour—do I not come of the illustrious nation which invented 
the exhibition of Punch ? Well, well, weU, I shall know Anne 
Catherick when I sec her—and so enough for to-night. Make your 
mind easy, Percival. Sleep, my son, the sleep of the just; and see 
what I will do for you, when daylight comes to help us both I have 
my projects and my plans, here in my big head. You shall pay those 
bills and find Anne Catherick—my sacred word of honour on it, but 
you shall! Am I a friend to be treasured in the best corner of your 
heart, or am I not ? Am I worth those loans of money which you so 
delicately reminded me of a little while since ? Whatever you do, 
never wound me in my sentiments any more. Recognise them, 
Percival! imitate them, Percival! I forgive you again; I shake 
hands again. Good night! ” 

Not another word was spoken. I heard the Count close the library 
door. I heard Sir Percival barring up the window-shutters. It had 
been raining, raining all the time. I was cramped by my position, 
and chilled to the bones. When I first tried to move, the effort was so 
painful to me, that I was obliged to desist. I tried a second time, and 
succeeded in rising to my knees on the wet roof. 

As I crept to the wall, and raised myself against it, I looked back, 
and saw the window of the Count’s dressing-room gleam into light. 
My sinking courage dickered up in me again, and kept my eyes fixed 
on his window, as I stoic my way back, step by step, past the wall of the 
house. 

The clock struck the quarter after one, when I laid my hands on the 
window-sill of my own room. I had seen nothing and heard nothing 
which could lead me to suppose that my retreat had been discovered. 

X 

• « • « • 

July 6 th. —Eight o’clock. The sun is shining in a clear sky. I have 
not been near my bed—I have not once closed my weary, wakeful eyes. 
From the same window at which I looked out into the darkness of last 
night, I look out, now, at the bright stillness of the morning. 

I count the hours that have passed since I escaped to the shelter of 
this room, by my own sensations—and those hours seem like weeks. 

How short a time, and yet how long to me —since I sank down in the 
darkness, here, on the floor, drenched to the skin, cramped in every 
limb, cold to the bones, a useless, helpless, panic-stricken creature. 
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I hardly know when I roused myself. I hardly know when I groped 
my way back to the bedroom, and lighted the candle, and searched 
(with a strange ignorance, at first, of where to look for them) for dry 
clothes to warm me. The doing of these things is in my mind, but not 
the time when they were done. 

Can I even remember when the chilled, cramped feeling left me, and 
the throbbing heat came in its place ? 

Surely it was before the sun rose ? Yes ; I heard the clock strike 
three. I remember the time by the sudden brightness and clearness, 
the feverish strain and excitement of all my faculties which came with 
it. I remember my resolution to control myself, to wait patiently 
hour after hour, till the chance offered of removing Laura from tliis 
horrible place, without the danger of immediate discovery and pursuit. 
I remember the persuasion settling itself in my mind that the words 
those two men had said to each other would furnish us, not only with 
our justification for leaving the house, but with our weapons of defence 
against them as well. I recall the impulse that awakened in me to 
preserve those words in writing, exactly as they were spoken, while 
the time was my own, and while my memory vividly retained them. 
All this I remember plainly : there is no confusion in my head yet. 
The coming in here, from the bedroom, with my pen and ink and paper, 
before sunrise—the sitting down at the widely opened window to get 
all the air I could to cool me—the ceaseless writing, faster and faster, 
hotter and hotter, driving on, more and more wakcfuUv, all through the 
dreadful interval before the house was astir again—how clearl)' I recall 
it, from the beginning by candlelight, to the end on the page before this, 
in the sunshine of the new day ! 

Why do I sit here still ? Why do I weary my hot eyes and my 
burning head by writing more ? Why not lie* down and rest myself, 
and try to quench the fever that consumes me, in sleep ? 

I dare not attempt it. A fear beyond all other fears has got possession 
of me. I am afraid of this heat that parches my skin. I am afraid of 
the creeping and throbbing that I feci in my head. If I lie down now, 
how do I know that I may have the sense and the strength to rise 
again ? 

Oh, the rain, the rain—the cruel rain that chilled me last night! 


Nine o’clock. Was it nine struck, or eight ? Nine, surely ? I am 
shivering again—shivering from head to foot, in the summer air. Have 
I been sitting here asleep ? I don’t know what I have been doing. 

Oh, my God ! am I going to be ill ? 

Ill, at such a time as this I 

My head—I am sadly afraid of my head. I can write, but the lines 
all run together. I see tlte words. Laura—I can write Laura, and 
see I write it. Eight or nine—which was it ? 
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So cold, so cold—oh, that rain last night!—and the strokes of the 
clock, the strokes I can’t count, keep striking in my head- 


NOTE 

[At this place the entry in the Diary ceases to be legible. The two 
or three lines which follow, contain fragments of words only, mingled 
with blots and scratches of the pen. The last marks on the paper 
bear some resemblance to the first two letters (L and A) of the name of 
Lady Clyde. 

On die next page of the Diary, another entry appears. It is in a 
man’s handwriting, large, bold, and firmly regular; and the date is 
“ July the 7th.” It contains these lines :] 

[postscript by a sincere friend] 

The illness of our excellent Miss Halcombc has afforded me the 
opportunity of enjoying an unexpeaed intellectual pleasure. 

I refer to the perusal (which I have just completed) of this interesting 
Diary. 

There are many hundred pages here. I can lay my hand on my 
heart, and declare that every page has charmed, refreshed, delighted me. 

To a man of my sentiments, it is unspeakably gratifying to be able to 
say this. 

Admirable woman ! 

I allude to Miss Halcombc. 

Stupendous effort. 

I refer to the Diary. 

Yes ! these pages arc amazing. The tact which I find here, the 
discretion, the rare courage, the wonderful power of memory, the 
accurate observation of character, the easy grace of style, the charming 
outbursts of womanly feeling, have all inexpressibly increased my 
admiration of this sublime creature, of this magnificent Marian. The 
presentation of my own character is masterly in the extreme. I 
certify, with my whole heart, to the fidelity of the portrait. I feel how 
vivid an impression I must have produced to have been painted in such 
strong, such rich, such massive colours as these. I lament afresh the 
cruel necessity which sets our interests at variance, and opposes us to 
each other. Under happier circumstances how worthy I should have 
been of Miss Halcombe—how worthy Miss Halcombe would have 
been of me. 

The sentiments which animate my heart assure me that the lines I 
have just written express a Profound Truth. 

Those sentiments exalt me above all merely personal considerations. 
I bear witness, in the most disinterested manner, to the excellence of 
the stratagem by which this imparallelcd woman surprised the private 
interview between Perdval and myself. Also to the marvellous 
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accuracy of her report of the whole conversation from its beginning to 
its end. 

Those sentiments have induced me to offer to the unimpressionable 
doaor who attends on her, my vast knowledge of chemistry, and my 
luminous experience of the more subtle resources which medical and 
magnetic science have placed at the disposal of mankind. He has 
hitherto declined to avail himself of my assistance. Miserable man ! 

Finally, those sentiments dictate tlic lines—grateful, sympathetic, 
paternal lines—which appear in this place. I close the book. My 
strict sense of propriety restores it (by the hands of my wife) to its 
place on the wnter’s table. Events arc hurrying me away. Circum¬ 
stances are guiding me to serious issues. Vast perspectives of success 
unroU themselves before ray eyes. I accomplish my destiny with a 
cainmess which is terrible to myself. Nothing but the homage of my 
admiration is my own. I deposit it, with respectful tenderness, at the 
feet of Miss Halcombe. 

I breathe my wishes for her recovery. 

I condole with her on the inevitable failure of every plan that she has 
formed for her sister’s benefit. At the same time, I entreat her to 
beheve that the information which I have derived from her Diary will 
m no respect help me to contribute to that failure. It simply confirms 
the plan of conduct which I had previously arranged. I have to thank 

these pages for awakening the finest sensibilities in mv nature—nothing 
more. 

To a person of similar sensibility, this simple assertion will e.xplain 
and excuse everything. 

Mjss Halcombe is a person of s imil ar sensibility. 

In that persuasion I sign myself, Fosco. 


The Story continued by Frederick Fairlie, Esq., of Limmcridge House.* 


(MR. FAIRLIe’S NARR-ATIVE] 

It is the grand misfortune of my life that nobody will let me alone. 

Why—I ask everybody—why worry me? Nobody answers that 
question ; and nobody lets me alone. Relatives, friends, and strangers 
all combmc to annoy me. What have 1 done ? I ask myself, I ask my 
servant, Louis, fifty times a day—what have I done ? Neither of us 
can tell. Most extraor din ary j 

annoywee that has assailed me is the annoyance of being 
called upon to write this Narrative. Is a man in my state of nervous 
wretchedness capable of writing narratives ? When I put this ex- 

I am told that certain very serious events 
relatmg to my mece, have happened within my experience; and that I 
am the fit person to describe them on that account. I am threatened. 
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if I fail to exert myself in the manner required, with consequences which 
I cannot so much as think of, without perfect prostration. There is 
really no need to threaten me. Shattered by my miserable hedth and 
my family troubles, I am incapable of resistance. If you insist, you 
take your unjust advantage of me ; and I give way immediately. I 
will endeavour to remember what I can (under protest), and to write 
what I can (also under protest); and what I can’t remember and can’t 
write, Louis must remember and write for me. He is an ass, and I am 
an invalid ; and we arc likely to make all sorts of mistakes between us. 
How humiliating ! 

I am told to remember dates. Good heavens ! I never did such a 
thing in my life—how am I to begin now ? 

I have asked Louis. He is not quite such an ass as I have hitherto 
supposed. He remembers the date of the event, within a day or two— 
and I remember the name of the person. The date was towards the 
middle of July ; and the name (in my opinion a remarkably vulgar one) 
was Fanny. 

Towards the middle of July, then, I was reclining in my customary 
state, surrounded by the various objects of Art which I have collected 
about me to improve the taste of the barbarous people in my neighbour¬ 
hood. That is to say, I had the photographs of my pictures, and prints, 
and coins, and so fortli, all about me, which I intend, one of these days, 
to present (the photographs, I mean, if the clumsy English language will 
let me mean anything)—to present to the institution at Carlisle (horrid 
place !), with a view to improving the tastes of the Members (Goths and 
Vandals to a man). It might be supposed that a gendeman who was 
in course of conferring a great national benefit on his countrjmcn, was 
the last gendeman in the world to be unfeelingly worried about 
private difficulties and family affairs. Quite a mistake, I assure you, 
in my case. 

However, there I was^ reclining, with my art-treasurw about me, and 
wanting a quiet morning. Because I wanted a quiet morning, of 
course Louis came in^ It was perfeedy natural that I should inquire 
what the deuce he meant by making his appearance, when I had not 
rung my bell. I seldom swear—it is such an tmgendemanlike habit— 
but when Louis answered by a grin, I think it was also perfeedy natural 
that I should damn him for grinning. At any rate, I did. 

This rigorous mode of treatment, I have observed, invariably brings 
persons in the lower class of life to their senses. It brought Louis to 
his senses. He was so obliging as to leave off grinning, and inform me 
that a Young Person was outside, wanting to see me. He added (with 
the odious talkauvcness of servants), that her name was Fanny. 

“ Who is Fanny ? ” 

“ Lady Clyde’s maid, sir.” 

” What does Lady Clyde’s maid want with ma ? ” 

“ A letter, sir-” 

“ Take it.” 
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“ She refuses to give it to anybody but you, sir.” 

“ Who sends the letter ? ’* 

“ Miss Halcombe, sir.” 

The moment I heard Miss Halcombe’s name, I gave up. It is a 
habit of mine ^ways to give up to Miss Halcombe. I find, bv ex¬ 
perience, that it saves noise. I gave up on this occasion. Dear 
Marian ! 

“ Let Lady Clyde’s maid come in, Louis. Stop ! Do her shoes 
creak?” * 

I was obliged to ask the question. Creaking shoes invariably upset 
me for the day. I was resigned to see the Young Person, but I was 
resigned to let the Young Person’s shoes upset me. There is a 
limit even to my endurance. 

Louis affirmed distinctly that her shoes were to be depended upon. 
I waved my hand. He introduced her. Is it necessary to say that 
she e.xprcssed her sense of embarrassment by shutting up her mouth 
and breathing through her nose ? To the student of female human 
nature in the lower orders, surely not. 

Let me do the girl justice. Her shoes did rwi creak. But why do 
Young Persons in service all perspire at the hands ? Why have they 
all got fat noses and hard checks ? And why are their faces so sadly 
unfinished, especially about the comers of the eyelids ? I am not 
strong enough to think deeply myself, on any subject, but I appeal to 
professional men, who are. Why have we no variety in our breed of 
Young Persons ? 

You have a letter for me, from Miss Halcombe ? Put it down on 
the table, please ; and don’t upset anything. How is Miss Halcombe?” 

“ Very well, thank you, sir.” 

“ And Lady Clyde ? ” 

I received no answer. The Young Person’s face became more un¬ 
finished than ever; and I think she began to cry. I certainly saw 
something moist about her eyes. Tears or perspiration ? Louis 
(whom I have just consulted) is inclined to think, tears. He is in her 
class of life ; and he ought to know best. Let us say, tears. 

Except when the refining process of Art judiciously removes from 
them ^ resemblance to Nature, I distinctly object to tears. Tears 
are scientifically described as a Secretion. I can understand that a 
secretion may be healthy or unhealthy, but I cannot see the interest of 
a^ secretion from a sentimental point of view. Perhaps my own secre- 
Uons being all wrong together, I am a little prejudiced on the subject. 
No matter. I behaved, on dins occasion, with all possible propriety 
and feeling. I closed my eyes and said to Louis : 

“ Endeavour to ascertain what she means.” 

Louis endeavoured, and the Young Person endeavoured. They 
succeeded in confusing each other to such an extent that, I am bound 
m wmmon gratitude to say, they really amused me. I think I shall 
send tor them again, when I am in loW spirits. I have just mentioned 
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this idea to Louis. Strange to say, it seems to make him uncomfortable. 
Poor devil! 

Surely, I am not expected to repeat my niece’s maid’s explanation 
of her tears, interpreted in the English of my Swiss valet ? The tl^g 
is manifestly impossible. I can give my own impressions and feelings 
perhaps. Will that do as well ? Please say, Yes. 

My idea is that she began by telling me (through Louis) that her 
master had dismissed her from her mistress’s service. (Observe, 
throughout, the strange irrelevancy of the Young Person. Was it my 
fault that she had lost her place ?) On her dismissal, she had gone to 
the inn to sleep. (/ don’t keep tlie inn—why mention it to me?) 
Beween six o’clock and seven, Miss Halcombc had come to say good- 
by, and had given her nvo letters, one for me, and one for a gentleman 
in London. (/ am not a gentleman in London—hang the gentleman 
in London !) She had carefully put the two letters into her bosom 
(what have I to do with her bosom ?); she had been very unhappy, 
when Miss Halcombc had gone away again ; she had not had the 
heart to put bit or drop bettveen her lips till it was near bedtime ; and 
then, when it was close on nine o’clock, she had thought she should 
like a cup of tea. (Am I responsible for any ofthese vulgar fluctuations, 
which begin with unhappiness and end tvith tea ?) Just as she was 
warming the pot (I give the words on the authority of Louis, who says 
he knows what they mean, and wishes to explain, but 1 snub him on 
principle—just as she was tvarming tltc pot, the door opened, and she 
was struck of a heap (her own words again, and perfectly unintelligible, 
this time, to Louis, as well as to myself) by the appearance, in the inn 
parlour, of her ladyship, the Countess. I give my niece’s maid’s 
description of my sister’s title with a sense of the highest relish, Aiy 
poor dear sister is a tiresome woman who married a foreigner. To 
resume : the door opened \ her ladyship, the Countess, appeared in the 
parlour, and tltc Young Person was struck of a heap. Most remarkable! 

I must really rest a little before I can get on any farther. When I 
have reclined for a few minutes, witlt my eyes closed, when Louis 
has refreshed my poor aching temples with a little eau-de-Cologne, I 
may be able to proceed- 

Her ladyship, the Countess- 

No. I am able to proceed, but not to sit up. I will recline, and 
dictate. Louis has a horrid accent ; but he knows tlie language, and 
can wTite. How very convenient ! 

Her ladyship, the Countess, explained her unexpected appearance at 
the inn by telling Fanny that she had come to bring one or two little 
messages which Miss Halcombe, in her hurry, had forgotten. ^Thc 
Young Person thereupon waited anxiously to hear what the mes^ges 
were; but the Countess seemed disinclined to mention them (so like 
my sister’s tiresome way !), until Fanny had had her tea. Her ladyship 
was surprisingly kind and thoughtful about it (extremely unlike my 
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sister), and said, “ I am sure, my poor girl, you must want your tea. 
We can let the messages wait till afterwards. Come, come, if nothing 
else will put you at your ease, I’ll make the tea, and have a cup with 
you.” I think those were the words, as reported excitably, in my 
presence, by the Young Person. At any rate, the Countess insisted on 
making the tea, and carried her ridiculous ostentation of humiliU' so far 
as to take one cup herself, and to insist on the girl’s taking die other. 
The girl drank the tea j and according to her owti account, solemnised 
the extraordinary occasion, five minutes afterwards, by fainting dead 
away, for the first time in her life. Here again, I use her own words. 
Louis thinks they were accompanied by an increased secretion of tears. 
I can’t say, myself. The effort of listening being quite as much as I 
could manage, my eyes were closed. 

Where did I leave off? Ah, yes—she fainted, after drinking a cup 
of tea with the Countess : a proceeding which might have interested 
me, if I had been her medical man, but, being nothing of die sort, I 
felt bored by hearing of it, nothing more. When she came to herself, 
in half an hour’s time, she was on the sofa, and nobody was with her 
but the landlady. The Countess, finding it too late to remain any 
longer at the inn, had gone aw’ay as soon as the girl showed signs of 
recovering; and the landlady had been good enough to help her up¬ 
stairs to bed. 

Left by herself, she had felt in her bosom (I regret the necessity of 
referring to this part of the subject a second time), and had found the 
two letters there, quite safe, but strangely crumpled. She had been 
giddy in the night; but had got up well enough to travel in the morning. 
She had put the letter addressed to that obtrusive stranger, the gentleman 
in London, into the post; and had now delivered tlie other letter into 
my hands, as she was told. This was the plain truth ; and, though 
she could not blame herself for any intentional neglect, she was badly 
troubled in her mind, and sadly in want of a word of advice. At this 
point, Louis thinks the secretions appeared again. Perhaps they did ; 
but it is of infinitely greater importance to mention that, at this point 
also, I lost my patience, opened my eyes, and interfered. 

“ What is the purport of all this ? ” I inquired. 

My niece’s irrelevant maid stared, and stood speechless. 

“ Endeavour to explain,” I said to my servant. “ Translate me, 
Louis.” 

Louis endeavoured, and translated. In other words, he descended 
immediately into a bottomless pit of confusion; and the Young Person 
followed him down. I really don’t know when I have been so amused. 

I left them at the bottom of the pit, as long as they diverted me. 
When they ceased to divert me, I exerted my intelligence, and pulled 
them up again, 

It is unnecessary to say that my interference enabled me, in due 
course of time, to ascertain the purport of the Young Person’s remarks. 

I discovered that she was uneasy in her min d, because the train of 
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events that she had just described to me, had prevented her from 
receiving these supplementary messages which Miss Halcombc had 
intrusted to the Countess to deliver. She was afraid the messages 
might have been of great imponance to her mistress’s interests. Her 
dread of Sir Percival had deterred her from going to Blackv.*ater Park 
late at night to inquire about them ; and Miss Halcombe’s own direc¬ 
tions to her, on no account to miss the train in the morning, had pre¬ 
vented her from waiting at the inn the next day. She was most anxious 
that the misfortune of her fainting-fit shotild not lead to the second 
misfortune of making her mistress think her neglectful, and she would 
humbly beg to ask me whether I would advise her to write her explana¬ 
tions and excuses to Miss Halcombc, requesting to receive the messages 
by letter, if it was not too late. I make no apologies for this extremely 
prosy paragraph. I have been ordered to write it. There are people, 
unaccountable as it may appear, who actually take more interest in 
what my niece’s maid said to me on this occasion, than in what 1 said 
to my ncice’s maid. Amusing perversity ! 

“ I should feel very much obliged to you, sir, if you would kindly tell 
me what I had better do,” remarked the Young Person. 

“ Let things stop as they are,” I said, adapting my language to my 
listener. “ I invariably let things stop as they are. Yes. Is that all ? ” 

“ If you think it would be a liberty in me, sir, to write, of course I 
wouldn’t venture to do so. But I am so very anxious to do all I can 
to serve my mistress faithfully-” 

People in the lower class of life never know when or how to go out of 
a room. They invariably require to be helped out by their betters. I 
thought it high time to help the Young Person out. I did it with two 
judicious words— 

“ Good morning.” 

Something outside or inside this singular girl, suddenly creaked. 
Louis, who was looking at her (which I was not) says she creaked 
when she curtseyed. Curious. Was it her shoes, her stays, or her 
bones ? Louis thinks it was her stays. Most extraordinary ! 

As soon as I was left by myself, I had a little nap—I really wanted 
it. When I awoke again, I noticed dear Marian’s letter. If I had had 
the least idea of what it contained, I should certainly not have attempted 
to open it. Being, unfortunately for myself, quite innocent of all 
suspicion, I read the letter. It immediately upset me for the day. 

I am, by nature, one of the most easy-tempered creatures that ever 
lived—I make allowances for everybody, and I take oftence at nothing. 
But, as I have before remarked, there are limits to my endurance. I 
laid down Marian’s letter, and felt myself—justly felt myself—an 
injured man. 

I am about to make a remark. It is, of course, applicable to the 
very serious matter now under notice—or I should not allow it to 
appear in this place. 
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Nothing, in my opinion, sets the odious selfishness of mankind in 
such a repulsively vivid light, as the treatment, in all clases of society, 
which the Single people receive at the hands of the Married people. 
When you have once shown yourself too considerate and self-denying 
to add a family of your own to an already overcrowded population, you 
are vindictively marked out, by your married friends, who have no 
similar consideration and no similar self-denial, as the recipient of half 
their conjugal troubles, and the born friend of all their children. 
Husbands and wives talk of the cares of matrimony ; and bachelors 
and spinsters bear them. Take my own case. I considerately remain 
single; and my poor dear brother, Philip, inconsiderately marries. 
What does he do when he dies ? He leaves his daughter to ttie. She is 
a sweet girl. She is also a dreadful responsibility. Why lay her on 
my shoulders ? Because I am bound, in the harmless character of a 
single man, to relieve my married connexions of all their own troubles. 
I do my best with my brother’s responsibility; I marry my niece, with 
infinite fuss and difficulty, to the man her father wanted her to marry. 
She and her husband disagree, and unpleasant consequences follow. 
What does she do with those consequences ? She transfers them to nie. 
Why transfer them 10 me? Because I am bound, in the harmless 
character of a single man, to relieve my married connexions of all their 
own troubles. Poor single people ! Poor human nature ! 

It is quite unnecessary to say that Marian’s letter threatened me. 
Everybody threatens me. All sorts of horrors were to fall on my 
devoted head, if I hesiuted to mm Limmcridgc House into an asylum 
for my neice and his misfortimcs. I did hesitate, nevertheless. 

I have mentioned that my usual course, hitherto, had been to submit 
to dear Marian, and save noise. But, on this occasion, the consequences 
involved in her extremely inconsiderate proposal, were of a namre to 
make me pause. If I opened Limmeridge House as an asylum to 
Lady Clyde, what security had I against Sir Percival Clyde’s following 
her here, in a state of violent resentment against me for harbouring his 
wife ? I saw such a perfea labyrinth of troubles involved in this pro¬ 
ceeding, that I determined to feel my ground, as it were. I wrote, 
therefore, to dear Marian, to beg (as she had no husband to lay claim 
to her) that she would come here by herself, first, and talk the matter 
over with me. If she could answer my objections to my own perfect 
satisfaction, then I assured her that I would receive our sweet Laura 
with the greatest pleasure—but not otherwise. 

I felt of course, at the time, that this temporising, on my part, would 
probably end in bringing Marian here in a state of virmous indignation, 
banging doors. But then, the other course of proceeding might end 
in bringing Sir Percival here in a state of virmous indignation, banging 
doors also; and, of the two indignations and bangings, I preferred 
Marian’s—because I was used to her. Accordingly, I despatched the 
letter by return of post. It gained me time, at ^ events—and, oh 
dear me ! what a point that was to begin with. 
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When I am totally prostrated (did I mention that I was totally 
prostrated by Marian’s letter ?), it always takes me three days to get 
up again. I was very unreasonable—I expected three days of quiet. 
Of course I didn’t get them. 

The third day’s post brought me a most impertinent letter from a 
pci son with whom I was totally unacquainted. He described himself 
asAhe acting partner of our man of business—our dear, pig-headed old 
GUmorc—and he informed me that he had lately received, by the post, 
a letter addressed to him in Miss Halcombe’s handwriting. On 
opening the envelope, he had discovered, to his astonishment, that it 
contained nothing but a blank sheet of notepaper. This circumstance 
appeared to him so suspicious (as suggesting to his restless legal mind 
that the letter had been tampered \vith) that he had at once written to 
Miss Halcombc, and had received no answer by return of post. In this 
difliculty, instead of acting like a sensible man and letting things take 
their proper course, his next absurd proceeding, on his own showing, 
was to pester me, by writing to inquire if 1 knew anything about it. 
What the deuce should I know about it ? Why alarm me as well as 
himself? I wrote back to that effect. It was one of my keenest letters. 
I have produced nothing with a sharper epistolary edge to it, since I 
tendered his dismissal in writing to that extremely troublesome person, 
Mr. Walter Hartright. 

My letter produced its effect. I heard nothing more from the law>'er. 

This perhaps was not altogether surprising. But it was certainly a 
remarkable circumstance that no second letter reached me from Marian, 
and that no warning signs appeared of her arrival. Her unexpected 
absence did me amazing good. It was so very soothing and pleasant to 
infer (as I did of course) that my married connexions had made it up 
again. Five days of undisturbed tranquillity, of delicious single 
blessedness, quite restored me. On the sixth day (the 15th or i6th of 
July, as I imagine), I felt strong enough to send for my photographer, 
and to set him at work again on the presentation copies of my art 
treasures, with a view, as I have already mentioned, to the improvement 
of taste in this barbarous neigbbourho^. I had just dismissed him to 
his workshop, and had just begun coquetting with my coins, when 
Louis suddenly made his appearance with a card in his hand. 

“ Another Young Person ? ” I said. " I won’t see her. In my state 
of health Young Persons disagree witli me. Not at home.” 

“ It is a gentleman this time, sir.” 

A gentleman of course made a difference. I looked at the card. 

Gracious Heaven 1 my tiresome sister’s foreign husband. Count 
Fosco. 

Is it necessary to say what my first impression was when I looked at 
my visitor’s card ? Surely not ? My sister having married a foreigner, 
there was but one impression that any man in his senses could possibly 
feel. Of course the Coimt had come to borrow money of me. 
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“ Louis,” I said, “ do you think he would go away if you gave him 
five shillings ? ” 

Louis looked quite shocked. He surprised me inexpressibly, by 
declaring that my sister’s foreign husband was dressed superbly, and 
looked the picture of prosperity. Under these circumstances, my first 
impression altered to a certain extent. I now took it for granted, that 
the Count had matrimonial difficulties of his own to contend with, and 
that he had come, like the rest of the family, to cast them all on my 
shoulders. 

“ Did he mention his business ? ” I asked. 

“ Count Fosco said he had come here, sir, because Miss Halcombe 
was unable to leave Blackwater Park.” 

Fresh troubles, apparently. Not exactly his o\\ti, as I had supposed, 
but dear Marian’s. Troubles, answay. Oh dear ! 

“ Show him in,” I said, resignedly. 

The Count’s first appearance really startled me. He was such an 
alarmingly large person, that I quite trembled. I fell certain that he 
would shake the floor, and knock dovm my art-treasures. He did 
neither the one nor the otlier. He was refreshingly dressed in summer 
costume ; his manner was delightfully self-possessed and quiet—he had 
a charming smile. My first impression of him was highly favourable. 
It is not creditable to my penetration—as the sequel will show—to 
acknowledge this ; but I am a naturally candid man, and I do acknow¬ 
ledge it, notwitlistanding. 

“ Allow' me to present myself, Mr. Fairlie,” he said. “ I come from 
Blackwater Park and I have the honour and the happiness of being 
Madame Fosco’s husband. Let me take my first, and last, advantage 
of that circumstance, by entreating you not to make a stranger of me. I 
beg you will not disturb yourself—I beg you will not move.” 

“ You are very good,” I replied. I wish I was strong enough to 
get up. Charmed to see you at Limmeridge. Please take a chair.” 

** I am afraid you arc suffering to-day,” said the Count. 

“ As usual,” I said. “ I am nothing but a bundle of nerves dressed 
up to look like a man.” 

“I have studied many subjects in my time,” remarked this sympathetic 
person. " Among others the inexhaustible subject of nerves. May I 
make a suggestion, at once the simplest and the most profound ? Will 
you let me alter the light in your room ? ” 

“ Certainly—if you will be so very kind as not to let any of it in 
on me.” 

He walked to the window. Such a contrast to dear Marian 1 so 
extremely considerate in all his movements ! 

“ Light,” he said, in that delightfully confidential tone which is so 
sooting to an invalid, ” is the first essential. Light stimulates, 
nourishes, preserves. You can no more do without it, Mr. Fairlie, 
than if you were a flower. Observe. Here, where you sit, I close the 
shutters, to compose you. There, where you do not sit, I draw up the 
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blind, and let in the invigorating sun. Admit the light into your room, 
if you cannot bear it on yourself. Light, sir, is the grand decree of 
Providence. You accept Providence with your own restrictions. 
Accept light—on the same terms.” 

I thought this very convincing and attentive. He had taken me in— 
up to that point about the light, he had certainly taken me in. 

“ You see me confused,” he said, returning to his place—“ on my 
word of honour, Mr. Fairlie, you see me confused in your presence.” 

“ Shocked to hear it, I am sure. May I inquire why ? ” 

“ Sir, can I enter this room (where you sit a sufferer), and see you 
surrounded by these admirable objects of Art, without discovering that 
you arc a man whose feelings are acutely impressionable, whose 55011- 
pathies arc perpetually alive ? Tell me, can I do this ? ” 

If I had been strong enough to sit up in my chair, I should of course, 
have bowed. Not being strong enough, I smiled my acknowledgments 
instead. It did just as well, we both understood one another. 

“ Pray follow my train of thought,” continued the Count. “ I sit 
here, a man of refined sympathies myself, in the presence of another 
man of refined sympathies also. I am conscious of a terrible necessity 
for lacerating those sympathies by referring to domestic events of a 
very melancholy kind. What is the inevitable consequence ? I have 
done myself the honour of pointing it out to you, already. I sit 
confused.” 

Was it at this point that I began to suspect he was going to bore me ? 
I rather think it was. 

“ Is it absolutely necessary to refer to these unpleasant matters?” 
I inquired. " In our homely English phrase. Count Fosco, won’t they 
keep ? ” 

The Count, with the most alarming solemnity, sighed and shook his 
head. 

“ Must I really hear them ? ” 

He shrugged his shoulders (it was the first foreign thing he had done 
since he had been in the room); and looked at me in an unpleasantly 
penetrating manner. My instincts told me that I had better close my 
eyes. 1 obeyed my instincts. 

” Please break it gently,” I pleaded. ” Anybody dead ? ” 

“ Dead ! ” cried the Coimt, with unnecessary foreign fierceness. 
“ Mr. Fairlie ! your national composure terrifies me. In the name of 
Heaven, what have I said, or done, to make you think me the messenger 
of death?” 

‘‘ Pray accept my apologies,” I answered. “ You have said and 
done nothing. I make it a rule, in these distressing cases, always to 
anticipate the worst. It breaks the blow, by meeting it h^way, and 
so on. Inexpressibly relieved, I am sure, to hear that nobody is dead. 
Anybody ill ? ” 

I opened my eyes and looked at him. Was he very yellow, when 
he came in ? or had he turned very yellow, in the last minute or two ? 
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I really can’t say; and I can’t ask Louis> because he was not in the 
room at the time. 

“ Anybody ill ? ” I repealed ; observing that my national composure 
still appeared to affect him. 

“ That is part of my bad news, Mr. Fairlie. Yes. Somebody is 
ill.” 

“ Grieved, I am sure. Which of them is it ? ” 

“ To my profound sorrow, Miss Halcombe. Perhaps you were in 
some degree prepared to hear this ? Perhaps, when you found that 
Miss H^combe did not come here by herself, as you proposed, and 
did not write a second time, your affectionate anxiety may have made 
you fear that she was ill ? ” 

I have no doubt my affectionate anxiety had led to that melancholy 
apprehension, at some time or other ; but, at the moment, my wretched 
memory entirely failed to remind me of the circumstance. However, 
I said Yes, in justice to myself. I was much shocked. It was so very 
uncharacteristic of such a robust person as dear Marian to be ill, that I 
could only suppose she had met with an accident. A horse, or a false 
step on the stairs, or something of that sort. 

“ Is it serious ? ” I asked. 

“ Serious—beyond a doubt,” he replied. ** Dangerous—I hope and 
trust not. Miss Halcombe unhappily exposed herself to be wetted 
through by a heavy rain. The cold that followed was of an aggravated 
kind ; and it has now brought with it the worst consequence—Fever.” 

When I heard the word, Fever, and when 1 remembered, at the same 
moment, that the unscrupulous person who was now addressing me 
had just come from Blackwater Park, I thought I should have fainted 
on the spot. 

“ Good God ! ” 1 said. “ Is it infectious ? ” 

“ Not at present,” he answered, with detestable composure. “ It 
may turn to infection—but no such deplorable complication had taken 
place when I left Blackwater Park. I have felt the deepest interest in 
the case, Mr. Fairlie—I have endeavoured to assist the regular medical 
attendant in watching it—accept my personal assurances of the unin- 
fectious nature of the fever, when I last saw it.” 

Accept his assurances ! I never was farther from accepting any¬ 
thing in my life. I would not have believed him on his oath. He 
was too yellow to be believed. He looked like a walking-Wcst-Indian- 
epidemic. He was big enough to carry typhus by the ton, and to dye 
the very carpet he walked on with scarlet fever. In certain emer¬ 
gencies, my mind is remarkably soon made up. I instantly determined 
to get rid of him. 

“ You will kindly excuse an invalid,” I said—“ but long conferences 
of any kind invariably upset me. May I beg to know exactly what the 
object is to which I am indebted for the honour of your visit ? ” 

I fervently hoped that this remarkably broad hint would throw him 
off his balance—confuse him—reduce him to polite apologies—in 
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short, get him out of the room. On the contrar>’, it only settled him 
in lus chair. He became additionally solemn and dignified and con¬ 
fidential. He held up m’O of his horrid fingers, and gave me another 
of his unpleasantly penetrating looks. ^XTiat was I to do ? I was not 
strong enough to quarrel with him. Conceive my situation, if you 
please. Is language adequate to describe it ? I think not. 

“ The objects of my visits,” he went on, quite irrepressibly, “ arc 
numbered on my fingers. They are two. First, I come to bear my 
testimony, with profound sorrow, to the lamentable disagreements 
between Sir Pcrcival and Lady Glyde. I am Sir Perdval’s oldest 
friend ; I am related to Lady Clyde by marriage; I am an eye¬ 
witness of all that has happened at Blackwater Park. In those three 
capacities I speak with authority, with confidence, with honourable 
regret. Sir, I inform you, as the head of Lady Clyde’s family, that 
Miss Halcombc has exaggerated nothing in the lener which she wrote 
to your address. I affirm that the remedy which that admirable lady 
has proposed, is the only remedy that will spare you the horrors of 
public scandal. A temporary separation between husband and wife is 
the one peaceable solution of this difficulty. Part them for the present; 
and when all causes of irritation are removed, I, who have now the 
honour of addressing you—I will undertake to bring Sir Pcrcival to 
reason. Lady Clyde is irmocent, Lady Glyde is uninjured; but— 
follow my thought here !—she is, on that very account (I say it with 
shame), ffic cause of irritation while she remains under her husband’s 
roof. No other house can receive her with propriety, but yours. I 
invite you to open it! ” 

Cool. Here was a matrimonial hailstorm pouring in the South of 
England; and I was invited, by a man with fever in every fold of his 
coat, to come out from the North of England, and take my share of the 
pelting. I tried to put the point forcibly, just as I have put it here. 
The Count deliberately lowered one of his horrid fingers; kept the 
otlicr up ; and went on—rode over me, as it were, without even the 
common coachmanlike attention of crying “ Hi! ” before he knocked 
me down. 

“ Follow my thought once more, if you please,” he resumed. ** My 
first object you have heard. My second object in coming to this house 
is to do what Miss Halcombe’s illness has prevented her from doing 
for herself. My large experience is consulted on all difficult matters 
at Blackwater Park; and my friendly advice was requested on the 
interesting subject of your letter to Miss Halcombe. I understand at 
once—for my sympathies arc your sympathies—why you wished to 
see her here, before you pledged yourself to inviting Lady Clyde. 
You are most right, sir, in hesitating to receive the wife, until you are 
quite certain that the husband will not exert his authority to reclaim 
her. I agree to that. I also agree that such delicate explanations as 
this difficulty involves, arc not explanations which ran be properly 
disposed of by writing only. My presence here (to my own great in- 
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convenience) is the proof that I speak sincerely. As for the explana¬ 
tions themselves, I—Fosco—I who know Sir Percival much better 
than Miss Halcombe knows him, affirm to you, on my honour and my 
word, that he will not come near this house, or attempt to communicate 
with this house, while his wife is living in it. His affairs are em¬ 
barrassed. Offer him his freedom, by means of the absence of Lady 
Clyde. I promise you he will take his freedom, and go back to the 
Continent, at the earliest moment when he can get away. Is this 
clear to you as crystal ? Yes, it is. Have you questions to address to 
me. Be it so; I am here to answer. Ask, Mr. Fairlie—oblige me by 
asking, to your heart’s content.” 

He had said so much already in spite of me ; and he looked so dread¬ 
fully capable of saying a great deal more, also in spite of me, that I 
declined his amiable invitation, in pure self-defence. 

“Many thanks,” I replied. “ I am sinking fast. In my 
state of health, I must take things for granted. Allow me to 
do so on this occasion. We quite understand each other. Yes. 
Much obliged, I am sure, for your kind interference. If I ever 
get better, and ever have a second opportunity of improving our 
acquaintance-” 

He got up. I thought he w-as going. No. More talk ; more time 
for the development of infectious influences—in my room, too ; 
remember that, in my room ! 

“ One moment yet,” he said ; “ one moment, before I take my leave. 
I ask permission, at parting, to impress on you an urgent necessity. It 
is this, sir ! You must not think of waiting till Miss Halcombe recovers, 
before you receive Lady Clyde. Miss hlalcombe has the attendance 
of the doctor, of the housekeeper at Blackwater Park, and of an ex¬ 
perienced nurse as well—three persons for whose capacity and devotion 
I answer with my life. I tell you, that. I tell you, also, that the 
anxiety and alarm of her sister’s illness has already affected the health 
and spirits of Lady Clyde, and has made her totally unfit to be of use 
in the sick-room. Her position with her husband grows more and 
more deplorable and dangerous, every day. If you leave her any 
longer at Blackwater Park, you do nothing whatever to hasten her 
sister’s recovery, and, at the same time, you risk the public scandal, 
which you, and I, and all of us, are bound, in the sacred interests of the 
Family, to avoid. With all my soul, I advise you to remove the serious 
responsibility of delay from your own shoulders, by writing to Lady 
Clyde, to come here at once. Do your affectionate, your honourable, 
your inevitable duty; and, whatever happens in the future, no one 
can lay the blame on you. I speak from my large experience ; I offer 
my fnendly advice. Is it accepted—Yes, or No ? ” 

I looked at him—merely looked at him —^with my sense of his 
amazing assurance, and my dawning resolution to ring for Louis, and 
have him shown out of the room, expressed in every line of my face. 
It is perfectly incredible, but quite true, that my face did not appear 
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to produce the slightest impression on him. Bom without nerves— 
evidently, bom without nerves ! 

“You hesitate?” he said. “Mr. Fairlie! I understand that 
hesitation. You object—see, sir, how my sympathies look straight 
down into your thoughts !—you object that Lady Clyde is not in health 
and not in spirits to take the long journey, from Hampshire to this place, 
by herself. Her own maid is removed from her, as you know; and, 
of other serv'ants fit to travel with her, from one end of England to 
another, there are none at Blackwater Park. You object, again, that 
she cannot comfortably stop and rest in London, on her way here, 
because she cannot comfortably go alone to a public hotel where she is 
a total stranger. In one breath, I grant both objections—in another 
breath, I remove them. Follow’ me, if you please, for the last time. It 
W'as my intention, when I returned to England with Sir Percival, to 
settle myself in the neighbourhood of London. That purpose has just 
been happily accomplished. I have taken, for six months, a little 
furnished house, in the quarter called St. John’s Wood. Be so obliging 
as to keep this fact in your mind ; and observe the programme I now 
propose. Lady Clyde travels to London (a short journey)—I myself 
meet her at the station—I take her to rest and sleep at my house, which 
is also the house of her aunt—when she is restored, 1 escort her to the 
station again—she travels to this place, and her own maid (who is now 
under your roof) receives her at the carriage-door. Here is comfort 
consulted ; here are the interests of propriety consulted ; here is your 
own duty—duty of hospitality, sympathy, protection, to an unhappy 
lady in need of all tlucc—smoothed and made easy, from the beginning 
to the end. I cordially invite you, sir, to second my efforts in the sacred 
interests of the Family. I seriously advise you to write, by my hands, 
offering the hospitality of 3’our house (and heart), and the hospitality 
of my house (and heart), to that injured and imfortunate lady whose 
cause I plead to-day.” 

He waved his horrid hand at me j he struck his infectious breast; 
he addressed me oratorcally—as if I w'as laid up in the House of 
Commons. It w'as high time to take a desperate course of some sort. 
It was also high time to send for Louis, and adopt the precaution of 
fumigating the room. 

In this trying emergency, an idea occurred to me—an inestimable 
idea which, so to spe^, killed two intrusive birds with one stone. I 
determined to get rid of the Count’s tiresome eloquence, and of Lady 
Clyde’s tiresome troubles, by complying with this odious foreigner’s 
request, and writing the letter at once. There was not the least danger 
of the invitation being accepted, for there was not the least chance that 
Laura would consent to leave Blackwater Park, while Marian was lying 
there ill. How this charmingly convenient obstade could have escaped 
the offidous penetration of the Coimt, it was impossible to conceive— 
but it had escaped him. My dread that he might yet discover it, if I 
allowed him any more time to think, stimulated me to such an amazing 
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degree, that I struggled into a sitting position ; seized, really seized, 
the writing materials by my side ; and produced the letter as rapidly as 
if I had been a common clerk in an ofiBcc. “ Dearest Laura, Please 
come, whenever you like. Break the journey by sleeping in London at 
your aunt’s bouse. Grieved to hear of dear Marian’s illness. Ever 
affectionately yours.” I handed these lines, at arm’s length, to the 
Count—I sank back in my chair—I said, “ Excuse me; lam entirely 
prostrated ; I can do no more. Will you rest and lunch downstairs ? 
Love to all, and sympathy, and so on. Good morning.” 

He made another speech—the man w’as absolutely inexhaustible. I 
closed my eyes; I endeavoured to hear as little as possible. In spite 
of my endeavours, I was obliged to hear a great deal. My sister’s 
endless husband congratulated himself and congratulated me, on the 
result of our interview’; he mentioned a great deal more about his 
sympathies and mine; he deplored my miserable health ; he offered 
to write me a prescription ; he impressed on me the necessity of not 
forgetting what he had said about the importance of light; he accepted 
my obliging invitation to rest and lunch ; he recommended me to expect 
Lady Clyde in ttvo or three days’ time j he begged my permission to 
look forward to our next meeting, instead of paining himself and 
paining me, by saying farewell; he added a great deal more, which, I 
rejoice to think, I did not anend to at the time, and do not remember 
now. I heard his sympathetic voice travelling away from me by 
degrees—but, large as he was, I never heard him. He had the negative 
merit of being absolutely noiseless. I don’t know when he opened 
the door, or when he shut it. I ventured to make use of my eyes 
again, after an interval of silence—and he W’as gone. 

I rang for Louis, and retired to my bath-room. Tepid water, 
strengthened with aromatic vinegar, for myself, and copious fumigation 
for my study, were the obvious precautions to take ; and of course I 
adopted them. I rejoice to say, they proved successful. I enjoyed 
my customai7 siesta. I awoke moist and cool. 

My first inquiries were for the Count. Had we really got rid of 
him ? Yes—he had gone away by the afternoon train. Had he 
lunched ; and, if so, upon what ? Entirely upon fruit-tart and cream. 
What a man ! What a digestion ! 

Am I expected to say anything more ? I believe not. I believe I 
have reach^ the limits assigned to me. The shocking circumstances 
which happened at a later period, did not, I am thankful to say, happen 
in my presence. I do beg and entreat that nobody will be so very un- 
fi^ling as to lay any part of the blame of those circumstances on me. I 
did everything for the best. I am not answerable for a deplorable 
calamity, which it was quite impossible to foresee. I am shattered by 
it; I have suffered under it, as nobody else has suffered. My servant, 
Louis (who is really attached to me, in his unin telligent way), thinks I 
shall never get over it. He sees me dictating at this moment, with my 
handkerchief to my eyes. I wish to mention, in justice to myself. 
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that it was not my fault, and that I am quite cithaustcd and heartbroken. 
Need I sav more ? 

The Story continued by Eliza Michclson, Housekeeper at 

Blackwater Park 

I 

I AM asked to state plainly what I know of the progress of Miss Hal- 
combe’s illness, and of the circumstances under which Lady Clyde 
left Blackwater Park for London. 

The reason given for making this demand on me is, that my testimony 
is wanted in the interests of truth. As the widow of a clergyman of 
the Church of England (reduced by misfortune to the necessity of 
accepting a situation), I have been taught to place the claims of truth 
above all other considerations. I therefore comply with a request 
which I might otheiAvisc, through reluctance to connect myself with 
distressing family affairs, have hesitated to grant. 

I made no memorandum at the time, and I cannot therefore be sure 
to a day, of the date ; but I believe I am correct in stating that Miss 
Halcombe’s serious illness began during the last fortnight or ten days 
in July. The breakfast hour was late at Blackwater Park—something 
as late as ten, never earlier than half-past nine. On the morning to which 
I am now referring, Miss Halcombe (who was usually the first to come 
down) did not make her appearance at the table. After the family 
had waited a quarter of an hour, the upper housemaid was sent to see 
after her, and came rurming out of the room dreadfully frightened. I 
met the scr\'ant on the stairs, and went at once to Miss Halcombe to 
sec w’hat was the matter. The poor lady was incapable of telling me. 
She was walking about her room with a pen in her hand, quite light¬ 
headed, in a state of burning fever. 

Lady Clyde (being no longer in Sir PercivaPs service, I may, without 
impropriety, mention my former mistress by her name, instead of 
calling her My Lady) was the first to come in, from her own bedroom. 
She was so dreadfully alarmed and distressed, that she was quite useless. 
The Count Fosco, and his lady, who came up-stairs imme^ately after¬ 
wards, were both most scr\'iceable and kind. Her ladyship assisted me 
to get Miss Halcombe to her bed. His lordship the Count, remained 
in the sitting-room, and, having sent for my medicine-chest, made a 
mixture for Miss Halcombe, and a cooling lotion to be applied to her 
head, so as to lose no time before the doctor came. We applied the 
lotion; but we could not get her to take the mixture. Sir Percival 
undertook to send for the doctor. He despatched a groom, on horse¬ 
back, for the nearest medical man, Mr. Dawson, of Oak Lodge. 

Mr. Dawson arrived in less than an hour’s time. He was a respect¬ 
able elderly man, well known, all round the country; and we were 
much alarmed when we found that he considered the case to be a very 
serious one. 
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His lordship the Count, affably entered into conversation with Mr. 
Dawson, and gave his opinions with a judicious freedom. Mr. Dawson, 
not over courteously, inquired if his lordship’s advice was the advice of 
a doctor ; and being informed that it was the advice of one who had 
studied medicine, unprofessionally, replied that he was not accustomed 
to consult with amateur-physicians. The Count, with truly Christian 
meekness of temper, smiled, and left the room. Before he went out, 
he told me that he might be found, in case he was wanted in the course 
of the day, at the boat-house on the banks of the lake. Why he should 
have gone there, I cannot say. But he did go ; remaining away the 
whole day till seven o’clock, which was dinner-time. Perhaps, he 
wished to set the example of keeping the house as quiet as possible. It 
was entirely in his character to do so. He was a most considerate 
nobleman. 

Miss Halcombe passed a very bad night; the fever coming and 
going, and getting worse towards tlie morning, instead of better. No 
nurse fit to wait on her being at hand in the neighbourhood, her lady¬ 
ship the Countess, and myself, undertook the duty, relieving each other. 
Lady Clyde, most unwisely, insisted on sitting up with us. She was 
much too nervous and too delicate in healtii to bear the anxiety of Miss 
Halcombe’s illness calmly. She only did herself harm, witliout being 
of the least real assistance. A more gentle and affectionate lady never 
lived ; but she cried, and she was frightened—two weaknesses which 
made her entirely unfit to be present in a sick-room. 

Sir Percival and the Count came in the morning to make their 
inquiries. 

Sir Percival (from distress, I presume, at his lady’s affliction, and at 
Miss Halcombc’s illness) appeared much confused and unsettled in 
his mind. His lordship testified, on the contrary, a becoming com¬ 
posure and interest. He had his straw hat in one hand, and his book 
in the other ; and he mentioned to Sir Percival, in my hearing, that he 
would go out again, and study at the lake. “ Let us keep the house 
quiet,” he said. “ Let us not smoke in-doors, my friend, now Miss 
Halcombe is ill. You go your way, and I will go mine. When I 
study, I like to be alone. Good morning, Mrs. Michclson.” 

Sir Percival was not civil enough—perhaps, I ought, in justice to 
say, not composed enough—to take leave of me with the same polite 
attention. The only person in the house, indeed, who treated me, at 
that time or at any other, on the footing of a lady in distressed circum¬ 
stances was the Count. He had the manners of a true nobleman ; he 
was considerate towards every one. Even the young person (Fanny 
by name) who attended on Lady Clyde, was not beneath his notice. 
When she was sent away by Sir Percival, his lordship (showing me his 
sweet little birds at the time) was most kindly anxious to know what 
had become of her, where she was to go the day she left Blackwater 
Park, and so on. It is in such little delicate attentions that the ad¬ 
vantages of aristocratic birth always show themselves. I make no 
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apology for introducing these particulars; they arc brought forward 
in justice to his lordship, whose character, I have reason to know, is 
viewed rather harshly in certain quarters. A nobleman who can respect 
a lady in distressed circumstances, and can take a failierly interest in 
the fortunes of an humble servant girl, shows principles and feelings 
of too high an order to be lightly called in question. I advance no 
opinions—I offer facts only. My endeavour through life is to judge not, 
that I be not judged. One of my beloved husband’s finest sermons 
was on that text. I read it constantly—in my own copy of the edition 
printed by subscription, in the first days of my widowhood—and, at 
every fresh perus^, I derive an increase of spiritual benefit and 
edification. 

There was no improvement in Miss Halcombc; and the second 
night was even worse than tlie first. Mr. Dawson was constant in his 
attendance. The practical duties of nursing were still divided between 
the Countess and myself; Lady Clyde persisting in sitting up with us, 
though we botli entreated her to take some rest. “ My place is by 
Marian’s bedside,” was her only answer. “ Whether I am ill, or well, 
nothing will induce me to lose sight of her.” 

Towards mid-day, I went down-stairs to attend to some of my 
regular duties. An hour afterwards, on my way back to the sick¬ 
room, I saw the Count (who had gone out again early, for the third 
time), entering tlic hall, to all appearance in the highest good spirits. 
Sir Pcrcival, at the same moment, put his head out of the library-door, 
and addressed his noble friend, with extreme eagerness, in these 
words— 

“ Have you found her ? ” 

His lordship’s large face became dimpled all over with placid smiles y 
but he made no reply in words. At the same time. Sir Percival turned 
his head, observed that I was approaching the stairs, and looked at me 
in the most rudely angry manner possible. 

‘‘ Come in here and tell about me it,” he said, to the Count. “ When¬ 
ever there are women in a house, they’re always sure to be going up 
or down stairs.” 

“ My dear Percival,” observed his lordship, kindly, ” Mrs. Michelson 
has duties. Pray recognise her admirable performance of them as 
sincerely as I do ! How is the sufferer, Mrs. Michelson ? ” 

” No better, my lord, I regret to say.” 

” Sad—most sad ! ” remarked the Count. “ You look fatigued, 
Mrs. Michelson. It is certainly time you and my wife had some help 
in nursing. I think I may be the means of offering you that help. 
Circumstances have happened which will oblige Madame Fosco to 
travel to London, either to-morrow or the day after. She will go 
away in the morning, and return at night; and she will bring back 
with her, to relieve you, a nurse of excellent conduct and capacity, 
who is now disengag^ The woman is known to my wife as a person 
to be trusted. Before she comes here, say nothing about her, if you 
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please, lo the doctor, because he will look with an evil eye on any nurse 
of my providing. When she appears in this house, she will speak for 
herself; and Mr. Dawson will be obliged to acknowledge that there is 
no excuse for not employing her. Lady Glyde will say the same. 
Pray present my best respects and sympathies to Lady Glyde.” 

I expressed my grateful acknowledgments for his lordship’s kind 
consideration. Sir Percival cut them short by calling to his noble 
friend (using, I regret to say, a profane expression) to come into the 
library, and not to keep him waiting there any longer. 

I proceeded up-stairs. We are poor erring creatures ; and how¬ 
ever well established a woman’s principles may be, she cannot always 
keep on her guard against the temptation to exercise an idle curiosity. 
I am ashamed to say that an idle curiosity, on this occasion, got the 
better of my principles, and made me unduly inquisitive about the 
question which Sir Percival had addressed to his noble friend, at the 
library door. Who was the Count expected to find, in the course of 
his studious morning rambles at Blackwater Park ? A woman, it was 
to be presumed, from the terms of Sir Percival’s inquiry'. I did not 
suspect the Count of any impropriety—I knew his moral character 
too well. The only question I asked myself was—Had he found 
her ? 

To resume. The night passed as usual, without producing any 
change for the better in Miss Halcombc. The next day, she seemed to 
improve a little. The day after that, her ladyship the Countess, 
without mentioning the object of her journey to any one in my hearing, 
proceeded by the morning train to London ; her noble husband, with 
his customary attention, accompanying her to the station. 

I was now left in sole charge of Aliss Halcombe, with every apparent 
chance, in consequence of her sister’s resolution not to leave the bed¬ 
side, of having Lady Glyde herself to nurse next. 

The only circumstance of any importance that happened in the course 
of the day, was the occurrence of another unpleasant meeting between 
the doaor and the Count. 

His lordship, on returning from the station, stepped up into Miss 
Halcombe’s sitting-room to make his inquiries. I went out from the 
b^room to speak to him; Dr. Dawson and Lady Glyde being both 
with the patient at the time. The Count asked me many questions 
about the treatment and the symptoms. I informed him that the 
treatment was of the kind described as “ s alin e; ” and that the symp¬ 
toms between the attacks of fever, were certai^y those of increasing 
weakness and exhaustion. Just as I was mentioning these last par¬ 
ticulars, Mr. Dawson came out from the bedroom. 

Good morning, sir,” said his lordship, stepping forward in the 
most urbme maMer, and stopping the doctor, with a high-bred 
resolution impossible to resist, “ I greatly fear you find no improvement 
in the symptoms to-day ? ” 

“ I find decided improvement,” answered Mr. Dawson. 
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“ You still persist in your lowering treatment of this case of fever ? ” 
continued his lordship. 

“ I persist in the treatment which is justified by my own professional 
experience,” said Mr. Dawson. 

“ Permit me to put one question to you on the vast subject of pro¬ 
fessional experience,” observed the Count. “ I presume to offer no 
more advice—I only presume to make an inquiry. You live at some 
distance, sir, from the gigantic centres of scientific activity—London 
and Paris. Have you ever heard of the wasting effects of fever being 
reasonably and intelligibly repaired by fortifying the exhausted patient 
with brandy, wine, ammonia, and quinine ? Has that new heresy of 
the highest medical authorities ever reached your cars—Yes or 
No?” 

“ When a professional man puts that question to me, I shall be glad 
to answer him,” said the doctor, opening tlic door to go out. " You 
arc not a professional man, and I beg to decline answering 

Buffeted in this inexcusably uncivil way, on one check, the Count, 
like a practical Christian, immediately turned the other, and said, in 
the sweetest manner, “ Good morning, Mr. Dawson.” 

If my late beloved husband had been so fortunate as to know his 
lordship, how highly he and the ^unt would have esteemed each 
other! 

Her ladyship the Countess returned by the last train that night, and 
brought with her the nurse from London. I was instructed that this 
person’s name was Mrs. Rubelic. Her personal appearance, and her 
imperfect English, when she spoke, informed me that she was a 
foreigner. 

I have always cultivated a feeling of human indulgence for foreigners. 
They do not possess our blessings and advantages ; and they are, for 
the most part, brought up in the blind errors of Popery. It has also 
always been my precept and practice, as it was my dear husband’s 
precept and practice before me (sec Sermon xxix. in the Collection ol 
the late Rev. Samuel Michelson, M.A.), to do as I would be done by. 
On both these accounts, I will not say that Mrs. Rubelle struck me as 
being a small, wiry, sly person, of fifty or thereabouts, with a dark 
brown, or Creole complexion, and watchful light grey eyes. Nor will I 
mention, for the reasons just allied, that I thought her dress, though 
it was of the plainest black silk, inappropriately costly in texture and 
imnecessarily refined in trimming and finish, for a i^rson in her 
position in life. 1 should not like these things to be said of me, and 
therefore it is my duty not to say them of Mrs. Rubelle. I will merely 
mention that her manners were—^not perhaps unpleasantly reserved— 
but only remarkably quiet and retiring ; that she looked about her a 
great deal, and said very little, which might have arisen quite as much 
from her own modesty, as from distrust of her position at Blackvrater 
Park ; and that she denned to partake of supper (which was curious. 
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perhaps, but surely not suspicious ?), although I myself pohiely in¬ 
vited her to that meal, in my own room. 

At the Count’s particular suggestion (so lil;* his lordship’s forgiving 
kindness !), it was arranged that Mrs. Rubcllc should not enter on her 
duties, until she had been seen and approved by tlic doctor the next 
morning. I sat up that night. Lady Clyde appeared to be very un¬ 
willing that the new nurse should be employed to attend on Aliis 
Halcombe. Such want of liberality towards a foreigner on tlic part of 
a lady of her education and refinemeot surprised me. I ventured to 
say, “ My lady, we must all remember not to be hasty in our judgmaiis 
on our infcriors-^spccially when they come from foreign parts.” 
Lady Clyde did not appear to attend to me. She only sighed, and 
kissed Miss Halcombe’s hand as it lay on the counterpane. Scarcely a 
judicious proceeding in a sick-room, with a patient whom it was higlily 
desirable not to excite. But poor Lady Clyde knew nothing of nursing 
—nothing whatever, I am sorry to say. 

The next morning, Mrs. Rubclle was sent to tlic situng-room, to be 
approved by the doctor, on his way through the bedroom. 

I left Lady Clyde witli Miss Halcombe, who was slumbering at the 
time, and joined Airs. Rubcllc, w^th the object of kindly preventing her 
from feeling strange and nervous in consequence of the uncertainty of 
her situation. She did not appear to see it in that hght. She seemed 
to be quite satisfied, beforehand, that Air. Dawson would approve of 
her ; and she sat calmly looking out of window, with every appearance 
of enjoying the country air. Some people migiit have thought such 
conduct suggestive of brazen assurance. I beg to say that I more 
liberally set it down to extraordinary strength of mind. 

Instead of the doctor coming up to us, I was sent for to see the doctor. 
I thought this change of alfairs rather odd, but Mrs. Rubclle did not 
appear to be aifected by it in any way. I left her still calmly lookuig 
out of the window, and sdll silently enjoying the country air. 

Air. Dawson was waiting for me, by himself in the breakfast-room. 

“ About this new nurse, Mrs. Alichclson,” said the doctor. 

“Yes, sir?” 

“ I find tliat she has been brought here from London by the wife of 
that fat old foreigner, who is always trying to inierf'ore with me. Airs. 
Michelson, the fat old foreigner is a Quack.” 

This was very rude. I was namrally shocked at it. 

” Are you aware, sir,” I said, “ that you are talking of a nobleman ? ” 

“ Pooh ! He isn’t the first Quack with a handle to his name. They’re 
all Coimts—bang ’em ! ” 

“ He would not be a fnend of Sir Perdval Clyde’s, sir, if he.w’as not 
a member of the highest aristocracy—excepting the English aristocracy, 
of course.” 

” Very well, Mrs. Michelson, call him what you like ; and let us get 
back to the nurse. 1 have been objecting to her already.” 

” Without having seen her, sir ? ” 

10 
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“ Yes; without having seen her. She may be the best nurse in 
existence ; but she is not a nurse of my providing. I have put that 
objection to Sir Percival, as the master of the house. He doesn’t 
support me. He says a nurse of my providing would have been a 
stranger from London also; and he thinks the woman ought to have 
a trial, after his wife’s aunt has taken the trouble to fetch her from 
London. There is some justice in that; and I can’t decently say No. 
But I have made it a condition that she is to go at once, if I find reason 
to complain of her. This proposal being one which I have some right 
to make, as medical attendant. Sir Percival has consented to it. Now, 
Mrs. Michclson, I know I can depend on you ; and I want you to 
keep a sharp eye on the nurse, for the first day or two, and to see that 
she gives Miss Halcombc no medicines but mine. This foreign 
nobleman of yours is dying to try his quack remedies (mesmerism 
included) on my patient; and a nurse who is brought here by his wife 
may be a little too willing to help him. You understand ? Very well, 
then, we may go up-stairs. Is the nurse there ? I’ll say a word to her, 
before she goes into the sick-room.” 

We found Mrs. Rubellc still enjoying herself at the window. When 
I introduced her to Mr. Dawson, neither the doctor’s doubtful looks 
nor the doctor’s searching questions appeared to confuse her in the 
least. She answered him quietly in her broken English ; and, though 
he tried hard to puzzle her, she never betrayed the least ignorance, so 
far, about any part of her duties. This was doubtless die result of 
strength of mind, as 1 said before, and not a brazen assurance by any 
means. 

Wc all went into the bedroom. 

Mrs. Rubellc looked, very attentively, at the patient; curtseyed to 
Lady Clyde; set one or two little things right in the room; and sat 
down quietly in a corner to wait until she was wanted. Her ladyship 
seemed startled and annoyed by the appearance of the strange nurse. 
No one said any thin g, for fear of rousing Miss Halcombe, who was still 
slumbering—except the doctor, who whispered a question about the 
night. I softly answered, “ Much as usu^; ” and then Mr. Dawson 
went out. Lady Clyde followed him, I suppose to speak about Mrs. 
Rubelle. For my ovm part, I had made up my mind already that this 
quiet foreign person would keep her situation. She had aU her wits 
about her; and she certainly understood her business. So far, I 
could hardly have done much better, by the bedside myself. 

Remembering Mr. Dawson’s caution to me, I subjected Mrs. 
Rubelle to a severe scrutiny, at certain intervals, for the next three or 
four days. I over and over again entered the room softly and suddenly, 
but I never found her out, in any suspicious action. Lady Clyde, who 
watched her as attentively as I did, discovered nothing either. I 
never detected a sign of the medicine bottles being tampered with; I 
never saw Mrs. Rubelle say a word to the Count, or the Coimt to her. 
She managed Miss Halcombe with unquestionable care and discretion. 
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The poor lady wavered backwards and forwards benveen a sort of 
sleepy exhaustion which was half faintness and half slumbering, and 
attacks of fever which brought with them more or less of wandering in 
her mind. Mrs. Rubelle never disturbed her in the first case, and 
never startled her in the second, by appearing too suddenly at the bed¬ 
side in the character of a stranger. Honour to whom honour is due 
(whether foreign or English)—and I give her privilege impartially to 
Mrs. Rubelle. She was remarkably uncommunicative about herself, 
and she was too quietly independent of all advice from experienced 
persons who understood the duties of a sick-room—but, with these 
drawbacks, she was a good nurse; and she never gave either Lady 
Clyde or Mr. Dawson the shadow of a reason for complaining of her. 

The next circumstance of importance that occuixed in the house was 
the temporary absence of the Count, occasioned by business which took 
him to London. He went away (I think) on the morning of die fourth 
day after the arrival of Mrs. Rubelle ; and, at parting, he spoke to 
Lady Clyde, very seriously, in my presence, on the subject of Miss 
Halcombe. 

“ Trust Air. Dawson,” he said, “ for a few days more, if you please. 
But, if there is not some change for the belter, in that time, send for 
advice from London, which this mule of a doctor must accept in spite 
of himself. Offend Air. Dawson, and save Aliss Halcombe. I say 
this seriously, on my word of honour and from the bottom of my heart.” 

His lordship spoke with extreme feeling and kindness. But poor 
Lady Clyde’s nerves were so completely broken down that she seemed 
quite frightened at him. She trembled from head to foot; and 
allowed him to take his leave, without uttering a word on her side. 
She turned to me, when he had gone, and said, “ Oh, Airs. Michclson, 

I am heart-broken about my sister, and I have no friend to advise me ! 
Do you think Air. Dawson is wrong ? He told me himself this morning 
that there was no fear, and no need of fresh advice.” 

“ With all respect to Mr. Dawson,” I answered, “ in your ladyship’s 
place, 1 should remember the Count’s advice.” 

Lady Clyde turned away from me suddenly, with an appearance of 
despair, for which I was quite unable to account. 

“ His advice I ” she said to herself. ” God help us —his advice ! ” 

The Count was away from Blackwater Park, as nearly as I remember, 
a week. 

Sir Percival seemed to feel the loss of his lordship in various ways, 
and appeared also, I thought, much depressed and altered by the sick¬ 
ness and sorrow in the bouse. Occasionally, he was so very restless, 
that I could not help noticing it j co min g and going, and wandering 
her and there and everywhere in the grounds. His inquiries about 
AIjss Halcombe, and al^ut his lady (whose failin g health seemed to 
cause him sincere anxiety), were most attentive. I think his heart was 
much softened. If some kind clerical friend—some such friend as he 
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might have found in my late excellent husband—had been near him at 
this time, cheering moral progress might have been made with Sir 
Pcrcival. I. seldom find myself mistaken on a point of this sort; 
having had experience to guide me in my happy married days. 

Her ladyship, the Countess, who was now the only company for 
Sir I’crcival down-stairs, rather neglected him, as I considered. Or, 
perhaps, it might have been that he neglected her. A stranger might 
almost have supposed tliat they were bent, now they were left together 
alone, on actually avoiding one anotlicr. This, of course, could not be. 
But it did so happen, nevcrtlielcss, that the Countess made her dinner 
at luncheon-time, and that she always came up-stairs towards evening, 
although Mrs. RubcUc had taken the nursing duties entirely off her 
hands. Sir Pcrcival dined by himself; and WilUam (the man out of 
hvery) made the remark, in ray hearing, tliat his master had put himself 
on half rations of food and on a double allowance of drink. I attach 
no importance to such an insolent observation as this, on the part of a 
servant. 1 reprobated it at the time ; and 1 wish to be understood as 
reprobating it once more on this occasion. 

In the course of the next few days, Miss Halcombe did certainly 
seem to ail of us to be mending a Urtlc. Our faith in Mr. Dawson 
revived. He appeared to be very confident about the case ; and he 
assured Lady Glydc, when she spoke to him on the subject, that he 
would himself propose to send for a physician, tlie moment he felt so 
much as the shadow of a doubt crossing his own mind. 

'1 he only person among us who did appear to be relieved by these 
words, was the Countess. She said to me privately, that she could not 
feel easy about Miss Halcombe, on Mr. Dawson's authority, and that 
she should wait anxiously for her husband’s opinion, on his return. 
I'liat return, his letters informed her, would take place in three days' 
time. The Count and Countess corresponded regularly every morning, 
during his lordship’s absence. They were in that respect, as in all 
others, a pattern to married people. 

On the evening of the U^d day, 1 noticed a change in Miss Hal¬ 
combe, which caused me serious apprehension. Mrs. Rubelle nodoed 
it too. We said nothing on the subject to Lady Clyde, who was then 
lying asleep, completely overpowered by exhausdon, on the sofa in 
the sitting-room. 

Mr. Dawson did not pay his evening visit till later than usual. As 
soon as he set eyes on his padent, I saw his face alter. He tried to 
hide it; but he looked both confused and alarmed. A messenger 
was sent to his residence for his medicine-chest, disinfecting pre- 
paradons were used in the room, and a bed was made up for him in the 
house by his own direcdons. Has the fever tum&i to infecdon ? 

I whispered to him. 1 am afraid it has," he answered; “ we shall 
know better to-morrow morning." 

By Mr. Dawson’s own directions Lady Clyde was kept in ignorance 
of this change for the worse. He himself absolutely forbade her, on 
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account of her health, to join us in the bedreorn that night. She tried 
to resist—there was a sad scene—but he had his medical authority 
to support him ; and he carried his point. 

The next morning, one of the men-servants was sent to London, at 
eleven o’clock, with a letter to a physician in towm, and with orders to 
bring the new doctor back with him by the earliest possible train. 
Half an hour after the messenger had gone, the Count returned to 
Blackwater Park. 

The Countess, on her own responsibility, immediately brought him 
to see the patient. There was no impropriety that I could discover 
in her taking this course. His lordship was a married man; he was 
old enough to be Miss Halcombe’s father; and he saw her in the 
presence of a female relative, Lady Clyde’s aunt. Mr. Dawson 
nevertlieless protested against his presence in the room; but I could 
plainly remark, the doctor was too much alarmed to make any serious 
resistance on tliis occasion. 

The poor suffering lady was past knowing any one about her. She 
seemed to take her friends for enemies. When the Count approached 
her bedside, her eyes, wliich had been wandering incessantly round and 
round the room before, settled on his face, with a dreadful stare of 
terror, which I shall remember to my dying day. The Count sat 
down by her; felt her pulse and her temples ; looked at her very 
attentively; and then turned roimd upon the doctor with such an 
expression of indignation and contempt in his face, that the words 
faded on Mr. Dawson’s lips, and he stood, for a moment, pale with 
anger and alarm—pale and perfectly speechless. 

His lordship looked next at me. 

“ When did the change happen ? ” he asked. 

I told him the time. 

“ Has Lady Clyde been in the room since ? ” 

I replied ^at she had not. The doctor had absolutely forbidden 
her to come into the room, on the evening before, and had repeated the 
order again in the morning. 

“ Have you and Mrs. Rubelle been made aware of the full extent of 
the mischief? ”—was his next question. 

We were aware, I answered, that the malady was considered in¬ 
fectious. He stopped me, before I could add anything more. 

“ If is Typhus Fever,” he said. 

In the minute that passed, while these questions and answers were 
going on, Mr. Dawson recovered himself, and addressed the Count 
with his customary firmness. 

” It is not typhus fever,” he remarked, sharply. “ I protest against 
this intrusion, sir. No one has a right to put questions here, but me. 
I have done my duty to the best of my ability-” 

The Count interrupted him—not by words, but only by pointing to 
the bed. Mr. Dawson seemed to feel that silent contradiction to his 
assertion of his own ability, and to grow only the more angry under it. 
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“ I say I have done my duty,*’ he reiterated. “ A physician has 
been sent for from London. 1 will consult on the nature of the fever 
with him, and with no one else. I insist on your leaving the room.” 

“ 1 entered this room, sir, in the sacred interests of humanity,” said 
the Count. ” And in the same interests, if the coming of the physician 
is delayed, I will enter it again. I warn you once more that the fever 
has turned to Typhus, and that your treatment is responsible for this 
lamentable change. If that unhappy lady dies, I will give my testi¬ 
mony in a court of justice that your ignorance and obstinacy have been 
the cause of her death.” 

Before Mr. Dawson could answer, before the Count could leave us, 
the door was opened from ilie sitting-room, and we saw Lady Glydc 
on the threshold. 

“ I must, and tvUI come in,” she said, with extraordinary firmness. 

Instead of stopping her, the Count moved into the sitting-room, and 
made way for her to go in. On all other occasions, he was the last man 
in the world to forget anything; but in the surprise of the moment, 
he apparently forgot the danger of infection from typhus, and the urgent 
necessity of forcing Lady Clyde to take proper care of herself. 

To my astonishment, Mr. Dawson showed more presence of mind. 
He stopped her ladyship at the first step she took towards the bedside. 
“ I am sincerely sorry, I am sincerely grieved,” he said. “ The fever 
may, I fear, be infectious. Until I am certain that it is not, I entreat 
you to keep out of the room.” 

She struggled for a moment; then suddenly dropped her arms, and 
sank forward. She had fainted. The Countess and I took her from 
the doctor, and carried her into her own room. The Count preceded 
us, and waited in the passage, till I came out, and told him that we had 
recovered her from the swoon. 

I went back to the doctor to tell him, by Lady Clyde’s desire, that 
she insisted on speaking to him immediately. He wiAdrew at once to 
quiet her ladyship’s agitation, and to assure her of the physician’s 
arrival in the course of a few hours. Those hours passed very slowly. 
Sir Percival and the Count were together down-stairs, and sent up, 
from time to time to make their inquiries. At last, between five and 
six o’clock, to our great relief, the physician came. 

He was a yoimger man than Mr. Dawson; very serious, and very 
decided. What he thought of the previous treatment, 1 cannot say; 
but it struck me as curious that he put many more questions to myself 
and to Mrs. Rubelle than he put to the doctor, and that he did not 
appear to listen with much interest to what Mr. Dawson said, while he 
was e xaminin g Mr. Dawson’s patient. I began to suspect, from what 
1 observed in this way, that the Count had t^en right about the illness 
all the way through ; and 1 was naturally confirmed in that idea, when 
Mr. Dawson, after some little delay, asked the one important question 
which the London doctor had been sent for to set at rest. 

” What is your opinion of the fever ? ” he inquired. 
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“ Typhus,” replied the physician. “ Typhus fever beyond all 
doubt.” 

That quiet foreign person, Mrs. Rubelle, crossed her thin, brown 
hands in front of her, and looked at me with a very significant smile. 
The Count himself could hardly have appeared more gratified, if he 
had been present in the room, and had heard the confirmation of his 
own opinion. 

After giving us some useful directions about the management of 
the patient, and mentioning that he would come again in five days’ 
time, the physician withdrew to consult in private, with Mr. Dawson. 
He would offer no opinion on Miss Halcombe’s chances of recovery ; 
he said it was impossible at that stage of the illness to pronounce, one 
way or the other. 

The five days passed anxiously. 

Countess Fosco and myself took it by turns to relieve Mrs. Rubelle ; 
Miss Halcombe’s condition growing worse and worse, and requiring 
our utmost care and attention. It was a terribly trying time. Lady 
Clyde (supported, as Mr. Dawson said, by the constant strain of her 
suspense on her sister’s account) rallied in the most extraordinary 
manner, and showed a firmness and determination for which I should 
myself never have given her credit. She insisted on coming into the 
sick-room, two or three times every day, to look at Miss Halcombe 
with her own eyes; promising not to go too close to the bed, if the doctor 
would consent to her wishes, so far. Mr. Dawson very unw illin gly 
made the concession required of him : I think he saw that it was 
hopeless to dispute with her. She came in every day ; and she self- 
denyingly kept her promise. I felt it personally so distressing (as 
re m i nd i n g me of my own affliction during my husband’s last illness) 
to see how she suffered under these circumstances, that I must beg 
not to dwell on this part of the subject any longer. It is more agreeable 
to me to mention that no fresh disputes took place between Mr. 
Dawson and the Count. His lordship made all his inquiries by 
deputy j and remained condnualJy in company with Sir Percival, 
down-stairs. 

On the fifth day, the physician came again, and gave us a little hope. 
He said the tenth day from the-first appearance of the typhus would 
probably decide the result of the illness, and he arranged for his third 
visit to take place on that date. The interval passed as before—except 
that the Count went to London again, one mor nin gs and returned at 
night. 

On the tenth day, it pleased a merciful Providence to relieve our 
household from all ftirther anxiety and alarm. The physician positively 
assured us that Miss Halcombe was out of danger. “ She wants no 
doctor, now—all she requires is careful watching and nursing, for some 
time to come; and that I sec she has.*’ Those were his own words. 
That evening I read my husband’s touching sermon on Recovery from 
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Sickness, with more happiness and advantage (in a spiritual point of 
view) than I ever remember to have derived from it before. 

The effect of the good news on poor Lady Glyde was, I grieve to 
say, quite overpowering. She was too weak to bear the violent reaction; 
and, in another day or two, she sank into a state of debility and de¬ 
pression, which obliged her to keep her room. Rest and quiet, and 
change of air afterwards, were the best remedies which Mr. Dawson 
could suggest for her benefit. It was fortunate that matters were no 
worse, for, on the vcr>' day after she took to her room, the Count and 
the doctor had anoilicr disagreement; and, this time the dispute 
between them was of so serious a namrc that Mr. Dawson left the 
house. 

I was not present at the time ; but I understood that the subject 
of dispute was the amount of nourishment wliich it was necessary to 
give to assist Miss Halcombc’s convalescence, after the exhaustion of 
the fever. Mr. Dawson, now that his patient was safe, tvas less in¬ 
clined than ever to submit to unprofessional interference; and the 
Count (I cannot imagine why) lost all tlic self-control which he had so 
judiciously preserved on former occasions, and taunted the doctor, 
over and over again, with his mistake about the fever, when it changed 
to typhus. The unfortunate affair ended in Mr. Dawson’s appealing 
to Sir Percival, and threatening (now that he could leave without 
absolute danger to Miss Halcombc) to withdraw from his attendance 
at Blackw’atcr Park, if the Count’s interference was not peremptorily 
suppressed from that moment. Sir Percival’s reply (though not 
designedly uncivil) had only resulted in making matters worse; and 
Mr. Dawson had tliercupon withdrawn from the house, in a state of 
extreme indignation at Count Fosco’s usage of him, and l^d sent in his 
bill the next morning. 

We were now, therefore, left without tlic attendance of a medical 
man. Although there was no actual necessity for another doctor— 
nursing and watching being, as the physician had observed, all that 
Miss Halcombc required—I should still, if my authority had been 
consulted, have obtained professional assistance, from some other 
quarter, for form’s sake. 

The matter did not seem to strike Sir Percival in that light. He 
said it would be time enough to send for another doctor, if Miss Hal- 
combe showed any signs of a relapse. In the mean while we had the 
Count to consult in any minor difficulty ; and we need not unnecessarily 
disturb our patient, in the present weak and nervous condition, by the 
presence of a stranger at her bedside. There was much that was 
reasonable, no doubt in these considerations ; but they left me a little 
anxious, nevertheless. Nor was I quite satisfi^, in my own mind, of the 
propriety of our concealing the doctor’s absence, as we did, from Lady 
Clyde. It was a merciful deception, I admit—for she was in no state 
to bear any fresh anxieties. But still it was a deception, and, as such, 
to a person of my principles, at best a doubtful proceeding. 
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A second perplexing circumstance which happened on the same 
day, and which took me completely by surprise, added greatly to the 
sense of uneasiness that was now weigliing on my mind. 

I was sent for to see Sir Pcrcival in the library. The Count, who 
was with him when I went in, immediately rose and left us alone 
together. Sir Percival civilly asked me to take a seat; and then, to 
my great astonishment, addressed me in these terms : 

I want to speak to you, A-lrs. Michelson, about a matter which I 
decided on some time ago, and which I should have mentioned before, 
but for the sickness and trouble in the house. In plain words, I 
have reasons for wishing to break up my establishment immediately 
at this place—leaving you in charge, of course, as usual. As soon as 
Lady Glyde and Miss Halcombe can travel, they must both have change 
of air. My friends, Count Posco and the Countess, will leave us, 
before that lime, to live in the neighbourhood of London ; and I have 
reasons for not opening the house to any more company, with a view 
to economising as carefully as I can. I don’t blame you—but my 
expenses here arc a great deal too heavy. In short, I shall sell the 
horses, and get rid of all the servants at once. I never do things by 
halves, as you know ; and 1 mean to have the house clear of a pack of 
useless people by this time to-morrow.” 

I listened to him perfectly aghast with astonishment. 

Do you mean. Sir Percival, that 1 am to dismiss the in-door 
servants, under my charge, without the usual month’s warning?” I 
asked. 

Certainly, I do. We may all be out of the house before another 
month; and I am not going to leave the servants here in idleness, with 
no master to wait on.” 

Who is to do the cooking, Sir Percival, while you are still staving 
here ? ” ^ 

** Margaret Porcher can roast and boil—keep her. What do 1 want 
with a cook, if I don’t mean to give any dinner-parties ? ” 

" The servant you have mentioned is the most unintelligent servant 
in the house. Sir Percival-” 

Keep her, I tell you ; and have a woman in from tlie village to do 

the cleaning, and go away again. My weekly expenses must and shall 

be lowered immediately. I don’t send for you to make objections, 

Mrs. Michelson—I send for you to carry out my plans of economy. 

Disimss the whole lazy pack of indoor servants to-morrow, except 

Porcher. She is as strong as a horse—and we’U make her work like 
a horse.” 

" You will excuse me for reminding you. Sir Percival, that if the 

servanp go to-morrow, they must have a month’s wages in lieu of a 
month’s warning.” 

Let them ! A month’s wages saves a month’s waste and gluttonv 
m the scrvant’s-hall.” ^ 

This last remark conveyed an aspersion of the most offensive kind 
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on my management. I had too much self-respect to defend myself 
under so gross an imputation. Christian consideration for the helpless 
position of Miss Halcombe and Lady Clyde, and for the serious in¬ 
convenience which my sudden absence might inflict on them, alone 
prevented me from resigning my situation on the spot. I rose im¬ 
mediately. It would have lowered me in my own estimation to have 
permitted the interview to continue a moment longer. 

“ After that last remark. Sir Pcrcival, I have nothing more to say. 
Your directions shall be attended to.” Pronouncing those words, I 
bowed my head with the most distant respect, and went out of the 
room. 

The next day, the servants left in a body. Sir Pcrcival himself 
dismissed the grooms and stablemen ; sending them, with all the horses 
but one, to London. Of the whole domestic establishment, indoors 
and out, there now remained only myself, Margaret Porcher, and the 
gardener ; this last living in his own cottage, and being wanted to take 
care of the one horse that remained in the stables. 

With the house left in this strange and lonely condition; with the 
mistress of it ill in her room ; with Miss Halcombe still as helpless as 
a child ; and with the doctor’s attendance withdrawn from us in enmity 
—it was surely not unnatural that my spirits should sink, and my 
customary composure be very hard to maintain. My mind was ill at 
ease. I wished the poor ladies both well again; and I wished myself 
away from Blackwater Park. 


II 

The next event that occurred was of so singular a nature, that it might 
have caused me a feeling of superstitious surprise, if my mind had not 
been fortified by principle against any pagan weakness of that sort. 
The uneasy sense of something wrong in the family which had made 
me wish myself away from Blackvsater Park, was actually followed, 
strange to say, by my departure from tlie house. It is true that my 
absence was for a temporary period only : but the coincidence was, in 
my opinion, not the less remarkable on that account. 

My departure took place under the foUowing circumstances :— 

A day or two after the servants all left, I was again sent for to see 
Sir Percival. The undeserved slur which he had cast on my manage¬ 
ment of the household, did not, I am happy to say, prevent me from 
returning good for evil to the best of my abihty, by complying with ^ 
request as readily and respectfully as ever. It cost me a struggle with 
that fallen nature which we all share in common, before I could 
suppress my feelings. Being accustomed to self-discipline, I accom¬ 
plished the sacrifice. 

1 found Sir Percival and Count Fosco sitting together, ag^. On 
this occasion his lordship remained present at the interview, and 
assisted in the development of Sir Percival's views. 
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The subject to which they now requested my attention, related to 
the healthy change of air by wliich wc all hoped tliat Miss Halcombe 
and Lady Glyde might soon be enabled to profit. Sir Percival men¬ 
tioned that both the ladies would probably pass the autumn (by in¬ 
vitation of Frederick Fairlic, Esquire) at Limmeridgc House, Cumber¬ 
land. But before they went there, it was his opinion, confirmed by 
Count Fosco (who here took up the conversation and continued it to 
the end), that they would benefit by a short residence first in the genial 
climate of Torquay. The great object, therefore, was to engage 
lodgings at that place, affording all ^e comforts and advantages of 
which they stood in need j and the great difficulty was to find an 
experienced person capable of choosing the sort of residence which 
they wanted. In this emergency, the Count begged to inquire, on Sir 
Pcrcival’s behalf, whether I would object to give the ladies the benefit 
of my assistance, by proceeding myself to Torquay in their interests. 

It was impossible, for a person in my situation, to meet any proposal 
made in these terms, with a positive objection. 

I could only venture to represent tlie serious inconvenience of my 
leaving Blackwater Park, in the extraordinary absence of all the in¬ 
door servants, with the one exception of Aiargarct Porcher. But Sir 
Percival and his lordship declared that they were both willing to put 
up with inconvenience for the sake of the invalids. I next respectfully 
suggested writing to an agent at Torquay; but I was met here by being 
reminded of the imprudence of taldng lodgings without first seeing 
them. I was also informed that the Countess (who would othenvise 
have gone to Devonshire herself) could not, in Lady Clyde’s present 
condition, leave her niece; and that Sir Percival and the Count had 
business to transact together, which would oblige tliem to remain at 
Blackwater Park. In short, it was clearly sliown me, that if I did not 
undert^e the errand, no one else could be trusted with it. Under 
these circumstances, I could only inform Sir Percival that my services 
were at the disposal of Miss Halcombe and Lady Glyde. 

It was therefore arranged that I should leave the next morning; 
that I should occupy one or two days in ex am ining all the most con- 
vement houses in Torquay ; and that I should return with my report, 
as soon as I conveniently could. A memorandum was written for me 
by his lordship, stating the requisites which the place I was sent to 
take must be found to possess; and a note of the pecuniary limit 
assigned to me, was added by Sir Percival. 

My own idea, on reading over these instructions was, that no such 
residence as I saw described could be found at any watering-place in 
Engird; and tha^ even if it could by chance be discovered, it would 
certai^y not be paned with for any period, on such terms as I was 
permitted to offer. I hinted at these difficulties to both the gentlemen; 
but Sir Percival (who undertook to answer me) did not appear to feel 
them. It was not for me to dispute the question. 1 said no more; but 
I felt a very strong conviction that the business on which I was sent 
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away was so beset by difficulties that my errand was almost hopeless 
at starting. 

Before I left, I took care to satisfy myself that Miss Halcombc was 
going on favourably. 

There was a painful expression of anxiety in her face, which made 
me feel that her mind, on first recovering itself, was not at ease. But 
she vas certainly strengthening more rapidly than I could have ven¬ 
tured to anticipate; and she was able to send kind messages to Lady 
Clyde, saying that she was fast getting well, and entreating her ladyship 
not to exert herself again too soon. I left her in charge of Mrs. Rubelle, 
who was still as quietly independent of everyone else in the house as 
ever. When I knocked at Lady Clyde’s door, before going away, I 
was told that she was still sadly wc^ and depressed ; my informant 
being the Countess, who was tlien keeping her company in her room. 
Sir Percival and the Count were walking on the road to the lodge, as I 
was driven by in the chaise. I bowed to them, and quitted the house, 
with not a living soul in the servants’ offices but Margaret Porchcr. 

Every one must feel, what I have felt myself since that time, that these 
circumstances were more than unusual—they were almost suspicious. 
Let me, however, say again, tliat it was impossible for me, in my 
dependent position, to act othcr\vise than I did. 

The result of my errand at Torquay was exactly what I had foreseen. 
No such lodgings as I was instructed to take could be found in the 
whole place; and the terms I was permitted to give were much too 
low for the purpose, even if I had been able to discover what I wanted. 

I accordingly returned to Blackwatcr Park ; and informed Sir Percival, 
who met me at tlic door, that my journey had been taken in vain. He 
seemed too much occupied with some other subject to care about the 
failure of my errand, and his first words informed me that even in the 
short time of my absence, another remarkable change had taken place 
in the house. 

The Count and Countess Fosco had left Blackwater Park for their 
new residence in St. John’s Wood. 

I was not aware of the motive for this sudden departure-—I was 
only told that the Count had been very particular in leaving his kind 
compliments to me. When I ventured on asking Sir Percival whether 
Lady Clyde had any one to attend to her comforts in the absence of the 
Countess, he replied that she had Margaret Porchcr to wait on her; 
and he added that a woman from the village had been sent for to do the 
work downstairs. 

The answer really shocked me—there was such a glaring impropriety, 
in permitting an under-housemaid to fill the place of confidential 
attendant on Lady Clyde. I went up-stairs at once, and met Margaret 
on the bedroom landing. Her services had not been required (naturally 
enough); her mistress having sufficiently recovered, that morning, to 
be able to leave her bed. 1 asked, next, after Miss Halcombe; but 1‘ 
was answered in a slouching, sulky way, which left me no wiser tlun 
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I was before. I did not choose to repeat the question, and perhaps 
provoke an impertinent reply. It was in every respect more becoming, 
to a person in my pKwition, to present myself immediately in Lady 
Clyde’s room. 

I found that her ladyship had certainly gained in health during the 
last few days. Although still sadly weak and nervous, she was able to 
get up without assistance, and to walk slowly about her room, feeling 
no worse effect from the exertion than a slight sensation of fatigue. 
She had been made a little anxious that morning about Aliss Halcombe, 
through having received no news of her from anyone. I thought this 
seemed to imply a blameable want of attention on the part of Airs. 
Rubelle ; but I said nothing, and remained \vith Lady Clyde, to assist 
her to dress. When she was ready, we both left the room together to 
go to Aliss Halcombe. 

We were stopped in the passage by the appearance of Sir Percival. 
He looked as if he had been purposely waiting there to see us. 

‘‘ Where are you going ? ” he said to Lady Clyde. 

“ To Aiarian’s room,” she answered. 

“ It may spare you a disappointment,” remarked Sir Percival, “ if I 
tell you at once that you will not find her there.” 

” Not find her there ! ” 

No. She left the house yesterday morning with Fosco and his 
wife.” 


Lady Clyde was not strong enough to bear the surprise of this 
extraordinary statement. She turned fearfully pale ; and leaned back 
against the wall, looking at her husband in dead silence. 

I was so astonished myself, that I hardly knew what to say. I asked 

Sir Percival if he really meant that Aliss Halcombe had left 
Blackwater Park. 

‘‘ I certainly me^ it,” he answered. 

_ state, Sir Percival! Without mentioning her intentions to 

Lady Clyde! ” 

Before he could reply, her ladyship recovered herself a little, and 

SpOK6» 

Impossible ! ” she cried out, in a loud, frightened manner : taking 
a step or two forward from the wall. ” Where was the doctor ? where 
\^s Air. Ddwson when Marian went away ? 

« wanted, and wasn’t here,” said Sir Percival. 

He of his own accord, which is enough of itself to show that she 
was sfrong enough to travel. How you stare ! If you don’t believe 
she has gone, look for yourself. Open her room door, and all the other 

room doors, if you like.” 

She mok fii^ at his word, and I followed her. There was no one in 
mss room but Margaret Polcher, who was busy setting 

1 ^ nghft. There was no one in the spare rooms, or the dressing- 
rooms, whm -we looked into them aftetwards. Sir Perdval stiU waited 
lor us m the passage. As we were leaving the last room that we had 
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examined, Lady Clyde whispered, “ Don’t go, Mrs. Aiichclson! 
don’t leave me, for God’s sake ! ” Before I co^d say anything in 
return, she was out again in the passage, speaking to her husband. 

“ What does it mean, Sir Percivai ? I insist—I beg and pray you will 
tell me what it means.” 

” It means,” he answered, “ that Miss Halcombe was strong enough 
yesterday morning to sit up, and be dressed ; and that she insisted on 
taking advantage of Fosco’s going to London to go there too.” 

“ To London ! ” 

“ Yes—on her way to Liinmcridge.” 

Lady Clyde turned, and appealed to me. 

“ You saw Miss Halcombe last,” she said. “ Tell me plainly, Mrs. 
Michclson, did you think she looked fit to travel.” 

“ Not in niy opinion, your ladyship.” 

Sir Percivai, on his side, instantly turned, and appealed to me also. 

” Before you went away,” he said, “ did you, or did you not, tell 
the nurse that Miss Halcombe looked much stronger and better ? ” 

“ I certainly made the remark. Sir Percivai.” 

He addressed her ladyship again, the moment I offered that reply. 

“ Set one of Mrs. Michelson’s opinions fairly against the other,” he 
said, “ and try to be reasonable about a perfectly plain matter. If she 
had not been well enough to be moved, do you think we should any of us 
have risked letting her go ? She has got tlirce competent people to 
look after her—Fosco and your aunt, and Airs. Rubellc, who went away 
with them expressly for that purpose. They took a whole carriage 
yesterday,, and made a bed for her on the seat, in case she felt tired. 
To-day, Fosco and Mrs. Rubelle go on with her themselves to Cumber¬ 
land-” 

” Why docs Marian go to Limmcridgc, and leave me here by my¬ 
self?” said her ladyship, interrupting Sir Percivai. 

“ Because your uncle won’t receive you till he has seen your sister 
first,” he replied. " Have you forgotten the letter he wrote to her, at 
the beginning of her illness ? It was shown to you i you read it 
yourself, and you ought to remember it.” 

“ I do remember it.” 

“ If you do, why should you be surprised at her leaving you ? You 
want to be back at Limmeridge; and she has gone there to gel your 
uncle’s leave for you, on his own terms.” 

Poor Lady Clyde’s eyes filled with tears. 

“ Marian never left me before,” she said, ” without bidding me 
good-bye.” 

She would have bid you good-by this time,” returned Sir Percivai, 
“ if she had not been afraid of herself and of you. She knew jlou would 
try to stop her; she knew you would distress her by crying. Do you 
want to make any more objections ? If you do, you must come down¬ 
stairs and ask questions in the dining-room. These worries upset me. 
I want a glass of wine.” 
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He left us suddenly. 

His manner all through this strange conversation had been very 
unlike what it usually was. He seemed to be almost as nervous and 
fluttered, every now and then, as his lady herself. I should never 
have supposed that his health had been so delicate, or his composure 
so easy to upset. 

I tried to prevail on Lady Glyde to go back to her room; but it 
was useless. She stopped in the passage, with the look of a woman 
whose mind was panic-stricken. 

“ Something has happened to my sister ! ” she said. 

“ Remember, my lady, what surprising energy there is in Miss 
Halcombe,” 1 suggested. “ She might well make an effort which 
other ladies, in her situation, would be unfit for. I hope and believe 
there is nothing wrong—I do indeed.” 

“ I must follow Marian,” said her ladyship, witli the same panic- 
stricken look. “ I must go where she has gone ; I must see that she is 
alive and well with my own eyes. Come ! come down with me to Sir 
Percival.” 

I hesitated; fearing that my presence might be considered an in¬ 
trusion. I attempted to represent this to her ladyship; but she was 
deaf to me. She held my arm fast enough to force me to go 
down-stairs with her; and she still clung to me with all the 
little strength she had, at the moment when I opened the dining¬ 
room door. 

Sir Percival was sitting at the table with a decanter of wine before 
him. He raised the glass to his lips, as we went in, and drained it at 
a draught. Seeing that he looked at me angrily when he put it down 
again, I attempted to make some apology for my accidental presence 
in the room. 

“ Do you suppose there are any secrets going on here ? ” he broke 
out suddenly; “ there are none—there is no thing imderhand; no thin g 
kept from you or from any one.” After speaking those strange words 
loudly and sternly, he filled himself another glass of wine, and asked 
Lady Glyde what she wanted of him. 

“ If my sister is fit to travel, I am fit to travel,” said her ladyship, 
with more firmness than she had yet shown. “ I come to beg you will 
make allowances for my anxiety about Aiarian, and let me follow her 
at once, by the afternoon train.” 

You must wait till to-morrow,** replied Sir Percival, ** and then, if 
you don’t hear to the contrary, you can go. I don’t suppose you are 
at all likely to hear to the contrary —*-$0 I s hall write to Fosco by to¬ 
night’s post.” 

He said those last words, holding his glass up to the light, and 
looking at the wine in it, instead of at Lady Glyde. Indeed, he never 
once looked at her throughout the conversation. Such a singular 
want of good breeding in a gentleman of his rank impressed me, I own, 
very painfully. 



286 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


“ Why should you write to Count Fosco ? ’’ she asked, in extreme 
surprise. 

“ To tell him to expect you by the mid-day train,” said Sir Perdval. 

“ He will meet you at the station, when you get to London, and take 
you on to sleep at your aimt’s, in St. John’s Wood.” 

Lady Clyde’s hand began to tremble violently round my arm—^why, 

I could not imagine. 

“ There is no necessity for Count Fosco to meet me,” she said. “ I 
would rather not stay in London to sleep.” 

“ You must. You can’t take the whole journey to Cumberland in 
one day. You must rest a night in London—and I don’t choose you 
to go by yourself to an hotel. Fosco made the offer to your uncle to 
give you house-room on the way down; and your uncle lias accepted 
it. Here ! here is a letter from him, addressed to yourself. 1 ought 
to have sent it up this morning ; but 1 forgot. Re^ it, and sec what 
Mr. Fairlic himself says to you.” 

Lady Clyde looked at the letter for a moment; and then placed it in 
my hands. 

“ Read it,” she said, feintly. ‘‘ I don’t know what is the matter with 
me. I can’t read it, myself.” 

It was a note of only four lines—so short and so careless, that it 
quite struck me. If I remember correctly, it contained no more than 
these words : 

“ Dearest Laura, Please come, whenever you like. Break the journey 
by sleeping at your aunt’s house. Cricv<^ to hear of dear Marian’s 
illness. Affectionately yours, Frederick Fairlic.” 

“ I would rather not go there—I would rather not stay a night in 
London,” said her ladyship, breaking out eagerly with those words, 
before I had quite done reading the note, short as it was. ” Don’t 
write to Count Fosco ! Pray, pray don’t write to him ! ” 

Sir Perdval filled another ^ss from the decanter, so awkwardly that 
he upset it, and spilt all the wine over the table. ” My«^ht seems to 
be failing me,” he muttered m himself , in an odd, muffled voice. He 
slowly set the glass up again, refilled it, and drained it once more at a 
drau ght. I began to fear, from his look and manner, that the wine 
was getting into his head. 

“ Pray don’t write to Count Fosco,” persisted Lady Clyde, more 
earnestly than ever. 

“ Why not, 1 should like to know ? ” cried Sir Perdval, with a 
sudden burst of anger that startled us both. ** Where can you stay 
more properly in London, than at the place your tmde himself chooses 
fpr you—at your aimt’s house ? Ask Mrs. Michdson.” 

The arrangement proposed was so unquestionably the right and the 
proper nne, that I could make no possible objection to it. Much as 
1 sympathised with Lady Clyde in other respects, I could not sympar 
thise with her in her tmjust prejudices against Count Fosco. 1 never 
before met with any lady, of her rank and station, who was so lament- 
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ably narrow-minded on tiic subject of foreigners. Neither her ancle’s 
note, nor Sir Percival’s increasing impatience, seemed to have tiie least 
effect on her. She still objected to staying a night in London ; she 
still implored her husband not to write to the Count. 

“ Drop it! ” said Sir Percival, rudely turning his back on us. “ If 
you haven’t sense enough to know what is best for yourself, other 
people must know for you. The arrangement is made ; and tliere is 
an end of it. You are only wanted to do what Aliss Halcorabe has 
done before you-” 

“ Marian ? ” repeated her ladyship, in a bewildered manner; 
“ Marian sleeping in Count’s Fosco’s house ! ” 

“ Yes, in Count’s Fosco’s house. She slept tliere, last night, to 
break the journey. And you are to follow her c.xample, and do what 
your uncle tells you. You arc to sleep at Fosco’s, to-morrow night, as 
your sister did, to break the journey. Don’t throw too many obstacles 
in my way ! don’t make me repent of letting you go at ail! ’’ 

He started to liis feet; and suddenly walked out into tlie verandah, 
through the open glass doors. 

“ Will your ladyship excuse me,” 1 whispered, ” if I suggest that we 
had better not wait here till Sir Percival comes back ? I am very 
much afraid he is over-excited with wine.” 

She consented to leave the room, in a \vear>’, absent manner. 

As soon as we were safe up-stairs again, I did all I could to compose 
her ladyship’s spirits. I reminded her that Mr. Fairlie’s letters to Miss 
Halcombe and to herself did certainly sanction, and even render 
necessary, sooner or later, the course that had been taken. She agreed 
to this, and even admitted, of her own accord, that both letters were 
strictly in character with her uncle’s peculiar disposition—but her 
fears about Aliss Halcombe, and her unaccountable dread of sleeping 
at the Count’s bouse in London, still remained unshaken in spite of 
eveiy consideration that I could urge. I thought it my duty to protest 
against Lady Clyde’s unfavourable opinion of his lordship ; and 1 did 
so, with becoming forbearance and respect. 

“ Your ladyship will pardon my freedom,” I remarked, in con¬ 
clusion i “ but it is said, ‘ by their fruits ye shall know them.’ I am 
sure the Count’s constant kindness and constant attention from the 
very beginning of Miss Halcombe’s illness, merit our best confidence 
and esteem. Even his lordship’s serious misunderstanding with Mr. 
Dawson was entirely attributable to his anxiety on Miss Halcombe’s 
account.” 

“ What misunderstanding ? ” inqiurcd her ladysliip, with a look of 
sudden interest. 

I related the unhappy circumstances under which Mr. Dawson had 
withdrawn his attendance—^mentioning them all the more readily, 
because I disapproved of Sir Percival’s continuing to conceal what 
bad happened he had done in my presence) &om the knowledge 
of Lady Clyde. 
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Her lad>>hip started up, with every appearance of being additionally 
agitated and alarmed by what I had told her. 

“ Worse ! worse than I thought! ” she said, walking about the 
room, in a bewildered manner. “ The Count knew Mr. Dawson 
would never consent to Alarian’s taking a journey—he purposely 
insulted the doctor to get him out of the house.” 

“ Oh, my lady ! my lady ! ” I remonstrated. 

“ Mrs. Michelson ! ” she went on, vehemently; “ no words that 
ever were spoken will persuade me that my sister is in that man’s 
power and in that man’s house, with her own consent. My horror 
of him is such, that nothing Sir Pcrcival could say, and no letters my 
uncle could write, would induce me, if I had only my own feelings to 
consult, to eat, drink, or sleep under his roof. But my misery of 
suspense about Marian gives me the courage to follow her anywhere— 
to follow her even into Count Fosco’s house.” 

I tliought it right, at this point, to mention that Miss Halcombe had 
already gone on to Cumberland, according to Sir Percival’s account of 
the matter. 

“ I am afraid to believe it! ” answered her ladyship. “ I am afraid 
she is still in that man’s house. If I am wrong—if she has really gone 
on to Limmeridgc—I am resolved I will not sleep to-morrow night 
under Count Fosco’s roof. My dearest friend in the world, next to 
my sister, lives near London. You have heard me, you have heard 
Miss Halcombe, speak of Mrs. Vcscy ? I mean to write, and propose 
to sleep at her house. I don’t know how I shall get there—I don’t 
know how I shall avoid the Count—but to take refuge I will escape in 
some way, if my sister has gone to Cumberland. All I ask of you to 
do, is to sec yourself that my letter to Mrs. Vesey goes to London to¬ 
night, as certainly as Sir Pcrdval’s letter goes to Count Fosco. I have 
reasons for not trusting the post-bag down-stairs. Will you keep my 
secret, and help me in this ? it is the last favour, perhaps, that 1 shall 
ever ask of you.” 

I hesitated—I thought it all very strange—1 almost feared that her 
ladyship’s mind had been a little affected by recent anxiety and suffer¬ 
ing. At my own risk, however, I ended by giving my consent. If the 
letter had been addressed to a stranger, or to any one but a lady so well 
known to me by report as Mrs. Vcscy, I might have refused. I thanked 
God—looking to what happened afterwards—I thank God I never 
thwarted that wish, or any other, which Lady Glyde expressed to me, 
on the last day of her residence at Blackwater Park. 

The letter was written, and given into my hands. I myself put it 
into the post-box in the village, that evening. 

We saw nothing more of Sir Perdval for the rest of the day. 

I slept, by Lady Glyde’s own desire, in the next room to hers, with 
the door open between us. There was something so strange and dread¬ 
ful in the loneliness and emptiness of the house, that I was glad, on 
my side, to have a companion near me. Her ladyship sat up late. 
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reading letters and burning them, and emptying her drawers and cabinet 
of little things she prized, as if she never expected to return to Black- 
water Park. Her sleep was sadly disturbed when she at last went to 
bed i she cried out in it, several limes—once so loud that she woke 
herself. Whatever her dreams were, she did not think fit to com¬ 
municate them to me. Perhaps, in my situation, I had no right to 
expect that she should do so. It matters little, now. I was sorry for 
her—I was indeed heartily sorry for her all the same. 

The next day was fine and sunny. Sir Percival came up, after 
breakfast, to tell us that the chaise would be at the door at a quarter 
to twelve; the train to London stopping at our station, at twenty 
minutes after. He informed Lady Clyde that he was obliged to go out, 
but added that he hoped to be back before she left. If any unforeseen 
accident delayed him, I was to accompany her to the station, and to 
take special care that she was in time for the train. Sir Percival com¬ 
municated these directions very hastily ; walking, here and there, about 
the room all the time. Her ladyship looked attentively after him, 
wherever he went. He never once looked at her in return. 

She only spoke when be had done ; and then she stopped him as he 
approached the door, by holding out her hand. 

“ I shall see you no more,” she said, in a very marked manner. 
“ This is our parting—our parting, it may be for ever. Will you try 
to forgive me, Percival, as heartily as I forgive y'ou ? ” 

His face turned of an awful whiteness all over ; and great bt^ds of 
perspiration broke out on liis bald forehead. “ I shall come back,” 
he said—and made for the door, as hastily as if his wife's farewell 
words had frightened him out of the room. 

I had never liked Sir Percival—but. the manner in which he left 


Lady Clyde made me feel ashamed of having eaten liis bread and lived 
in Im service. I thought of saying a few comforting and Christian 
words to the poor lady; but there was sometliing in her face, as she 
looked after her husband when the door closed on him, that made me 
alter my mind and keep silence. 

At the time named, the chaise drew up at the gates. Her ladyship 
was right—Sir Percival never came back. I waited for him till the 
last moment—and waited in vain. 


No positive responsibility lay on my shoulders; and yet, I did not 
feel easy in my mind. ** It is of your own free will,” I said, as the chaise 
drove through the lodge-gates, “ that your ladyship goes to London ? ” 

“ I will go anywhere,” she answered, “ to end the dreadful suspense 
that I am suffering at this moment.” 

She had made me feel almost as anxious and as uncertain about 
Miss Halcombe as she felt herself. I presumed to ask her to write me 
a line, if all went well in London. She answered, “ Most willingly, 
Mrs. Michelson.” 

“ We all have our crosses to bear, my lady,” I said, seeing her silent 
and thoughtful, after she bad promised to write. 
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She made no reply : she seemed to be too much wrapped up in her 
own thoughts to attend to me. 

“ I fear your ladyship rested badly last night,” I remarked, after 
waiting a little. 

“ Yes,” she said ; ” I was terribly disturbed by dreams.” 

“ Indeed, my lady?” I thought she was going to tell me her 
dreams ; but no, when she spoke next it was only to ask a question. 

“ You posted the letter to Mrs. Vesey with your own hands ? ” 

“ Yes, my lady.” 

“ Did Sir Percival say, yesterday, that Count Fosco was to meet me 
at tlie terminus in London ? ” 

“ He did, my lady.” 

She sighed heavily when I answered that last question, and said no 
more. 

Wc arrived at the station, with hardly tw'o minutes to spare. The 
gardener (who had driven us) managed about the luggage, while I took 
the ticket. The whistle of the train was sounding, when I joined her 
ladyship on the platform. She looked very strangely, and pressed her 
hand over her heart, as if some sudden pain or fright had overcome 
her at that moment. 

” I wish you were going with me ! ” she said, catching eagerly at my 
arm, when I gave her the ticket. 

If there had been time ; if I had felt the day before, as I felt then, 
I would have made my arrangements to accompany her—even though 
the doing so had obliged me to give Sir Percival warning on the spot. 
As it was, her wishes expressed at the last moment only, were expressed 
loo laic for me to comply with them. She seemed to understand rhi< 
herself before 1 could explain k, and did not repeat her desire to have 
me for a travelling companion. The train drew up at the platform. 
She gave the gardener a present for his children, and took my hand, 
in her simple, hearty manner, before she got into ie carriage. 

‘‘ You have been very kind to me and to my sister,” she said— 
“ kind when wc were both friendless. I shall remember you grate¬ 
fully, as long as I live to remember any one. Good-bye—and God 
bless you 1 ” 

She spoke those words with a tone and a look which brought the 

tears into my eyes—she spoke them as if she was bidding me farewell 
for ever, 

“ Good-by, my lady,” I said, putting her into the carriage, and trying 
to cheer her; ” good-by, for the present only ; good-by, with my best 
and kindest wishes for happier times ! ” 

She shook her head, and shuddered as she settled herself in the 
carriage. The guard closed the door. " Do you believe in dreams ? ” 
she whispered to me at the window. ** My dreams, last night, were 
dreams I have never had before. The terror of them is hanging over 
me still.” The whistle sounded before I could answer, and die train 
moved. Her pale quiet face looked at me, for the last time} looked 
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sorrovi’fuUy and solemnly from the window. She waved her hand— 
and I saw her no more. 

Towards five o’clock on the afternoon of that same day, having a 
little time to myself in the midst of the household duties which now 
pressed upon me, I sat down alone in ray own room, to try and compose 
my mind with the volume of ray husband’s sermons. For the first 
time in my life, I found my attention wandering over those pious and 
cheering words. Concluding that Lady Clyde’s departure must have 
disturbed me far more seriously than I had myself supposed, I put the 
book aside, and went out to take a turn in the garden. Sir Pcrcival had 
not yet returned, to my knowledge, so I could feel no hesitation about 
showing myself in the grounds. 

On turning the corner of the house, and gaining a view of the garden, 
I was startled by seeing a stranger walking in it. The stranger was a 
woman—she was lounging along the path, with her back to me, and was 
gathering the flowers. 

As I approached she heard me, and turned round. 

My blood curdled in my veins. The strange woman in the garden 
was Mrs. Rubelle! 

I could neither move, nor speak. She came up to me, as composedly 
as ever, with her flowers in her hand. 

“ What is the matter, ma’am ? ” she said, quietly. 

“ You here ! ” I gasped out. “ Not gone to London ! Not gone to 
Cumberland ! ” 

Mrs. Rubelle smelt at her flowers with a smile of malicious pity. 

“ Certainly not,” she said. “ I have never left Blackwater Park.” 

I summoned breath enough and courage enough for another 
question. 

“ Where is Miss Halcombe ? ” 

Mrs. Rubelle fairly laughed at me, this time j and rephed in these 
words: 

Miss Halcombe, ma’am, has not left Blackwater Park, cither.” 

When I heard that astounding answer, all my thoughts were startled 
back on the instant to my parting with Lady Clyde. I can hardly say 
I reproached myself—but, at that moment, I think I would have given 
man y a year’s hard savings to have known four hours earlier what I 
knew now. 

Mrs. Rubelle waited, quietly arranging her nosegay, as if she expected 
me to say something. 

I could say nothing. I thought of Lady Clyde’s worn-out energies 
and weakly health ; and I trembled for the lime when the shock of the 
discovery that I had made would fall on her. For a minute, or more, 
my fears for the poor ladies silenced me. At the end of that time, 
Mrs. Rubelle looked up sideways from her flowers, and said, “ Here is 
Sir Pcrcival, ma’am, returned &om his ride.” 

I saw him as soon as she did. He came towards us, slashing viciously 



292 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


at the flowers with his riding-whip. When he was near enough to see 
my face he stopped, struck at his boot with the whip, and burst out 
Jaughing, so harshly and so violently, that the birds flew away, startled, 
from the tree by which he stood. 

“ Weil, Mrs. Michelson,” he said ; “ you have found it out at last— 
have you ? ” 

I made no reply. He turned to Mrs. Rubelle. 

“ When did you show yourself in the garden ? ” 

“ I showed myself about half an hour ago, sir. You said I might 
take my libcrt>' again, as soon as Lady Clyde had gone away to Ivondon.” 

“ Quite right. I don’t blame you—I only asked the question.” He 
wailed a moment, and then addressed himself once more to me. 
“ You can’t believe it, can you ? ” he said, mockingly. “ Here! come 
along and see for yourself.” 

He led the way round to the front of the house. I followed him; 
and Mrs. Rubelle followed me. After passing through the iron gates, 
he stopped, and pointed with his whip to the disused middle wing of 
the building. 

“ There ! ” he said. “ Look up at the first floor. You know the old 
Elizabethan bedrooms ? Miss Halcombe is snug and safe in one of the 
best of them, at tliis moment. Take her in, Mrs. Rubelle (you have 
got your key ?); take Mrs. Michclson in, and let her own eyes satisfy 
her that there is no deception, this lime.” 

The tone in which he spoke to me, and the minute or two that had 
passed since wc left tlie garden, helped me to recover my spirits a little. 
What I might have done, at this critical moment, if all my life had been 
passed in service, I cannot say. As it was, possessing the feelings, the 
principles, and tlie bringing-up of a lady, I could not hesitate about 
the right course to pursue. My duty to myself, and my duty to Lady 
Clyde, alike forbade me to remain in the employment of a man who had 
shamefully deceived us both by a series of atrocious falsehoods. 

” I must beg permission, Sir Percival, to speak a few words to you 
in private,” I said. “ Having done so, I shall be ready to proceed with 
this person to Miss Halcombe’s room.” 

Mrs. Rubelle, whom I had indicated by a slight turn of my head, 
insolently sniffed at her nosegay, and walked away, with great delibera¬ 
tion, towards the house door. 

“ Well,” said Sir Percival sharply j “ what is it now ? ” 

“ I wish to mention. Sir, that 1 am desirous of resigning the situation 
I now hold at Blackwater Park.” That was literally how I put it. 1 
was resolved that the first words spoken in his presence should be words 
which expressed my intention to leave his service. 

He eyed me with one of his blackest looks, and thrust bis hands 
savagely into the pockets of his riding-coat. 

“ Why ? ” he said ; “ why, I should like to know ? ” 

“ It is not for me. Sir Percival, to express an opinion on what has 
taken place in this house. I desire to give no offence. I merely wish 
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to say that I do not feel it consistent with my duty to Lady Clyde and 
to myself to remain any longer in your service.” 

“ Is it consistent with your duty to me to stand there, casting suspicion 
on me to my face ? ” he broke out, in his most violent manner. “ I 
see what you are driving at. You have taken your own mean, under¬ 
hand view of an innocent deception practised on Lady Clyde, for her 
own good. It was essential to her health that she should have a change 
of air imm ediately—and, you know as well as I do, she would never 
have gone away, if she had been told Miss Halcombe was still left here. 
She has been deceived in her own interests—and I don’t care who knows 
it. Go, if you like—there are plenty of housekeepers as good as you, 
to be had for the asking. Go, when you please—but take care how you 
spread scandals about me and my affairs, when you’re out of my 
service. Tell the truth, and nothing but the truth, or it will be tlie 
worse for you ! See Miss Halcombe for yourself; sec if she hasn’t 
been as well taken care of in one part of the house as in the other. 
Remember the doaor’s own orders that Lady Clyde was to have a 
change of air at the earliest possible opportunity. Bear all that well 
in mind—and then say anj-thing against me and my proceedings if you 
dare ! ” 

He poured out these words fiercely, all in a breath, walking backwards 
and forwards, and striking about him in the air with his whip. 

Nothing that he said or did shook my opinion of the disgraceful 
series of falsehoods that he had told, in ray presence, the day before i 
or of the cruel deception by which he had separated Lady Clyde from 
her sister, and had sent her uselessly to London, when she was half 
distracted with anxiety on Miss Halcombc’s account. I naturally kept 
these thoughts to myself, and said nothing more to irritate him ; but 
I was not the less resolved to persist in my purpose. A soft answer 
tumeth away wrath; and I suppressed my own feelings, accordingly, 
when it was my turn to reply. 

“ While I am in your service. Sir Percival,” I said, “ I hope I know 
my duty well enough not to inquire into your motives. When I am 
out of your service, I hope I know my own place well enough not to 
speak of matters which don’t concern me-” 

“ When do you want to go ? ” he asked, interrupting me without 
ceremony. “ Don’t suppose I am anxious to keep you—don’t suppose 
I care about your leaving the house. I am perfectly fair and open in 
this matter, from first to last. When do you want to go ? ” 

I should wish to leave at your earliest a)nvenience. Sir Percival.” 

” My convenience has no thin g to do with it. I shall be out of the 
house, for good and all, to-morrow morning; and I can settle your 
accounts to-night. If you want to study anybody’s convenience, it 
had better be Miss Halcombe’s. Mrs. RubcUe’s time is up to-day; 
and she has reasons for wishing to be in London to-night. If you go 
at once. Miss Halcombe won’t have a soul left here to look after her.” 

I hope it is unnecessary for me to say that I was quite incapable of 
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deseiting Miss Halcombc in such an emergency as had now befallen 
Lady Clyde and herself. After first distinctly ascertaining from Sir 
Pcrcival that Mrs. RubcUc was certain to leave at once if I took her 
place, and after also obtaining permission to arrange for Mr. Dawson’s 
resuming his attendance on his patient, I w'illingly consented to remain 
at Blackwater Park, until Aiiss Halcombe no longer required my 
services. It was settled that I should give Sir Percival’s soheitor a 
week’s notice before I left; and that he was to undertake the necessary 
arrangements for appointing my successor. The matter was discussed 
in very few words. At its conclusion, Sir Percival abruptly turned on 
his heel, and left me free to join Mrs. Rubelle. That singular foreign 
person had been sittuig composedly on the door-step, all this lime, 
waiting till I could follow her to Miss Halcombe’s room. 

I had hardly walked half way towards the house, when Sir Percival, 
who had withdrawn in the opposite direction, suddenly stopped, and 
called me back. 

“ Why arc you leaving my sertdee ? ” he asked. 

The question was so extraordinary, after what had just passed be¬ 
tween us, that I hardly knew what to say in answer to it. 

“ Mind ! I don’t know why you arc going,” he went on. “ You 
must give a reason for leaving me, I suppose, when you get another 
situation. What reason ? The breaking up of the family ? Is that 
it?” 

“ There can be no positive objection. Sir Perdval, to that reason-” 

“ Very well! That’s all I want to knov’. If people apply for your 
chaiaaer, that’s your reason, stated by yotirselt. You go in conse¬ 
quence of Uie breaking-up of the family.” 

He turned away again, before I could say another word, and walked 
out rapidly into the grounds. His manner was as strange as his language. 
1 acknowledge he alarmed me. 

Even the patience of Mrs. Rubelle was getting exhausted, when I 
joined her at the house door. 

“ At last! ” she said, witli a shrug of her lean foreign shoulders. 
She led the way into the inhabited side of the house, ascended the 
stairs, and opened witli her key the door at the end of the passage, 
which communicated with the old Elizabethan rooms—door never 
previously used, in my time, at Blackwater Park. The rooms them¬ 
selves I knew well, having entered them myself, on various occasions 
from the other side of the house. Mrs. Rubelle stopped at the third 
door along the old gallery, handed me the key of it, with the key of the 
door of communication, and told me I should find Miss Halcombe in 
that room. Before 1 went in, 1 thought it desirable to make her under* 
stand that her attendance had ceased. Accordingly, I told her in plain 
words that the charge of the sick lady henceforth devolved entirely on 
myself. 

“lam glad to bear it, ma’am,” said Mrs. Rubelle. ** J want to go 
very much.” 
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Do you leave to-day ? ” I asked, to make sure of her. 

“ Now, that you have taken charge, ma’am, I leave in half an hour’s 
time. Sir Percival has kindly placed at my disposition the gardener, 
and the chaise, whenever I want them. I shall want them in half an 
hour’s time, to go to the station. I am packed up, in anticipation, 
already. I wish you good day, ma’am.” 

She dropped a brisk curtsey, and walked back along the gallery, 
humming a little tune, and keeping time to it cheerfully, with the 
nosegay in her hand. I am sincerely thankful to say, that was the last 
I saw of Mrs. Rubclle. 

When I went into the room. Miss Halcombe was asleep, I looked 
at her anxiously, as she lay in the dismal, high, old-fashioned bed. 
She was certainly not in any respect altered for the worse, since I had 
seen her last. She had not been neglected, I am bound to admit, in 
any way that I could perceive. The room was dreary and dusty, and 
dark; but the window (looking on a solitary courtyard at the back of 
the house) was opened to let in the fresh air, and all that could be 
done to make the place comfortable had been done. The whole 
cruelty of Sir Pcrcival’s deception had fallen on poor Lady Clyde, 
The only ill-usage which either he or Mrs. Rubelle had inflicted on 
Miss Halcombe, consisted, so far as I could see, in the first offence of 
hiding her away. 

I stole back, leaving the sick lady still peacefully asleep, to give the 
gardener instructions about bringing the doctor, I begged the man, 
after he had taken Mrs. Rubelle to the station, to drive round by Mr. 
Dawson’s, and leave a message in my name, asking him to caU and see 
me. I knew he would come on my account, and I knew he would 
remain when he found Count Fosco had left the house. 

In due course of time, the gardener returned, and said that he had 
driven round by Mr. Dawson’s residehcc, after leaving Mrs. Rubelle 
at the station. The doctor sent me word that he was poorly in health 
himself, but that he would call, if possible, the next morning. 

Having delivered his message, the gardener was about to withdraw, 
but I stopped him to request that he would come back before dark, and 
sit up, that night, in one of the empty bedrooms, so as to be within 
call, in case I wanted him. He understood readily enough my unwill¬ 
ingness to be left alone all night, in the most desolate part of that 
desolate house, and we arranged t^t he should come in bet^veen eight 
and nine. 

He came punctually; and I found cause to be thankful that I had 
adopted the precaution of calling him in. Before midnight. Sir 
PercivaPs strange temper broke out in the most violent and most 
alarming manner; and if the gardener had not been on the spot to 
pacify him on the instant, I am afraid to think what might have 
happened. 

Almost ail the afternoon and evening, he had been walking about 
the house and grounds in an unsettled, excitable manner ; having, in 
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all probability, as I thought, taken an excessive quantity of at his 
solitary dinner. However that may be, I heard hus voice calling loudly 
and angrily, in the new wing of the house, as I was taking a turn back¬ 
wards and forwards along the gallery, the last thing at night. The 
gardener immediately ran down to him; and I closed the door of 
communication, to keep the alarm, if possible, from reaching Miss 
Halcombc’s ears. It was full half an hour before the ^rdener came 
back. He declared that his master was quite out of his senses—not 
through the excitement of drink, as I had supposed, but through a 
kind of panic or frenzy of mind, for which it was impossible to account. 
He had found Sir Percival waling backwards and forwards by himself 
in tlic ball; swearing, with every appearance of the most violent passion 
that he would not stop another minute alone in such a dungeon as his 
own house, and that he would take the first stage of his journey im¬ 
mediately, in the middle of the night. The gardener, on approaching 
him, had been hunted out, with oaths and threats, to get the horse and 
chaise ready instantly. In a quarter of an hour Sir Percival had joined 
him in tlic yard, had jumped into tlic chaise, and, lashing the horse 
into a gallop, had driven himself avay, with his face as pale as ashes in 
the moonlight. The gardener had heard him shouting and cursing at 
the lodge-keeper to get up and open the gate—had heard the wheels 
roll furiously on again, in the still night, when the gate was unlocked— 
and knew no more. 

The next day, or a day or two after, I forget which, the chaise was 
brought back from Knowlesbury, our nearest town, by the ostler at 
the old inn. Sir Percival had stopped there, and had afterwards left 
by the train—for what destination the man could not tell. I never 
received any further information, cither from himself or from any one 
else, of Sir Pcrcival’s proceedings; and I am not even aware, at this 
moment, whether he is in England or out of it. He and 1 have not met, 
since he drove away, like an escaped criminal, from his own house j 
and it is my fervent hope and prayer that we may never meet again. 

My own part of this sad family story is now drawing to an end. 

I have been informed that the particulars of Miss Halcombe’s 
waking, and of what passed between us when she found me sitting by 
her bedside, are not material to the purpose which is to be answered 
by the present narrative. It will be sufficient for me to say, in this 
place, that she was not herself conscious of the means adopted to remove 
her from the inhabited to the uninhabited part of the house. She was 
in a deep sleep at the time, whether naturally or artificially produced 
she could not say. In my absence at Torquay, and in the absence of 
all the resident servants, except Margaret Porcher (who was perpetually 
eating, drinking, or sleeping when she was not at work), the secret 
transfer of Miss Halcombe from one part of the house to the other was 
no doubt easily performed. Mrs. Rubelle (as I discovered for mys^, 
in looking about the room), had provisions, and all other necessaries. 
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together with the means of heating water, broth, and so on, witliout 
kindling a fire, placed at her disposal during the few days of her im¬ 
prisonment with the sick lady. She had declined to answer the ques¬ 
tions which Miss Halcombe naturally put; but had not. in other 
respects, treated her witli unkindness or neglect. The disgrace of 
lending herself to a vile deception is the only disgrace with which I can 
conscientiously charge Mrs. Rubelle. 

I need write no particulars (and I am relieved to know it) of the 
effect produced on Miss Halcombe by tlie news of Lady Clyde’s de¬ 
parture, or by the far more melancholy tidings which reached us only 
too soon afterwards at Blackwater Park. In both cases, I prepared 
her mind beforehand as gently and as carefully as possible ; having the 
doctor’s advice to guide me, in the last case only, through Mr. Dawson’s 
being too unwell to come to the house for some days after I had sent 
for him. It was a sad time, a time which it afflicts me to think of, or 
to write of, now. The precious blessings of religious consolation which 
I endeavoured to convey, were long in reaching Miss Halcombe’s 
heart; but I hope and believe they came home to her at last. I never 
left her till her strength was restored. The train which took me away 
from that miserable house was the train which took her away also. We 
parted very mournfully in London. I remained witli a relative at 
Islington ; and she went on to Mr. Fairlie’s hou.se in Cumberland. 

I have only a few lines more to write, before I close this painful 
statement. They are dictated by a sense of duty. 

In the first place, I wish to record my own personal conviction that 
no blame whatever, in connexion with the events which I have now 
related, attaches to Count Fosco. I am informed that a dreadful 
suspicion has been raised, and that some very serious constructions are 
placed upon his lordship’s conduct. My persuasion of tiie Count’s 
innocence remains, however, quite unshaken. If he assisted Sir 
Percival in sending me to Torquay, he assisted under a delusion, for 
which, as a foreigner and a stranger, he was not to blame. If he was 
concerned in bringing Mrs. RubcUe to Blackwater Park, it was his 
misfortune and not his fault, when that foreign person was base enough 
to assist a deception planned and carried out by the master of the house. 
1 protest, in the interests of morahty, against blame being gratuitously 
and wantonly attached to the proceedings of the Count. 

In the second place, I desire to express my regret at my own inability 
to remember the precise day on which Lady Clyde left Blackwater 
Park for London. I am told that it is of the last importance to ascertain 
the exaa date of that lamentable journey j and I have anxiously taxed 
my memory to recall it. The effort has been in vain. I can only 
remember now that it was towards the laner part of July. We ail 
know the difficulty, after a lapse of time, of fixing precisely on a past 
date, unless it has been previously written down. That difficulty is 
greatly increased, in my case, by the alarming and confusing events 
which took place about the period of Lady Clyde’s departure. I 
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heartily wish I had made a memorandum at the time. I heartily wish 
my memory of the date was as vivid as my memory of that poor lady’s 
face, when it looked at me sorrowfully for ^e last time from the carriage 
window. 


The Story continued in several Narratives 

1 . The Narrative of Hester Pinhorn, Cook in the Service of Count Tosco 

[Taken dovm from her own statement] 

I AM sorry to say tliat I have never learnt to read or write. I have 
been a hard-workang woman all my life, and have kept a good character. 

I know that it is a sin and wickedness to say the thing which is not; 
and I will truly beware of doing so on this occasion. All that I know, 

I will tell; and I humbly beg the gentleman who takes this down to 
put my language right as he goes on, and to make allow'ances for my 
being no scholar. 

In this last summer, I happened to be out of place (through no fault 
of my own); and I heard of a situation as plain cook, at Number Five, 
Forest-Road, St. John’s Wood. I took the place, on trial. My 
master’s name was Fosco. My mistress w'as an English lady. He was 
Count and she was Countess. There was a girl to do housemaid’s 
work, when I got there. She w'as not over clean or tidy—but there 
was no harm in her. I and she were the only servants in the house. 

Our master and mistress came after we got in. And, as soon as they 
did come, we were told, down-stairs, that company was expected from 
the country. 

The company was my mistress’s niece, and the back bedroom on the 
first floor was got ready for her. My mistress mentioned to me that 
Lady Clyde (that was her name) was in poor hcaltli, and that I must 
be particular in my cooking accordingly. She was to come that day, 
as well as I can remember—but, whatever you do, don’t trust nty 
mcmor>’ in the matter. I am sorry to say it’s no use asking me about 
days of the months, and such-like. Except Sundays, half my time I 
take no heed of them ; being a hard-worWng woman and no scholar. 
All 1 know is, Lady Clyde came; and, when she did come, a fine 
fright she gave us all, surely. I don’t know how master brought her 
to the house, being hard at work at the dme. But he did bring her, in 
tire afternoon, I think ; and the housemaid opened the door to them, 
and showed them into the parlour. Before she had been long do\vn in 
the kitchen again with me, we heard a hurry-skurry, up-stairs, and the 
parlour bell ringing like mad, and my mistress’s voice calling out for 
help. 

We both ran up ; and there we saw the lady laid on the sofe, with 
her face ghastly white, and her hands fast clenched, and her head drawn 
down to one side. She had been taken with a sudden fright, my 
mistress said ; and master he told us she was in a fit of convulsions. I 
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ran out, knowing the neighbourhood a little better than the re>.t of 
them, to fetch the nearest doctor’s help. J'hc nearest help was at 
Goodricke’s and Garth’s, who worked together as t'artner«, and had a 
good name and connexion, as I have heard, all round St. John’s Wood. 
Mr. Goodricke was in ; and he c'ame back with me direoiiy. 

It was some time before he could make himself of much u^e. I'hc 
poor unfortunate lady fell out of one ht into another—and went on so, 
till she was quite wearied out, and as helpless as a new-born babe. W'c 
then got her to bed. Mr. Goodricke went away to liis house for 
medicine, and came back again in a quarter of an hour or less. Besides 
the medicine he brought a bit of hollow mahogany wood with him, 
shaped like a kind of trumpet; and, after waiting a little while, he put 
one end over the lady’s heart and tlte other to iiis car, and listened 
carefully. 

^Tien he had done, he says to my mistress, who was in the room, 
“ This is a very serious case,” he says ; “ I recommend you to write to 
Lady Glyde’s friends directly.” My misa-ess says to him, Is it 
heart-disease ? ” And he says, “ Yes; heart-disease of a most 
dangerous kind.” He told her exactly what he thought was the 
matter, which 1 was not clever enough to understand. But I know 
this, he ended by saying that he was afraid neither his help nor any 
other doctor’s help was likely to be of much service. 

My mistress took this ill news more quietly tiian my master. He 
was a big, fat, odd sort of elderly man, who kept birds and white mice, 
and spoke to them as if they were so many Christian children, lie 
seemed terribly cut up by what had happened. “ Ah ! poor Lady 
Glyde! poor dear Lady Clyde I ” he says—and went stalking about, 
wringing his fat hands more like a play-actor than a gentleman. For 
one question my mistress asked the doctor about the lady’s chance of 
getting round, he asked a good fifty at least. I declare he quite tor¬ 
mented us all—and, when he was quiet at last, out he went into tlie bit 
of ^ack garden, picking trumpery little nosegays, and asking me to 
take them up-stairs and make the sick-room look pretty with them. 
As if that did any good ! I think he must have been, at times, a little 
soft in his head. But he was not a bad master; he had a monstrous 
dvil tongue of his own ; and a jolly, easy, coaxing w’ay with him. I 
liked him a deal better than my mistress. She was a hard one, if ever 
there was a hard one yet. 

Towards night-time, the lady roused up a little. She had been so 
wearied out, before that, by the convulsions, that she never stirred hand 
or foot, or .spoke a word to anybody. She moved in the bed now ; 
and stared about her at the room and us in it. She must have been a 
nice-looking lady, when well, witli light hair, and blue eyes, and all tliat. 
Her rest was troubled at night—at least so I heard from my mistress, 
who sat up alone with her. I only went in once before going to bed, 
to sec if I could be of any use ; and then she was talking to herself, in a 
confused, rambling mann er. She seemed to want sadly to spe^ to 
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somebody, who was absent from her somewhere. 1 couldn’t catch the 
name the first time ; and the second time master knocked at the door, 
with his regular mouthful of questions, and another of his trumpery 
nosegays. 

\^’hcn I went in, early the next morning, the lady was clean worn out 
again, and lay in a kind of faint sleep. Mr. Goodrickc brought his 
partner, Mr. Garth, with liim to advise. They said she must not be 
disturbed out of her rest, on any account. They asked my mistress a 
many questions, at the other end of the room, about what the lady’s 
health had been in past times, and who had attended her, and whcAer 
she had ever suffered much and long together under distress of mind. 

I remember my mistress said, “ Yes,” to that last question. And Mr. 
Goodricke looked at Mr. Garth, and shook his head; and Mr. Garth 
looked at Air. Goodrickc, and shook his head. They seemed to th i nk 
that the distress might have something to do with the mischief at the 
lady’s heart. She was but a frail thing to look at, poor creature ! Very 
little strength, at any time, I should say—very little strength. 

Later on the same morning, when she awoke, the lady took a sudden 
turn, and got seemingly a great deal better. I was not let in again to 
see her, no more was the housemaid, for the reason that she was not to 
be disturbed by strangers. What I heard of her being bencr was through 
my master. He was in wonderful good spirits about the change, and 
looked in at the kitchen window from the garden, with his great big 
curly-brimmcd W’hitc hat on, to go out. 

” Good Mrs. Cook,” says he, “ Lady Glyde is better. My mind is 
more easy than it was ; and I am going out to stretch my big legs with 
a sunny little summer walk. Shall I order for you, shall I market for 
you, Mrs. Cook ? What are you making there.? A nice tart for dinner ? 
Much crust, if you please—much crisp crust, my dear, that melts and 
crumbles delicious in the mouth.” That was his way. He was past 
sixty, and fond of pastry. Just think of that! 

The doctor came again in the forenoon, and saw for himself that 
Lady Glyde had woke up better. He forbid us to talk to her, or to let 
her talk to us, in case she was that way disposed; saying she must be 
kept quiet before all things, and encouraged to sleep as much as possible. 
She did not seem to want to talk whenever I saw her—except over¬ 
night, when I couldn’t make out what she was saying—she seemed too 
much worn down. Mr. Goodricke was not nearly in such good spirits 
about her as master. He said nothing when he came down-stairs, 
except that he would call again at five o’clock. 

About that time (which was before master came home ag^), the 
bell rang hard from the bedroom, and my mistress ran out into the 
landing, and called to me to go for Mr. Goodricke, an^d tell him the lady 
had fainted. I got on my bonnet and shawl, when, as good luck would 
have it, the doctor Hims elf came to the house for his promised visit. 

I let him in, and went up-stairs along with him. “ Lady Glyde was 
just as usual,” says my mistress to him at the door; ** she was awake, 
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and looking about her, in a strange, forlorn manner, when I heard her 
give a sort of half cry, and she fainted in a moment.” The doctor 
went up to the bed, and stooped down over the sick lady. He looked 
very serious, all on a sudden, at the sight of her ; and put his hand on 
her heart. 

My mistress stared hard in Mr. Goodricke’s face. “ Not dead ! ” 
says she, whispering, and turning all of a tremble from head to foot. 

“Yes,” says the doctor, very quiet and grave. “Dead. I was 
afraid it would happen suddenly, when I examined her heart yesterday. ’ ’ 
My mistress stepped back from the bedside, while he was speaking, 
and trembled and trembled again. “ Dead I ” she whispers to herself; 
“ dead so suddenly! dead so soon ! What will the Count say ? ” 
Mr. Goodricke advised her to go down-stairs, and quiet herself a little. 
“ You have been sitting up all night,” says he ; “ and your nerves are 
shaken. This person,” says he, meaning me, “ this person wdl stay in 
the room, till I can send for the necessary assistance.” My mistress 
did as he told her. “ I must prepare the Count,” siie says. “ I must 
carefully prepare the Count.” And so she left us, shaking from head 
to foot, and went out. 

Your master is a foreigner,” says Mr. Goodricke, when my mistress 
had left us. “ Docs he imderstand about registering the death ? ” 
" I can’t rightly tell, sir,” says I; “ but I should think not.” The 
doctor considered a minute; and then says he, “ I don’t usually do 
such things,” says he, “ but it may save the family trouble in this case, 
if I register the death myself. I shall pass the district office in half an 
hour s time i and I can easily look in. Mention, if you please, that I 
will do so.” “Yes, sir,” says I, “with thanks. I’m sure, for your 
kindness in thinking of it.” “ You don’t mind staying here till I ran 
send you the proper person ? ” says he. “ No, sir,” says I; “ I’ll stay 
with the poor lady, rill then. I suppose nothing more could be done, 
sir, than was done ? ” says I. " No,” says he, “ nothing; she must 
have suffered sadly before ever I saw her : the case was hopeless when 
I was called in.” “ Ah, dear me ! we all come to it, sooner, or later 
don t we, sir ? ” says I. He gave no answer to that j he didn’t seem 
to rare about talking. He said, ” Good day,” and went out. 

I stopped by the bedside from that time, till the rime when Mr 
Goodneke sent the person in, as he had promised. She was, by name, 
J^e Gould. I considered her to be a respectable-looking woman. 
She imde no remarlf, except to say that she understood what was 
w^ted of her, and that she had winded a taiany of them in her time. 

How master bore the news, when he first heard it, is more than I can 
tcU; not havmg been present. When I did see him, he looked awfully 
over«»me by it, to be sure. He sat quiet in a comer, with his fat hands 
hangmg over his thick knees, and his head down, and his eyes looked at 
nothmg. He seemed not so much sorry, as scared and dazed like, by 
what had ^ppened. My mistress managed all that was to be done 
about the funeral. It must have cost a sight of money ; the coffin, in 
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panicular, being most beautiful. The dead ladj’^s husband was away, 
as we heard, in foreign parts. But my mistress (being her aunt) scttl^ 
it witlt her friends in the country (Cumberland, I think) that she should 
be buried there, in tlie same grave along with her mother. Everything 
was done handsomely, in respect of tlic funeral, I say again ; and master 
went dowTi to attend the burying in the country himself. He looked 
grand in liis deep mourning, with liis big solemn face, and his slow 
walk, and his broad hat-band—that he did ! 

In conclusion, I have to say, in answer to questions put to me : 

(1) That neither I nor my fellow-servant ever saw my master give 
Lady Glydc any medicine himself. 

( 2 ) That he was never, to my knowledge and belief, left alone in ilic 
room with Lady Glydc. 

( 3 ) That I am not able to say what caused the sudden fright, wltich 
my mistress informed me had seized the lady on her first coming into 
the house. The cause was never explained, eitlier to me or to my 
fclIow-scr\’ant. 

The above statement has been read over in my presence. I have 
nothing to add to it, or to take away from it., I say, on my oath as a 
Quistian woman, This is the truth. 

(Signed) Hester Pinhorn, Her -f Mark. 

2 . The Narrative of the Doctor 

To the Registrar of the Sub-District in which the under-mentioned 
death look place.—I hereby certify that I attended Lady Glydc, aged 
Twenty-One last Birthday j that I last saw her on Thursday the 25 th 
July, 1850 ; that she died on the same day at No. 5 , Forest Road, St. 
John’s Wood ; and that the cause of her death was, Aneurism. Duration 
of Disease, not known. 

(Signed) Alfred Goodricke. 

Prof]. Tide. M.R.C.S. Ertg.y L.S.A. 

Address. 12 , Croydon GardenSy 
St. John's Wood. 

3 . The Narrative of Jane Gould 

I WAS the person sent in by Mr. Goodricke to do what was right and 
needful by the remains of a lady, who had died at the house named in 
the certificate which precedes this. I found thC body in charge of the 
servant, Hester Pinhorn. * I remained with it, and prepared it, at the 
proper time, for the grave. It was laid in the coffin, in my presence; 
and I afterwards saw the coffin screwed down, previous to its removal. 
When that liad been done, and not before, 1 received what was due to 
me, and left the house. 1 refer persons who may wish to investigate 
my character to Mr. Goodricke. He will bear witness that I can be 
trusted to tell the truth. 


(Signed) Jane Gould. 
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4 . The Narrative of the Tombstone 

Sacred to the Memory of Laura> Lady Clyde, wife of Sir Perciva! 
Clyde, Bart., of Blackwatcr Park, Hampshire; and daughter of the 
late PhDip Fairlie, Esq., of Limmeridgc House, in this parish. Born, 
March 27th, 1829; married, December 22nd, 1849; died July 25th, 
1850. 

5 . The Narrative of Waller Hariright 

Early in the summer of 1850 , I, and my surviving companions, left 
the wilds and forests of Central America for home. Arrived at the coast 
we took ship there for England. The vessel was wrecked in the Culf 
of Mexico ; I was among the few saved from the sea. It was my third 
escape from peril of death. Death by disease, death by the Indians, 
death by drowning—all three had approached me; all three had 
passed me by. 

The survivors of tlie wreck were rescued by an American vessel, 
bound for Liverpool. The ship reached her port on tlie iltirteenth 
day of October, 1850. We landed late in the afternoon ; and I arrived 
in London the same night. 

These pages are not the record of my wanderings and my dangers 
away from home. The motives which led me from my country and 
my friends to a new world of adventure and peril are known. From 
that self-imposed exile I came back, as I had hoped, prayed, believed 
I should come back—a changed man. In ilie waters of a new life I 
bad tempered my nature afresh. In the stern school of extremity and 
d^ger my will had learnt to be strong, my heart to be resolute, my 
mind to rely on itself. I had gone out to fly from my owm future. I 
came back to face it, as a man should. 

To face it with that inevitable suppression of myself, which I knew 
it would demand from me. 1 had parted with the worst bitterness of 
the past, but not with my heart’s remembrance of the sorrow and the 
tenderness of that memorable time. I had not ceased to feel the one 
irreparable disappointment of my life—1 bad only learnt to bear it. 
Laura Fairlie was in all my thoughts when the ship bore me away, and 
I looked my last at England. Laura Fairlie was in all my thoughts 
when the ship brought me back, and the mor nin g light showed the 
friendly shore in view. 

My pen traces the old letters as my heart goes back to the old love. 

I write of her as Laura Fairlie still. It is hard to think of her, it is 
hard to speak of her, by her husband’s name. 

There are no more words of explanation to add, on my appearing for 
the second time in these pages. This narrative, if I have the strength 
and courage to write it, may now go on. 

My first anxieties and first hopes, when the morning came, centred 
in my mother and my sister. I felt the necessity of preparing them for 
the joy and surprise of my return, after an absence, during which it had 
11 
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been impossible for them to receive any tidings of me for months past. 
Early in the morning, I sent a letter to the Hampstead Cottage i and 
followed it myself in an hour’s time. 

When tlie first meeting was over, when our quiet and composure 
of other days began gradually to return to us, I saw something in my 
mother’s face which told me that a secret oppression lay heavy on her 
heart.^ There was more than love—there w’as sorrow’ in tlic anxious 
eyes that looked on me so tenderly ; there was pity in the kind hand 
that slowly and fondly strengthened its hold on mine. Wc had no 
concealments from each other. She knew’ how the hope of my life 
had been W’recked—she knew’ why I had left her. It was on my lips 
to ask as composedly as I could if any letter had come for me from Aliss 
Halcombc—if there was any news of her sister that I might hear. 
But, when I looked in my mother’s face, I lost courage to put the 
question even in that guarded form. I could only say, doubtmgly 
and rcstrainedly, 

“ You have something to tell me.” 

My sister, who had been sitting opposite to us, rose suddenly, with¬ 
out a word of explanation—rose, and left the room. 

Aly mother moved closer to me on the sofa, and put her arms round 
my neck. Those fond arms trembled ; the tears flowed fast over the 
faithful loving face. 

“ Walter ! ” she whispered*—“ my own darling ! my heart is heavy 
for you. Oh, my son ! my son ! try to remember that I am still lea ! ’* 

My head sank on her bosom. She had said all, in saying those words* 


It was the morning of the third day since my return—the morning 
of the sixteenth of October. 

I had remained w'ith them at the cottage; I had tried hard not to 
embitter the happiness of my return, to them, as it was embittered to 
me. I had done all man could to rise aaer the shock, and accept my 
life resignedly—to let my great sorrow come in tenderness to my heart, 
and not in despair. It was useless and hopeless. No tears soothed 
my aching eyes ; no relief came to me from my sister’s sympathy or 
my mother’s love. 

On that third morning, I opened my heart to them. At last the 
words passed my lips which I had longed to speak on the day when my 
mother told me of her death. 

“ Let me go away alone, for a little while,” I said. “ I shall bear it 
better when I have looked once more at the place where I first saw her 
—when I have knelt and prayed by the grave where they have laid her 
to rest.” 

I departed on my journey—my journey to the grave of Laura Fairlie. 

It was a quiet autumn afternoon, when I stopped at the solitary 
station, and set forth alone, on foot, by the well-remembered road. 
The waning sim was shining faintly through thin white clouds; the air 
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was warm and still; tlie peacefulness of the lonely country was over¬ 
shadowed and saddened by the influence of the falling year. 

I reached the moor ; I stood again on the brow of the hill; I looked on, 
along the path—and there were the familiar garden trees in the distance, 
the clear sweeping semicircle of the drive, liie high white walls of 
Limmeridge House. The changes and changes, the wanderings and 
dangers of months and months past, all shrank and shrivelled to 
nothing in my mind. It was like yesterday, since my feet had last 
trodden the fragrant healthy ground ! I thought I should see her 
coming to meet me, with her little straw hat shading her face, her 
simple dress fluttering in the air, and her well-filled sketch-book ready 
in her hand. 

Oh, Death, thou hast thy sting ! Oh, Grave, thou hast thy victory ! 

I turned aside ; and there below me, in die glen, was the lonesome 
grey church; the porch where I had waited for the coming of the 
woman in white; the hills encircling the quiet burial-ground ; the 
brook bubbling cold over its stony bed. There was the marble cross, 
fair and white, at the head of the tomb—the tomb tliat now rose over 
mother and daughter alike. 

I approached the grave. I crossed once more the low stone stile, 
and bared my head as I touched the sacred ground. Sacred to genUc- 
ness and goodness; sacred to reverence and grief. 

I stopped before the pedestal from which the cross rose. On one 
side of it, on the side nearest to me, the newly-cut inscription met my 
eyes—the hard, clear, cruel black letters which told the story of her life 
and death. I tried to read them. I did read, as far as the name. 

“ Sacred to the Memory of Laura-” The kind blue eyes dim witli 

tears ; the fair head drooping wearily; the innocent parting words 
which implored me to leave her—oh, for a happiei* last memory of her 
than this; the memory I took away with me, the memory I bring back 
with me to her grave I 

A second time I tried to read the inscription. I saw, at the end, the 
date of her death ; and above it- 

Above it, there were lines on the marble, there was a name among 
them, which disturbed my thoughts of her. I went round to the other 
side of the grave, where there was nothing to read—nothing of earthly 
vileness to force its way between her spirit and mine. 

I knelt down by the tomb. I laid my hands, I laid my head, on the 
broad white stone, and closed my weary eyes on the earth around, on 
the light above. I let her come back to me. Oh, my love ! my love ! 
my heart may speak to you now ! It is yesterday again, since we 
parted—yesterday, since your dear hand lay in mine—yesterday, since 
my eyes looked their last on you. My love ! my love ! 

« • • • • 

Time had flowed on; and Silence had fallen, like thick night, over 
its course. 

The first sound that came, after the heavenly peace, rustled faintly. 
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like a pas -ing breath of air> over the grass of the burial-ground. 1 
heard it nearing me slowly, unnl it came changed to my ear—came like 
footsteps moving onward—then stopped. 

I looked up. 

1 lie sunset was near at hand. The clouds had parted ; the slanting 
light fell mellow over the lulls. The last of the day was cold and clear 
and still in the quiet valley of the dead. 

Beyond me, in the burial-ground, standing togctlicr in the cold 
clearness of the lower light, I saw nvo women. They were looking 
towards tlie tomb ; looldng towards ine. 

T wo. 

They carnc a little on ; and stopped again. Their veils were down, 
and hid tlicir faces from me. When they stopped, one of them raised her 
veil. In the still evening light, I saw tiic face of Marian Halcombe. 

Changed, changed as it years had passed over it! The eyes large 
and wild, and looking at me with a strange terror in them. The face 
worn and wasted piteously. Pain and fear and grief written on her 
as with a brand. 

I look one step towards her from the grave. She never moved——she 
never spoke. The veiled woman with her cried out faintly. I stopped. 
The springs of my life fell low ; and the shuddering of an unutterable 
dread crept over me from head to foot. 

The woman with the veiled face moved away from her companion, 
and came towards me slowly. Left by herself, standing by herself, 
Marian Halcombe spoke. It w’as the voice that I remembered—the 
voitx not changed, like the frightened eyes and the wasted face. 

My dream ! my dream ! *’ I heard her say those words softly, in 
the 3wful silence* She s^nk on her knees, and raised her clasped hands 
to heaven. “ Father! strengthen him. Father! help him, in his 
hour of need.” 

The woman came on ; slowly and silently came on. I looked at her 
—at her, at none other, from that moment. 

The voice that was praying for me faltered and sank low—then rose 

on a sudden, and called affrightedly, called despairingly to me to come 
away. 

But the veiled woman had possession of me, body and soul. She 
stopped on one side of the grave. We stood face to face wih the tomb¬ 
stone bctu’ccn us. She tvas close to the inscription on the side of the 
pcde.stal. Her gown touched the black leners. 

„ voice c^e nearer, and rose and rose more passionately still. 

• don’t look at her ! Oh, for God’s sake, spare 

The woqian lifted her veil. 

“ Sacred to the Memory of Laura, Lady Glyde_” 

Laura, Lady Glyde, was standing by the inscription, and was looking 
at me over the grave. 


Part the Third 


The Story continued by Walter Hartrjcht 

1 

I OPEN a new page. I advance my narrative by one week. 

The-history of the inter\'a! which I tlius pass over must remain un¬ 
recorded. My heart turns faint, my mind sinks in darkness and con¬ 
fusion when I think of it. This must not be, if I, w-ho write, am to 
guide, as I ought, you who read. This must not be, if the clue that 
leads through the windings of the Story is to remain, from end to end, 
untangled in my hands. 

A Ufe suddenly changed—its whole purpose created afresh ; its 
hopes and fears, its struggles, its interests, and its sacrifices, all turned 
at once and for ever into a new direction—this is tlic prospect which 
now opens before me, like the burst of view from a mountain’s top. I 
left my narrative in the quiet shadow of Limmeridge church; I 
resume it, one week later, in the stir and turmoil of a London street. 

The street is in a populous and a poor neighbourhood. The ground 
floor of one of the houses in it is occupied by a small newsvendor’s 
shop ; and the first floor and the second are let as furnished lodgings 
of the humblest kind. 

I have taken those two floors in an assumed name. On the upper 
floor I live, with a room to work in, a room to sleep in. On the lower 
floor, under the same assumed name, uvo women live, who are described 
as my sisters. I get my bread by drawing and engraving on wood, for 
^e cheap periodicals. My sisters arc supposed to help me by taking 
in a little needlework. Our poor place of abode, our humble calling, 
our assumed relationship, and our assumed name, arc all used alike as 
a means of hiding us in house-forest of London. We arc numbered 
no longer with the people whose lives are open and known. I am an 
obscure, tmnodeed man, without patron or friend to help me. Marian 
Halcombe is nothing now, but my eldest sister, who provides for our 
household wants by the toil of her own hands. We two, in the estima¬ 
tion of others, arc at once the dupes and the agents of a daring imposture. 
Wc are supposed to be the accomplices of mad Anne Catherick, who 
claims the name, the place, and Ae living personality of dead Lady 
Clyde. 

That is our situation. That is the changed aspect in which we 
three must appear, henceforth, in this narrative, for many and many a 
page to come. 

In the eyes of reason and of law, in the estimation of relatives and 
friends, according to every received formality of civilised society, 
“ Laura, Lady Clyde,” lay buried with her mother in Limmeridge 
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churchyard. Torn in her own lifetime from the list of the living, 
the daughter of Philip Fairlic and the wife of Percival Clyde might 
still cxiM for her sister, might still exist for me, but to all the world 
besides she was dead. Dead to her uncle, who had renounced her; 
dead to the scn.’arts of the house, who had failed to recognise her; 
dead to tlic persons in authority, who had transmined her fortune to 
her husband and her aunt ; dead to my mother and my sister, who 
believed me to be the dupe of an adventuress and the victim of a fraud ; 
socially, morally, legally—dead. 

And yet alive ! Alive in poverty and in hiding. Alive, with the 
poor drawing master to fight her battle, and to win the way back for her 
to her place in the world of living beings. 

Did no suspicion excited by my owm knowledge of Anne Cathcrick’s 
resemblance to her cross my mind, when her face was first re¬ 
vealed to me ? Not the shadow of a suspicion, from the moment 
when she lifted her veil by the side of the inscription which recorded 
her death. 

Before the sun of that day had set, before the last glimpse of the 
home which was closed against her had passed from our view, the fare¬ 
well words I spoke, when we parted at Limmeridge House, had been 
recalled by both of us ; repeated by me, recognised by her. “ If ever 
the time comes, when the devotion of my whole heart and soul and 
strength will give you a moment’s happiness, or spare you a moment’s 
sorrow, will you try to remember the poor drawing-master who has 
taught you ? ” She, who now remembered so little of the trouble and 
terror of a later time, remembered those words, and laid her poor head 
innocently and trustingly on the bosom of the man who had spoken 
them. In that moment, when she called me by my name, when she 
said, “ Tlicy have tried to make me forget cvciyihing, Walter ; but I 
remember Marian, and I remember you ”—in that moment, I, who had 
long since given her my love, gave her my life, and thanked God it was 
mine to bestow on her. Yes ! the time had come. .From thousands 
on thousands of miles away ; through forest and w'ildcmcss, where 
companions stronger than I had fallen by my side ; through peril of 
death tliricc renewed, and thrice escaped, the Hand that leads men on 
the dark road to the future, had led me to meet that time. Forlorn and 
disowned, sorely tried and sadly changed ; her beauty faded, her mind 
clouded ; robbed of her station in the world, of her place among living 
creatures—the devotion I had promised, the devotion of my whole 
heart and soul and strength might be laid blamelessly, now, at those 
dear feet. In the right of her calamity, in the right of her fricndlcssncss, 
she was mine at last! Mine to support, to protect, to cherish, to restore. 
Mine to love and honour as father and brotlier botli. Mine to vindicate 
through all risks and all sacrifices—through the hopeless struggle 
against Rank and Power, through tlie long fight with armed deceit and 
fortified Success, tlirough the waste of my reputation, through the loss 
of my friends, through the hazard of my life. 
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II 

My position is defined ; my motives are acknowledged. The story of 
Marian and the story of Laura must come next. 

I shall relate both narrativesj not in the words (often interrupted, 
often inevitably confused) of the speakers themselves, but in the words 
of the brief, plain, studiously simple abstract which I committed to 
writing for my own guidance, and for the guidance of my legal adviser. 
So the tangled web will be most speedily and most intelligibly unrolled. 

The story of Marian begins, where the narrative of the housekeeper 
at Black\vater Park left off. 

On Lady Clyde’s departure from her husband’s house, the fact of 
that departure, and the necessary statement of the circumstances under 
which it had taken place, were communicated to Miss Halcombe by 
the housekeeper. It was not till some days afterwards (how many days 
exactly, Mrs. Michelson, in the absence of any written memorandum 
on the subject, could not undertake to say) that a letter arrived from 
Madame Fosco aimouncing Lady Clyde’s sudden death in Count 
Fosco’s house. The letter avoided mentioning dates, and left it to 
Mrs. Michelson’s discretion to break the news at once to Miss Hal¬ 
combe, or to defer doing so until that lady’s health should be more 
firmly established. 

Having consulted Mr. Dawson (who had been himself delayed, by 
ill health, in resuming his attendance at Blackwater Park), Mrs. 
Michelson, by the doctor’s advice, and in the doctor’s presence, com¬ 
municated the news, cither on the day when the letter was received, 
or on the day after. It is not necessary to dwell here upon the effect 
which the intelligence of Lady Clyde’s sudden death produced on her 
sister. It is only useful to the present purpose to say that she was not 
able to travel for more than three weeks aftenvards. At the end of that 
time she proceeded to London, accompanied by the housekeeper. 
They parted there; Mrs. Michelson previously informing Miss 
Halcombe of her address, in case they might wish to communicate at a 
future period. 

On parting with the housekeeper. Miss Halcombe went at once to 
the office of Messrs. Cilmore and Kyrle, to consult with the latter 
gentleman, in Mr. Cilmore’s presence. She mentioned to Mr. Kyrle, 
what she had thought it desirable to conceal from everyone else 
(Airs. Michelson included)—her suspicion of the circumstances under 
which Lady Clyde was said to have met her death. Mr. Kyrle, who 
had previously given friendly proof of his anxiety to serve Miss Hal¬ 
combe, at once undertook to make such inquiries as the delicate and 
dangerous nature of the investigation propos^ to him would permit. 

To exhaust this part of the subject before going farther, it may be 
here mentioned that Coimt Fosco offered every facility to Air, Kyrle, 
on that gentleman’s stating that he was sent by Aliss Halcombe to 
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collcci such particulars as had not reached her of Lady Clyde’s decease. 
Mr. Kyrle was placed in communication with the medical man, Mr. 
Goodricke, and with ilie nvo ser\'ants. In tlie absence of any means of 
asccnaining the exact date of Lady Clyde’s departure from Blackwatcr 
Park, the result of iJtc doctor’s and the servants’ evidence, and of the 
\oIuntcered statements of Count Fosco and his wife, was conclusive to 
the mmd of Mr. Kyrle. He could only assume that the intensity of 
Miss Halcombc’s sulTcring under the loss of her sister, had misled her 
ludgment in a most deplorable manner; and he wrote her word that 
die shocking suspicion to which she had alluded in his presence, was, 
in his opinion, destitute ol the smallest fragment of foundation in truth. 
1 hus the investigation by Mr. Gilmore’s partner began and ended. 

Meanwhile, Miss Halcombe had returned to Limmeridge House : and 
had there collected all the additional information she was able to obtain. 

Mr. Fairlic had received his first intimation of his niece’s death from 
his sister, Madame I'osco ; diis letter also not containing any exact 
reference to dates. He had sanctioned his sister’s proposal tliat the 
deceased lady should be laid in her motlicr’s grave in Limmeridge 
churchyard. Count Fosco had accompanied the remains to Cumber¬ 
land, and had attended the funeral at Limmeridge, which took place on 
the 3 oih of July. It was followed, as a mark of respect, by all the 
inhabitants of tlic village and the neighbourhood. On the next day, 
the inscription (originally drawn out, it was said, by the aunt of the 
deceased lady, and submitted for approval to her brother, Mr. Fairlic) 
was engraved on one side of the monument over tlie tomb. 

On the day of the funeral, and for one day after it, Count Fosco had 
been received as a guest at Limmeridge House; but no interview had 
taken place between Mr. Fairlic and himself, by the former gentleman's 
desire. They had communicated by writing; and, through tliis 
medium. Count Fosco had made Mr. Fairlie acquainted with the details 
of his niece’s last illness and dcatli. The letter presenting tliis informa¬ 
tion added no new facts to the facts already known ; but one very 
remarkable paragraph was contained in the postscript. It referred to 
Anne Cathcrick. 

The substance of the paragraph in question was as follows : 

It first informed Mr. Fairlic that Anne Catherick (of whom he 
might h^r full particulars from Aliss Halcombe when she reached 
Limmeridge) had been traced and recovered in the neighbourhood of 
Blackwatcr Park, Md had been, for the second time, placed under the 
charge of the medical man from whose custody she had once escaped* 

This was the first part of the postscript* The second part warned 
Mr. Fairlic tliat Anne Catherick*s mental malady had been aggravated 
by her long freedom from control; and that the insane hatred and 
distrust of Sir Pcrcival Glyde, which had been one of her most marked 
ddusions in former times^ still existed^ under a newly-acquired form* 

in connection with Sir Perdval, 
was the idea of annoying and distressing him, and of elevating herself. 
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as she supposed, in the estimation of ilie patients ami nurses, b'’ 
assuming the character of his deceased wii'e ; the scheme of tliis 
personation having evidently occurred to her, after a stolen interview 
which she had succeeded in obtaining with Lady Clyde, and at which 
s^be had observed the extraordinary accidental likeness between the 
deceased lady and herself. It was to the last degree improbable that 
she would succeed a second time in escaping from the Asylum ; but it 
was just possible she might find some means of annoying the late Lady 
Clyde’s relatives with letters; and, in that case, Mr. Fairlie was 
warned beforehand bow to receive them. 

The postscript, expressed in these terms, was shown to Miss Hal- 
combe, when she arrived at Limmeridge. There were also placed in 
her possession the clothes Lady Clyde had worn, and the other effects 
she had brought with her to her aunt’s house. They had been carefully 
collected and sent to Cumberland by iMadamc Fosco- 

Such was the posture of affairs when Miss Halcombc reached 
Limmeridge, in the early part of September. 

Shortly aftcr\vards, she was confined to her room by a relapse ; her 
weakened physical energies giving way under the severe mental afflic¬ 
tion from which she was now suffering. On getting stronger again, in 
a month 8 tune, her suspicion of the circumstances described as attend- 
mg her sister’s death, still remained unshaken. She had heard nothing, 
m the mter^, of Sir Pcrcival Clyde; but letters had reached her from 
Mad^e Fosco, making the most affectionate inquiries on the part of 
husband and herself. Instead of answering these letters, Miss 
H^combe caused the house in St. John’s Wood, and the proceedings 
or its mmates, to be privately watched. 

Nothing doubtful was discovered. The same result attended the 

next mvesrigations, which were secretly instituted on the subject of 

Mi 8. Rubellc. She had arrived in London, about six months before, 

wim her husband. They had come from Lyons ; and they had taken 

a house in neighbourhood of Leicester Square, to be fitted up as 

a boarding-house for foreigners, who were expected to visit England 

m large numbers to see the Exhibition of 1851. Nothing was known 

agan^t husband or wife> in the neighbourhood. They were quid 

^plc; and they had paid their way honestly up to the present time. 

Ihe final inquiries related to Sir Pcrcival Clyde. He was settled in 

^ns ; and living there quieUy in a small circle of English and French 
niends. 


Foded at all points, but still not able to resist. Miss Halcombe next 
ctermmed to visit the Asylum in which she then supposed Anne 
Catherick to be for the second time confined. She had felt a strong 
curiosity about the woman in former days; and she was nov/ doubly 
interested—first, in ascertaining whether the report of Anne Catherick’s 
attempted ^rsonation of Lady Clyde was true ; and, secondly (if it 
proved to be true), in discovering for herself what the poor creature’s 
real motives were for attempting the deceit. 
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Alihouph Count Fosco’s letter to Mr. Fairlic did not mention the 
address of the Asylum, that important omission cast no difficulties in 
Aliss Halcombe’s way. When Air. Hartright had met Anne Catherick 
at Limmeridge, she had informed him of the locality in which the house 
was situated ; and Miss Halcombc had noted down the direction in her 
diar\-, with all the other particulars of the interview, exactly as she heard 
tiiem from Mr. Hanright's own lips. Accordingly, she looked back 
at the entry, and extracted the address ; furnished herself with the 
Count’s letter to Mr. F'airlie, as a species of credential which might be 
useful to her; and started by herself for the Asylum, on the eleventh 
of October. 

She passed tlic night of the eleventh in London. It had been her 
intention to sleep at the house inhabited by Lady Clyde’s old governess ; 
but Mrs. Vcscy’s agitation at the sight of her lost pupil’s nearest and 
dearest friend was so distressing, that Miss Halcombe considerately 
refrained from remaining in her presence, and removed to a respectable 
boarding-house in the neighbourhood, recommended by Mrs. Vesey’s 
married sister. The next day, she proceeded to the Asylum, which 
was situated not far from London, on the northern side of the metropolis. 

She was immediately admitted to see ilic proprietor. 

At first, he appeared to be decidedly unwilling to let her communicate 
with his patient. But, on her showing him the postscript to Count 
I'osco’s letter—on her reminding him that she was the “ Miss Hal¬ 
combe ” there referred to ; that she was a near relative of the deceased 
Lady Clyde ; and that she was therefore naturally interested, for 
family reasons, in observing for herself the extent of Anne Catherick’s 
delusion, in relation to her laic sister—the ton* and manner of the 
ONSTicr of the Asylum altered, and he withdrew his objections. He 
probably felt that a continued refusal, under these circumstances, 
would not only be an act of discourtesy in itself, but would also imply 
that the proceedings in his establishment were not of a nature to bear 
investigation by respectable strangers. 

Miss Halcombc’s own impression was tliat tlie owner of the Asylum 
had not been received into the confidence of Sir Pcrcival and the Coimt. 
His consenting at all to let her visit his patient seemed to afford one 
proof of this, and his readiness in making admissions which could 
scarcely have escaped the lips of an accomplice, certainly appeared to 
furnish another. 

For example, in the course of the introductory conversation which 
took place, he informed Miss Halcombc tliat Anne Catherick had been 
brought back to him, with the necessary orders and certificates, by 
Count Fosco, on the twenty-seventh of July ; the Coimt also producing 
a letter of explanations and instructions, signed by Sir Pcrcival Clyde. 
On receiving his inmate again, the proprietor of the Asylum acknow¬ 
ledged tliat he had observed some curious personal changes in her. 
Such changes, no doubt, were not without precedent in his experience 
of persons mentally afflicted. Insane people were often, at one time. 
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outwardly as well as inwardly, unlike what they were at another; the 
change from better to worse, or from worse to better, in the madness, 
having a necessary' tendency to produce alterations of appearance 
externally. He allowed for these ; and he allowed also for the modi¬ 
fication in the form of Anne Cathcrick’s delusion, which was reflected, 
no doubt, in her manner and expression. But he was still pcrple.xcd, 
at times, by certain differences between his patient before she had 
escaped, and his patient since she had been brought back. Those 
differences were too minute to be described. He could not say, of 
course, that she was absolutely altered in height or shape or com¬ 
plexion, or in the colour of her hair and eyes, or in the general form of 
her face : the change was something that he felt, more than something 
that he saw. In short, the case had been a puzzle from the first, and 
one more perplexity was added to it now. 

It cannot be said that this conversation led to the result of even 
partially preparing Miss Halcombe’s mind for what was to come. But 
it produced, nevertheless, a very serious effect upon her. She was so 
completely unnerved by it, that some little time elapsed before she 
could summon composure enough to follow the proprietor of the 
Asylum to that part of the house in which the inmates were confined. 

On inquiry, it turned out that the supposed Aime Catherick was then 
taking exercise in the grounds attached to the establishment. One of 
the nurses volunteered to conduct Aliss Halcombe to the place ; the 
proprietor of the Asylum remaining in the house for a few minutes to 
anend to a case which required his services, and then engaging to join 
his visitor in the grounds. 

The nurse led Miss Halcombe to a distant part of the property, which 
was prettily laid out; and, after looking about her a little, turned into 
a turf walk, shaded by a shrubbery on citlicr side. About half way 
down this walk, two women were slowly approaching. The nurse 
pointed to them, and said, “ There is Anne Catherick, ma’am, with the 
attend^t who waits on her. The attendant will answer any questions 
you wish to put.” With those words the nurse left her to return to 
the duties of the house. 

Miss Halcombe advanced on her side, and the w'omcn advanced on 
theirs. When they were within a dozen paces of each other, one of the 
women stopped for an instant, looked eagerly at the strange lady, 
shook off the nurse’s grasp on her, and, the next moment, rushed into 
Aliss Halcombe’s arms. In that moment Aliss Halcombe recognised 
her sister—recognised the dead-alive. 

Fortunately for the success of the measures taken subsequently, no 
one was present, at that moment, but the nurse. She was a young 
woman i and. she was so startled that she was at first quite incapable of 
interfering. When she was able to do so, her whole services were 
required by Aliss Halcombe, who had for the moment sunk altogether 
in the effort to keep her own senses under the shock of the discovery. 
After waiting a few minutes in the fresh air and the cool shade, her 
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natural energy and courage helped her a little, and she became suffi¬ 
ciently mistress of herself to feel the necessity of recalling her presence 
of mind for her unfortunate sister's sake. 

She obtained permission to speak alone with the patient, on condition 
that they both remained well within the nurse’s view. There was no 
time for questions—there was only time for Miss Halcombc to impress 
on the unhappy lady the necessity of controlling herself, and to assure 
her of immediate help and rescue if she did so. The prospect of 
escaping from the Asylum by obedience to her sister’s directions, was 
sufficient to quiet Lady Clyde, and to make her understand what was 
required of her. Miss Halcombc next returned to the nurse, placed all 
the gold she then had in her pockets (three sovereigns) in the nurse’s 
hands, and asked when and where she could speak to her alone. 

The woman was at first surprised and distrustful. But, on Miss 
Halcombe’s declaring that she only wanted to put some questions 
which she was too much agitated to ask at that moment, and that she 
had no intention of misleading the nurse into any dereliction of duty, 
Uie woman took the money, and proposed three o’clock on the next day 
as the time for the interview. She might tlicn slip out for half an hour, 
after tlie patients had dined ; and she would meet the lady in a retired 
place, outside the high nortli wall which screened the grounds of the 
house. Miss Halcombc had only lime to assent, and to whisper to her 
sister that she should hear from her on the next day, when the pro¬ 
prietor of the Asylum joined them. He noticed his visitor’s agitation, 
which Miss Halcombc accounted for by saying that her interview with 
Anne C'aihcrick had a little startled her, at first. She took her leave 
as soon after as possible—that is to say, as soon as she could summon 
courage to force herself from the presence of her unfortunate sister. 

A very little reflection, when the capacity to reflect returned, con¬ 
vinced her that any nnempt to identify Lady Clyde and to rescue her 
by legal means, ^vould, even if successful, involve a delay that might 
be fatal to her sister’s intellects, which were shaken already by the 
horror of the situation to which she had been consigned. By the time 
Miss Halcombc liad got back to London, she had determined to effect 
Lady Clyde’s escape privately, by means of the nurse. 

She went at once to her stockbroker ; and sold out of the funds all 
the little property she possessed, amounting to rather less than seven 
hundred pounds. Determined, if necessary, to pay the price of her 
sister’s liberty with ever)' farthing she had in the world, she repaired 
die next day, having the whole sum about her, in bantootes, to her 
appointment outside the Asylum wall. 

The nurse was there. Miss Halcombe approached the subject 
cautiously by many preliminar}' questions. She discovered, among 
other particulars, that tlie nurse who had, in former times, attended 
on the true Anne Catherick, had been held responsible (although she 
w’as not to blame for it) for the patient’s escape, and had lost her place 
in consequence. The same penalty, it was added, would attach to the 
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person then speaking to her, if the supposed Anne Cathcrick was 
missing a second time; and, moreover, the nurse, in this case, had an 
especial interest in keeping her place. She was engaged to be married; 
and she and her future husband were wailing till they could save, 
together, between two and three hundred pounds to start in business. 
The nurse’s wages were good ; and she might succeed, by strict 
economy, in contributing her small share towards the sum required in 
two years’ time. 

On this hint Miss Halcombe spoke. She declared that the supposed 
Anne Catherick was nearly related to her ; that she had been placed in 
the Asylum under a fatal mistake; and that the nurse would be doing 
a good and a Christian action in being the means of restoring tlicm to 
one another. Before there was time to stan a single objection. Miss 
Halcombe took four bank-notes of a hundred pounds each from her 
pocket-book, and offered them to the woman, as a compensation for 
the risk she was to run, and for the loss of her place. 

The nurse hesitated, through sheer incredulity and surprise. Miss 
Halcombe pressed the point on her firmly. 

“ You will be doing a good action,” she repeated j “ you will be 
helping the most injured and unhappy woman alive. There is your 
marriage-portion for a reward. Bring her safely to me, here; and I 
will put these four bank-notes into your hand, before I claim her.” 

“ Will you give me a letter saying tliose words, which I can show to 
my sweetheart, when he asks how I got the money ? ” inquired the 
wQfnan. 

I will bring the letter with me, ready written and signed,” answered 
Miss Halcombe. 

“ Then I’ll risk it,” said the nurse. 

“ When ? ” 

“ To-morrow.” 

It was hastily agreed between them that Aiiss Halcombe should re¬ 
turn early the next morning, and wait out of sight, among the trees— 
always, however, keeping near the quiet spot of ground under the north 
waU. The nurse could fix no time for her appearance; caution re¬ 
quiring that she should wait, and be guided by circumstances. On that 
understanding, they separated. 

Miss Halcombe was at her place, with the promised letter, and the 
promised bank-notes, before ten the next morning. She waited more 
th^ an hour and a half. At the end of that time, the nurse came 
quickly round the corner of the wall, holdin g Lady Glyde by the arm. 
The moment they met. Miss Halcombe put the bank-notes and the 
letter into her hand—and the sisters were united again. 

The nurse had dressed Lady Glyde, with excellent forethought, in a 
bonnet, veil, and shawl of her own. i^ss Halcombe only detained her 
to suggest a means of turning the pursuit in a false direction when 
the escape was discovered at the Asylum. She was to go back to the 
house j to mention in the hearing of the other nurses that Ann e 
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Catlicrick had been inquirin'; latterly, about the distance from London 
to Hampshire ; to wait til! the last moment, before discovery was in¬ 
evitable ; and then to trivc the alarm that Anne was missing. The 
supposed inquiries about Hampshire, when communicated to the owner 
of the Asylum, would lead him to imagine that his patient had returned 
to Blackwater Park, under the influence of the delusion which made her 
persist in asserting herself to be Lady Clyde ; and the first pursuit 
would, in all probability, be turned in that direction. 

The nurse consented to follow these suggestions—the more readily 
as tJiey ofTcred her the means of securing herself against any worse 
consequences than the loss of her place, by remaining in the Asylum, 
and so maintaining the appearance of innocence, at least. She at once 
returned to the house ; and Miss Halcombc lost no time in taking her 
sister back with her to London. They caught the afternoon train to 
Carlisle the same afternoon, and arrived at Limmeridge, without 
accident or difficulty of any kind, that night. 

During the latter pan of their journey, they were alone in the carriage, 
and Miss Halcombc was able to collect such remembrances of the past 
as her sister’s confused and weakened memory was able to recall. The 
terrible sior\' of the conspiracy so obtained, was presented in fragments, 
sadly incoherent in themselves, and widely detached from each other. 
Imperfect as the revelation was, it must nevertheless be recorded here 
before this explanatory narrative closes with the events of the next day 
at Limmeridge House. 

Lady Clyde’s recollection of the events which followed her departure 
from Blackwater Park began with her arrival at the London terminus 
of the Soutli Western Railway. She had omitted to make a memoran¬ 
dum beforehand of the day on which she took the journey. All hope 
of fixing that important date, by any evidence of hers, or of Mrs. 
Michclson’^, must be given up for lost. 

On tlic arrival of tlic train at the platform, Lady Clyde found Count 
Fosco waiting for her. He was at the carriage door as soon as the 
porter could open it. The train was unusually crowded, and there 
was great confusion in getting the luggage. Some person whom Count 
P'osco brought with him procured the luggage which belonged to Lady 
Clyde. It was marked with her name. She drove away alone with 
the Count, in a vehicle which she did not particularly notice at the time. 

Her first question, on leaving tlie terminus, referred to Miss Hal- 
combe. The Count informed her that Miss Halcombe had not yet 
gone to Cumberland ; after-consideration having caused him to doubt 
the prudence of her taking so long a journey without some days’ 
previous rest. 

Lady Clyde next inquired whether her sister was then staying in the 
Count’s house. Her recollection of the answer was confused, her only 
distinct impression in relation to it being that the Count declared that 
he was then taking her to see Miss Hialcombe. Lady Clyde’s a.- 
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perience of London was so limited, that she could not tell, at the time, 
through what streets they were driving. But they never left the streets, 
and they never passed any gardens or trees. When the carriage 
stopped, it stopped in a small street, behind a square—a square in 
which there were shops, and public buildings, and many people. From 
these recollections (of which Lady Glydc was certain) it seems quite 
clear that Count Fosco did not take her to his own residence in the 
suburb of St. John’s Wood. 

They entered the house, and went upstairs to a back room, cither on 
the first or second floor. The luggage was carefully brought in. A 
female servant opened the door ; and a man with a dark beard, appar¬ 
ently a foreigner, met them in the hall, and with great politeness showed 
them the way up-stairs. In answer to Lady Clyde’s inquiries, the 
Count assured her that Miss Halcombe was in the house, and that she 
should be immediately informed of her sister’s arrival. He and the 
foreigner then went away and left her by herself in the room. It was 
poorly furnished as a sitting-room, and it looked out on the backs of 
houses. 

The place was remarkably quiet; no footsteps went up or down the 
stairs—she only heard in the room beneath her a dull, rumbling sound 
of men’s voices talking. Before i;hc liad been long left alone, the 
Count returned, to explain that Mjss Halcombe was then taking rest, 
^d could not be disturbed for a little while. He was accompanied 
into the room by a gentleman (an Englis hman ) whom he begged to 
present as a friend of his. 

After this singular introduction—in the course of wliicb no names, 
to the best of Lady Clyde’s recollection, had been mentioned—she was 
left alone with the stranger. He was perfectly civil; but he starded 
and confused her by some odd questions about herself, and by looking 
at her, while he asked them, in a strange manner. After remaining a 
short time he went out; and a minute or two afterwards a second 
stranger—also an Englishman—came in. This person introduced him¬ 
self as another friend of Count Fosco’s ; and he, in his turn, looked at 
her very oddly, and asked some curious questions—never, as well as 
she coiUd remember, addressing her by name; and going out again, 
after a little while, like the first man. By this time, she was so frightened 
about herself, and so uneasy about her sister, that she had thoughts of 
venturing down stairs again, and claiming the protection and assistance 
of the only woman she had seen in the house—the servant who answered 
the door. 

Just as she had risen from her chair, the Count came back into the 
room. 

The moment he appeared, she asked anxiously how long the meeting 
between her sister and herself was to be still delayed. At first, he 
returned an evasive answer; but, on being pressed, he acknowledged, 
with great apparent reluctance, that Aliss Halcombe was by no means 
so well as he had hitherto represented her to be. His tone and manner. 
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in making this reply, so alarmed L^dy Clyde, or rather so painfiilly 
increased the uneasiness which she had felt in the company of the two 
strangers, that a sudden faintness overcame her, and she was obliged 
to ask for a glass of water. The Count called from the door for water, 
and for a bottle of smelling-salts. Both were brought in by the 
foreign-looking man with the beard. The water, when Lady Clyde 
attempted to drink it, liad so strange a taste tliat it increased her faint¬ 
ness ; and she hastily took the bottle of salts from Count Fosco, and 
smelt at it. Her head became giddy on the instant. The Count 
caught the bottle as it dropped out ot her hand ^ and the last impression 
of which she was conscious was that he held it to her nostrils again. 

From this point her recollections were found to be confused, frag¬ 
mentary, and difficult to reconcile with any reasonable probability. 

Her own impression was that she recovered her senses later in the 
evening ; that she then left the house; that she went (as she had 
previously arranged to go, at Blackwater Park) to Mrs. Vesey’s ; that 
she drank ten there ; and that she passed the night under Mrs. Vcsey"s 
roof. She was totally unable to say how, or when, or in what com¬ 
pany, she left tlie house to which Count Fosco had brought her. But 
she persisted in asserting that she had been to Mrs. Vesey’s ; and, still 
more extraordinary, that she had been helped to undress and get to bed 
by Mrs. Rubellc ! She could not remember what the conversation 
was at Mrs. Vcscy’s, or whom she saw there besides that lady, or why 
Mrs. Rubcllc should have been present in the house to help her. 

Her recollection of what happened to her die next morning was still 
more vague and unreliable. 

She had some dim idea of driving out (at what hour she could not 
say) with Count Fosco—and with Mrs. Rubelle, again, for a female 
attendant. But when, and why, she left Mrs. Vcscy she could not tell ^ 
neither did she know what direction the carriage drove in, or where it 
set her down, or whether the Count and Mrs. Rubelle did or did not 
remain with her all the lime she was out. At this point in her sad 
story there w'as a total blank. She had no impressions of the faintest 
kind to communicate—no idea whether one day, or more than one 
day, had passed—until she came to herself suddenly in a strange place, 
surrounded by women who were all unknown to her. 

Tbis was the Asylum. Here she first heard herself called by Anne 
Catlicrick s name ; and here, as a last remarkable circumstance in the 
Mory of the conspiracy, her own eyes informed her that she had Anne 
^thwick s clothes on. The nurse, on the first night in the Asylum, 
had sho^ her the marks on each article of her underclothing as it was 
taken off, and had said, not at all irritably or unkindly, “ Look at your 
own n^c on your owm clothes, and don’t worry us all any more about 
being Lady Glyde. She’s dead and buried j and you’re alive and 
hea^. Do you look at your clothes now I There it is, in good mark- 
mg ; and there you will find it on all your old things, which we have 
kept m the house—Anne Catherick, as plain as print I ” And there 
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it was, when Miss Halcombe examined the linen her sister wore, on the 
night of their arrival at Limmeridge House. 

These were the only recollections—all of them uncertain, and some 
of them contradictory—wliich could be extracted from Lady Clyde, 
by carelbl questioning, on the journey to Cumberland. Miss Halcombe 
abstained from pressing her witli any inquiries relating to events in 
the Asylum : her mind being but too evidently unfit to bear die trial 
of reverting to them. It was known, by the voluntary admission of 
the owner of the madhouse, diat she was received there on the tiventy- 
seventh of July. From that dale, until the fifteenth of October (the 
day of her rescue), she had been under restraint, her idendty with 
^ne Catherick systematically asserted, and her sanity, from first to 
last, pracdcaJIy denied. Faculties less delicately balanced, constituuons 
less tenderly organised, must have suffered under such an ordeal as 

this. No man could have gone through it, and come out of it un¬ 
changed. 

Arriving at Limmeridge late in the evening of the fifteenth, Miss 
Halcombe wisely resolved not to anerapt the asserdon of Lady Clyde’s 
idendty until the next day. 

The first thing in the morning, she went to Mr. Fairlic’s room ; 
^ possible caudons and preparadons beforehand, at last 
told Wm, in so many words, what had happened. As soon as his first 
^tonishment and alarm had subsided, he angrily declared tliat Aiiss 
Halcombs had allowed herself 10 be duped by Anne Catherick. He 
referred her to Count Fosco^s letter, and to what she had herself told 
him of the personal resemblance beesveen Anne and his deceased niece; 
and he posidvely declined to admit to bis presence, even for one minute 

only, a madwoman whom it was an insult and an outrage to have brought 
mto his house at all. 

Miss Halcombe left the room ; waited till the first heat of her in- 
cugnation had passed away; decided, on reflecdon, that Mr. Fairlie 
should see his niece in the interests of common humanity, before he 
ctosed his doors on her as a stranger; and thereupon, without a word 
of previous warning, took Lady Clyde with her to Ids room. The 
servant was posted at the door to prevent their entrance; but Aiiss 
Halcombe insisted on passing him, and made her way into Mr. Fairlie’s 
presence, leading her sister by the hand. 

The scene that followed, though it only lasted for a few minutes, was 
too painful to be described—Aiiss Halcombe herself slirank from 
referring to it._ Let it be enough to say that Mr. Fairlie. declared, in 
me most posidyc terms, that he did not recognise the woman who had 
been brought into his room j that he saw nothing in her face and 
manner to make him doubt for a moment that his niece lay buried in 

churchyard, and tliat he would call on the law to protect 
him 11 before the day was over she ^vas not removed from the house. 

Taking the very worst view of Air. Fairlie’s selfishness, indolence. 
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and habitual want of feeling, it was manifestly impossible to suppose 
that he was capable of such infamy as secretly recognising and openly 
disowning his brother’s child. Aliss Halcombe humanely and sensibly 
allowed all due force to the influence of prejudice and alarm in pre¬ 
venting him from fairly exercising his perceptions and accounted 
for what had happened, in that way. But when she next put the servants 
to the test, and found that they too were, in every case, uncertain, to 
say the least of it, whether the lady presented to them was their young 
mistress, or Anne Catherick, of whose resemblance to her they had all 
heard, the sad conclusion was inevitable, that the change produced in 
Lady Clyde’s face and manner by her imprisonment in the Asylum, was 
far more serious tlian Miss Halcombe had at first supposed. The vile 
deception which had asserted her death, defied exposure even in the 
house where she was bom, and among the people w’ith whom she had 
lived. 

In a less critical situation, the effort need not have been given up as 
hopeless, even yet. 

Lor example, the maid, Fanny, who happened to be then absent 
from Limmeridge, was expected back in two days; and there would 
be a chance of gaining her recognition to start with, seeing that she had 
been in much more constant communication with her mistress, and 
had been much more heartily attached to her thin the other servants. 
Again, Lady Clyde might have been privately kept in the house, or in 
the village, to wait until her health was a little recovered, and her mind 
was a little steadied again. When her memory could be once more 
trusted to scr\'c her, she would naturally refer to persons and events, in 
the past, with certainty and a familiarity which no impostor could 
simulate ; and so tJie fact of her identity, which her own appearance 
had failed to establish, might subsequently be proved, with time to 
help her, by the surer test of her own words. 

But the circumstances under which she had regained her freedom, 
rendered all recourse to such means as these simply impracticable. The 
pursuit from the Asylum, diverted to Hampshire for the time only, 
would infallibly next take the direction of Cumberland. The persons 
appointed to seek the fugitive, might arrive at Limmeridge House at a 
few hours’ notice ; and in Mr. Fairlie’s present temper of mind, they 
might count on the immediate exertion of his local influence and 
authority to assist them. The commonest consideration for Lady 
Clyde’s safety, forced on Miss Halcombe the necessity of resigning the 
struggle to do her justice, and of removing her at once from the place 
of all others that was now most dangerous to her—the neighbourhood 
of her own home. 

An immediate return to London was the first and wisest measure 
of security which suggested itself. In the great city all traces of them 
might be most speedily and most surely effaced. There were no 
preparations to make—no farewell words of kindness to exchange with 
any one. On the afternoon of that memorable day of the sixteenth. 
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Miss Halcombc roused her sister to a last exertion of courage ; and, 
without a living soul to wish them well at parting, the two took their 
way into the world alone, and turned their backs for ever on Limmeridge 
House. 

They had passed the hill above the churchyard, when Lady Clyde 
insisted on turning back to look her last at her mother’s grave. Miss 
Halcombc tried to shake her resolution ; but, in this one instance, tried 
in vain. She was immovable. Her dim eyes lit with a sudden lire, 
and flashed through the veil that hung over them ; her wasted lingers 
strengthened, moment by moment, round the friendly arm, by which 
they had held so listlessly till this time. I believe in my soul that the 
hand of God was pointing their way back to them ; and that the most 
innocent and the most afflicted of His creatures was chosen, in that 
dread moment, to see it. 

They retraced their steps to tlie burial-ground j and by that act 
sealed the future of our three lives. 


Ill 

This was the story of the past—the story, so far as we knew it then. 

Two obvious conclusions presented themselves to my mind, after 
hearing it. In tlie first place, I saw darkly what the nature of the con¬ 
spiracy had been; how chances had been watched, and how circum¬ 
stances had been handled to ensure impunity to a daring and an in¬ 
tricate crime. While all details were still a mystery to me, the vile 
maMer in which the personal resemblance between the woman in 
white and Lady Clyde had been turned to account, was clear beyond a 
doubt. It was plain that Anne Catherick had been introduced into 
Count Fosco’s house as Lady Clyde; it was plain that Lady Clyde 
had taken the dead woman’s place in the Asylum—the substitution 
having been so managed as to make innocent people (the doctor and 
the two servants, certainly; and the owner of the madhouse in all 
probability) accomplices in the crime. 

The second conclusion came as the necessary consequence of the 
first. We three had no mercy to expect from Count Fosco and Sir 
Percival Clyde. The success of the conspiracy had brought with it 
a clear gain to those two men of thirty thousand pounds—twenty 
thousand to one : ten thousand to the other through his wife. They 
had that interest, as well as other interests, in ensuring their impunity 
from exposure; and they would leave no stone unturned, no sacrifice 
unanempied, no treachery untried, to discover the place in which their 
victim was concealed, and to part her from the only friends she had in 
the world—Aiarian Halcombe and myself. 

The sense of this serious peril—a peril which every day and every 
hour might bring nearer and nearer to us—was the one influence that 
guided me in fixing the place of our retreat. I chose it in the far east 
of London, where there were fewest idle people to lounge and look 
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about ilicm in the streets. I chose it in a poor and a populous neigh- 
bourhocd—because the harder the struggle for existence among the 
men and women about us, the less the risk of their having the time or 
taking the pains to notice chance strangers who came among them. 
These were die great advantages I looked to ; but our locality was a 
gain to us also, in another and a hardly less imponant respect. We 
could live cheaply by the dainty work of my hands and could save 
every farthing wc possessed to forsvard the purpose—the righteous 
purpose, of redressing an infamous wrong, wliich, from first to last, 

I now kept steadily in view. 

In a week’s time, Marian Halcombe and I had settled how the course 
of our new lives should be directed. 

T here were no other lodgers in the house ; and wc had the means of 
going in and out without passing through the shop. I arranged, for 
the present at least, that neither Marian nor Laura should stir outside 
the dt 5 oi without my being witit ilicm ; and tliat, in my absence from 
licmc, they should let no one into their rooms on any pretence w hatever. 
'ibis rule established, I went to a friend whom I had known in former 
days—a wood engraver, in large practice—to seek for employment; 
telling him, at tlic same lime, that I had reasons for wishing to remain 
unknown. 

He at once concluded that I was in debt; expressed his regret in 
tlic usual forms; and then promised to do whai he could to assist me. 
I left his false impression undisturbed ; and accepted the work he had 
to give. He knew that he could trust my experience and my industry. 
1 had, what he wanted, steadiness and facility ; and though my earnings 
were but small, they sufficed for our necessities. As soon as W’c could 
fee) certain of iliis, Marian Halcombe and I put together what we 
possessed. She had between nvo and tlirec hundred pounds left of her 
own properly ; and I had nearly as much remaining from the purchase- 
money obtained by the sale of my drawing-master’s practice before I 
left lingland. Together we made up between us more than four 
hundred pounds. I deposited this little fortune in a bank, to be kept 
for the expense of those secret inquiries and investigations which I was 
determined to set on foot, and to cany’ on by myself if I could find no 
one to help me. We calculated our weekly expenditure to the last 
farthing; and we never touched our little fund, except in Laura’s 
interests and for Laura’s sake. 

The house-work, which, if we had dared trust a stranger near us, 
would have been done by a servant, was taken on the first day, taken 
as her own right, by Marian Halcombe. “ What a woman’s hands 
arc fit for,” she said, “ early and late, these hands of mine shall do.” 
They trcrrjblcd as she held them out. The wasted arms told their sad 
story of die past, as she turned up the sleeves of the poor plain dress 
that she wore for safety’s sake ; but the unquenchable spirit of the 
woman burnt bright in her even yet. I saw the big tears rise thick in 
her eyes, and fall slowly over her checks, as she looked at me. She 
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dashed them away with a touch of her old energ\’, and smiled with a 
faint reflexion of her old good spirits. “ Don’t doubt my courage, 
Walter,” she pleaded, “ it’s my weakness that cries, not me. The 
house-work shall conquer it if / can’t.” And she kept her word—the 
victory was won when we met in the evening, and she sat down to rest. 
Her large steady black eyes looked at me with a flash of their bright 
firmness of bygone days. “ I am not quite broken dowm yet,” she said ; 
“ I am worth trusting with my share of the work.” Before I could 
answer, she added in a whisper, “ And worth trusting with my share 
in the risk and the danger, too. Remember that, if the time comes ! ” 

I did remember it when the time came. 

As early as the end of October, the daily course of our lives had 
assumed its settled direction ; and we three were as completely isolated 
in our place of concealment, as if the house we lived in had been a 
desert island, and the great network of streets and the thousands of our 
fellow-creatures all round us the waters of an illimitable sea. I could 
now reckon on some leisure time for considering what my future plan 
of action should be, and how I might arm myself most securely, at the 
outset, for the coming struggle with Sir Percival and the Count. 

I gave up all hope of appealing to my recognition of Laura, or to 
Marian’s recognition of her, in proof of her identity. If we had loved 
her less dearly, if the instinct implanted in us by that love had not been 
far more certain than any exercise of reasoning, far keener than any 
process of observation, even we might have hesitated, on first seeing her. 

The outwards changes wrought by the suffering and the terror of the 
past had fearfully, almost hopelessly, strengthened the fatal re¬ 
semblance between Anne Catherick and herself. In my narrative of 
events at the time of my residence in Limmcridge House, I have re¬ 
corded, from my own observation of the two, how the likeness, striking 
as it was when viewed generally, failed in many important points of 
similarity when tested in detail. In those former days, if they had both 
been seen together, side by side, no person could for a moment have 
mistaken them one for the other—as has happened often in the in¬ 
stances of twins. I could not say this now. The sorrow and suffer¬ 
ing which I had once blamed myself for associating even by a passing 
thought with the future of Laura Fairlie, had set their pro fanin g marks 
on the youth and beauty of her face ; and the fatal resemblance which 
I had once seen and shuddered at seeing, in idea only, was now a real 
and living resemblance which asserted itself before my own eyes. 
Strangers, acquaintances, friends even who could not look at her as we 
looked, if she had been shown to them in the first days of her rescue 
from the Asylum, might have doubted if she were the Laura Fairlie 
they had once seen, and doubted without blame. 

The one re m a inin g chance, which I had at first thought might be 
trusted to serve us—the chance of appealing to her recollection of 
persons and events with which no impostor could be familiar, was 
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proved, by the sad test of our later experience, to be hopeless. Every 
little caution that Marian and I practised towards her; every little 
remedy we tried, to strengthen and steady slowly the weakened, shaken 
faculties, was a frc'-h proie'-i in itself against the risk of turning her 
mind back on the troubled and the terrible past. 

The only events of former days which we ventured on encouraging 
her to recall, were the little trivial domestic events of that happy time at 
Limmcridge, when I first went there, and taught her to draw. The 
day when I roused those remembrances by showing her the sketch of 
the summer-house which she had given me on the morning of our fare¬ 
well, and which had never been separated from me since, was the birthday 
of our first hope. Tenderly and gradually, the memory of the old walks 
and drives dawned upon her ; and the poor wcar>’ pining eyes looked 
at Marian and at me with a new interest, with a faltering thoughtfulness 
in them, which, from that moment, we cherished and kept alive. I 
bought her a little box of colours, and a sketch-book like the old sketch¬ 
book which I had seen in her hands on the morning when wc first met. 
Once again—oh me, once again !—at spare hours saved from my work, 
in the dull London light, in the poor London room, I sat by her side, 
to guide the faltering touch, to help the feeble hand. Day by day, I 
raised and raised the new interest till its place in the blank of her 
existence was at last assured—til! she could think of her drawing, and 
talk of it, and patiently practise it by herself, with some faint reflection 
of the innocent pleasure in my encouragement, the growing enjoy¬ 
ment in her own progress, which belonged to the lost life and the lost 
liappincss of past days. 

\X'c helped her mind slowly by this simple means ; wc took her out 
between us to walk, on fine days, in a quiet old City square, near at 
hand, where there was nothing to confuse or alarm her; we spared a 
few pounds from the fund at the banker’s to get her wine, and the 
delicate strengthening food that she required ; wc amused her in the 
evenings with children’s games at cards, with scrap-books full of prints 
which I borrowed from the engraver who employed me—by these, and 
otlier trifling attentions like them, we composed her and steadied her, 
and hoped all things, as cheerfully as wc could, from time and care, 
and love that never neglected and never despaired of her. But to take 
her mercilessly from seclusion and repose; to confront her with 
strangers, or with acquaintances who were little better than strangers j 
to rouse the painful impressions of her past life w'hich we had so care¬ 
fully hushed rest—this, even in her own interests, wc dared not do. 
Whatever sacrifices it cost, whatever long, weary, heart-breaking delays 
it involved, the WTong that had been inflicted on her, if mortal means 
could grapple it, must be redressed without her knowledge and without 
her help. 

This resolution settled, it was next necessary to decide how the first 
risk should be ventured, and what the first proceedings should be. 

After consulting with Marian, I resolved to begin by gathering 
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together as many facts as could be collected—then, to ask the advice 
of Mr. Kyrle (whom we knew we could trust); and to ascertain from 
him, in the first instance, if the legal remedy lay fairly within our reach. 
I owed it to Laura’s interests not to stake her whole future on my own 
unaided exertions, so long as there was the faintest prospect of strength¬ 
ening our position by obtaining reliable assistance of any kind. 

The first source of information to which I applied was the journal 
kept at Blackwater Park by Marian Halcombe. There were passages 
in this diary, relating to myself, which she thought it best that I should 
not see. Accordingly, she read to me from the manuscript, and I 
took the notes I wanted as she went on. We could only find time to 
pursue this occupation by sitting up late at night. Three nights were 
devoted to the purpose, and were enough to put me in possession of all 
that Marian could tell. 

My next proceeding was to gain as much additional evidence as I 
could procure from other people, without exciting suspicion. I went 
myself to Mrs. Vesey to ascertain if Laura’s impression of having slept 
there was correct or not. In this case, from consideration for Mrs. 
Vesey’s age and infirmity, and in all subsequent cases of the same kind 
from considerations of caution, I kept our real position a secret, and 
was always careful to speak of Laura as “ the late Lady Clyde.” 

Mrs. Vesey’s answer to my inquiries only confirmed the appre¬ 
hensions which I had previously felt. Laura had certainly ^vri^en to 
say she would pass the night under the roof of her old friend—but she 
had never been near the house. 

Her mind in this instance, and, as I feared, in other instances be¬ 
sides, confusedly presented to her something which she had only in¬ 
tended to do in the false light of something which she had really done. 
The unconscious contradiction of herself was easy to account for in 
this way—but it was likely to lead to serious results. It was a stumble 
on the threshold at starting; it was a flaw in the evidence which told 
fatally against us. 

When I next asked for the letter which Laura had written to Mrs. 
Vesey from Blackwater Park, it was given to me without the envelope, 
which had been thrown into the waste-paper basket, and long since 
destroyed. In the letter itself, no date was mentioned—not even 
the day of the week. It only contained these lines :—“ Dearest 
Mrs. Vesey, I am in sad distress and anxiety, and I may come to your 
bouse to-morrow night, and ask for a bed. I can’t tell you what is the 
matter in this letter—I write it in such fear of being found out that I 
can fix my mind on nothing. Pray be at home to see me. I will give 
you a thousand kisses, and tell you everything. Your affectionate 
Laura.” What help was there in those lines ? None. 

On returning from MLrs. Vesey’s, I instructed Marian to write 
(observing the same caution which I practised myself) to Mrs. 
Michelson. She was to express, if she pleased, some general suspicion 
of Count Fosco’s conduct; and she was to ask the housekeeper to 
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supply us with a plain statement of events, in the interests of truth. 
While we were waiting for the answer, which reached us in a week’s 
time, I w ent to the doctor in St. John’s Wood ; introducing myself as 
sent by Miss Halcombe to collect, if possible, more particulars of her 
sister’s last illness than Mr. Kyrlc had found the time to procure. By 
Mr. Goodricke’s assistance, I obtained a copy of the certificate of death, 
and an interview' w’ith the woman (Jane Gould) who had been employed 
to prepare the body for the grave. Through this person I also dis¬ 
covered a means of communicating with the servant, Hester Pinhom. 
She had recently left her place, in consequence of a disagreement with 
her mistress ; and she was lodging with some people in the neighbour¬ 
hood whom Mrs. Gould knew’. In the manner here indicated, I 
obtained the Narratives of the housekeeper, of the doaor, of Jane Gould, 
and of Hester Pinhorn, exactly as they arc presented in these pages. 

Furnished with such additional evidence as these documents afforded, 
I considered myself to be sufficiendy prepared for a consultation with 
Mr. Kyrlc; and Marian wrote accordingly to mention my name to 
Ixim, and to specify the day and hour at which I requested to see him on 
private business. 

There was time enough, in the morning, for me to take Laura out 
for her walk as usual, and to sec her quietly setded at her drawing 
afterwards. She looked up at me svith a new anxiety in her face, as I 
rose to leave the room ; and her fingers began to toy doubtfully, in the 
old way, with the brushes and pencils on the table. 

“ You arc not dred of me yet ? ” she said. “ You arc not going away 
because you arc tired of me ? I will try to do better—I will try to get 
well. Arc you as fond of me, Walter, as you used to be, now I am so 
pale and thii^, and so slow in learning to draw ? ” 

She spoke as a child might have spoken; she showed me her thoughts 
as a child might have sho\vn them. I waited a few minutes longer— 
waited to tell her that she was dearer to me now than she had ever 
been in the pa*-! times. “ Try to get well again,” I said, encouraging 
the new hope in the future which I saw dawning in her mind ; ” try 
to get well again, for Marian’s sake and for mine.” 

” Yes,” she said to herself, returning to her drawing. “ I must try, 
because they arc both so fo!id of me.” She suddenly looked up again. 
“ Don’t be long gone ! I can’t get on with my drawing, Walter, when 
you arc not here to help me.” 

” I shall soon be back, my darling—soon be back to see how you arc 
getting on.” 

My voice faltered a little in spite of me, I forced mysdf from the 
room. It was no time, then, for parting with the self-control which 
might yet serve me in my need before the day was out. , 

As I opened the door, I beckoned to Marian to follow me to the 
stairs. It was necessary to prepare her for a result which I felt might 
sooner or later follow my showing myself openly in the streets. 

” I shall, in all probability, be back in a few hours,” I said j “ and 
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you will take care, as usual, to let no one inside the doors in my absence. 
But if anything happens-” 

“ What can happen ? ” she interposed, quickly. “ Tell me plainly, 
Walter, if there is any danger—and I shall know how to meet it.” 

“ The only danger,” I replied, “ is that Sir Percival Clyde may have 
been recalled to London by the news of Laura’s escape. You are 
aware that he had me watched before I left England ; and tliat he 
probably knows me by sight, although I don’t know him ? ” 

She laid her hand on my shoulder, and looked at me in anxious 
silence. I saw she understood the serious risk that threatened us. 

“ It is not likely,” I said, “ that I shall be seen in London again so 
soon, either by Sir Percival himself or by the persons in his employ. 
But it is barely possible that an accident may happen. In that case, 
you will not be alarmed if I fail to return to-night; and you will satisfy 
any inquiry of Laura’s with the best excuse that you can make for me ? 
If I find the least reason to suspect that I am watched, I will take good 
care that no spy follows me back to this house. Don’t doubt my 
return, Marian, however it may be delayed—and fear nothing.” 

” Nothing! ” she answered firmly. “ You shall not regret Walter, 
that you have only a woman to help you.” She paused, and detained 
me for a moment longer. “ Take care ! ” she said, pressing my hand 
anxiously—“ take care ! ” 

I left her ; and set forth to pave the way for discover)'—the dark and 
doubtful way, which began at the lawyer’s door. 


IV 

No circurastance of the slightest importance happened on my way to 
the offices of Aiessrs, GiJniore and Kyrle, in Chancery Lane. 

While my card was being taken in to Mr. Kyrle, a consideration 
o^rred to me which I deeply regretted not having thought of before. 
1 he mformauon derived from Marian’s diary made it a matter of 
certomty that Count Fosco had opened her first letter from Blackwater 
1 ark to Kyrle, and had, by means of his wife, intercepted the 
second. He was therefore well aware of the address of the office : 
and he would naturally infer that if Marian wanted advice and assistance, 
arier Laura s es^pe from tlie Asylum, she would apply once more 
the ejyenence of Mr. Kyrle. In this case, the office in Chancery Lane 
u j place which he and Sir Percival would cause to be 

watched ; and, if the same persons were chosen for the purpose who 
twd been employed to foUow me, before my departure from England, 
the tact of my return would in aU probabUity be ascertained on that very 
^y. 1 had thought, generally, of the chances of my being recognised 
m the sttcets ; but the special risk conneaed with the office had never 
occurred to me until the present moment. It was too late now to repair 
this untortunatc error m judgment—too late to wish that I had made 
arrangements for meeting the lawyer in some place privately appointed 
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beforehand. I could only resolve to be cautious on leaving Chancery 
Lane, and not to go straight home again under any circumstances 
whatever. 

After waiting a few minutes, I was shown into Mr. Kyrle’s private 
room. He was a pale, thin, quiet, self-possessed man, with a very 
attentive eye, a very low voice, and a very undemonstrative manner; 
not (as I judged) ready with his sympathy where strangers were con¬ 
cerned ; and not at all easy to disturb in his professional composure. 
A better man for my purpose could hardly have been found. If he 
committed himself to a decision at all, and if the decision was favour¬ 
able, the strength of our case w’as as good as proved from that moment. 

“ Before I enter on the business which brings me here,” I said, “ I 
ought to warn you, Mr. Kyrle, that the shortest statement I can make of 
it may occupy some little time.” 

“ My time is at Miss Halcombe’s disposal,” he replied. “ Where 
any interests of hers are concerned, I represent my partner personally, 
as well as professionally. It was his request that I should do so, when 
he ceased to take an active part in business.” 

“ May I inquire whether Mr. Gilmore is in England ? ” 

“ He is not; he is living with his relatives in Germany. His health 
has improved, but the period of his return is still uncertain.” 

While we were exchanging these few' preliminary words, he had 
been searching among the papers before liim, and he now produced 
from them a scaled letter. I thought he was about to hand the letter 
to me ; but, apparently changing his mind, he placed it by itself on 
tlic table, settled himself in his chair, and silently waited to hear what 
I had to say. 

Witliout wasting a moment in prefatory w’ords of any sort, I entered 
on my narrative, and put him in full possession of the events which have 
already been related in these pages. 

Lawyer as he was to the very marrow of his bones, I startled him out 
of his professional composure. Expressions of incredulity and surprise, 
which he could not repress, interrupted me several times before I had 
done. I persevered, however, to the end, and, as soon as I reached it, 
boldly asked tlic one important question : 

“ What is your opinion, Mr. Kyrle ? ” 

He was too cautious to commit himself to an answer, without taking 
time to recover his S(.lf-posscssion first. 

“ Before I give my opinion,” he said, “ I must beg permission to 


clear the ground by a few questions.” 

He put the questions—sharp, suspicious, unbelieving questions, 
which clearly showed me, as they proceeded, that he thought I was the 
victim of a delusion ; and that he might even have doubted, but for 


my introduction to him by Miss Halcombe, whether I was not attempt¬ 
ing the perpetration of a cunningly-designed fraud. 

“ Do you believe that I have spoken the truth, Mr. Kyrle ? ” I asked, 
when he had done examining me. 
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“ So far as your o^ti convictions are concerned I am certain you 
have spoken the truth,” he replied. “ I have the highest esteem for 
Miss Halcombe, and I have therefore every' reason to respect a gentle¬ 
man whose mediation she trusts in a matter of this kind. I will even 
go farther, if you like, and admit, for courtesy’s sake and for argument’s 
sake, that the identity of Lady Clyde as a living person, is a proved fact 
to Miss Halcombe and myself. But you come to me for a legal opinion. 
As a lawyer, and as a lawyer only, it is my duty to tell you, Mr. Hartright, 
that you have not the shadow of a case.” 

“ You put it strongly, Air. Kyrle.” 

“ I will try to put it plainly as well. The evidence of Lady Clyde’s 
death is, on the face of it, clear and satisfactory. There is her aunt’s 
testimony to prove that she came to Count Fosco’s house, that she fell 
ill, and that she died. There is the testimony of the medical certificate 
to prove the death, and to show that it took place under natural cir¬ 
cumstances. There is the fact of the funeral at Limmeridge, and there 
is the assertion of the inscription on the tomb. That is the case you 
want to overthrow. What evidence have you to support the declara¬ 
tion on your side that the person who died and w’as buried was not Lady 
Clyde ? Let us run through the main points of your statement and see 
what they are worth. Miss Halcombe goes to a certain private Asylum, 
and there sees a certain female patient. It is known that a woman 
named Anne Catherick, and bearing an extraordinary personal re¬ 
semblance to Lady Clyde, escaped from the Asylum ; it is known that 
llie person received there last July, was received as Anne Catherick 
brought back; it is known that ilie gentleman who brought her back 
warned Mr. Fairlie that it was part of her insanity to be bent on person¬ 
ating his dead niece ; and it is known that she did repeatedly declare 
herself, in the Asylum (where no one believed her), to be Lady Clyde. 
These are all facts, ^^at have you to set against them ? Miss Hal- 
combe’s recognition of the woman, which recognition after-events 
invalidate or contradict. Does Miss Halcombe assert her supposed 
sister’s identity to the owner of the Asylum, and take legal means for 
rescuing her ? No: she secretly bribes a nurse to let her escape. 
When the patient has been released in this doubtful manner, and is 
^cn to Mr. Fairlie, does he recognise her ? Is he staggered for one 
instant in his belief of his niece’s death ? No. Do the servants 
recognise her ? No. Is she kept in the neighbourhood to assert her 
own identity, and to stand the test of further proceedings ? No : she 
is privately taken to London. In the meantime, you have recognised 
her also, but you are not a relative ; you are not even an old friend of 
the family. The servants contradict you ; and Mr. Fairlie contradicts 
Miss Halcombe; and the supposed Lady Clyde contradicts herself. 
She declares she passed the night in London at a certain house. Your 
own evidence shows that she has never been near that house and your 
own admission is, that her condition of mind prevents you from pro¬ 
ducing her anywhere to submit to investigation, and to speak for her- 
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self. I pass over minor points of evidence, on both sides, to save time ; 
and 1 ask you, if this case were to go now into a court of law—to go 
before a jur^', bound to take faas as they reasonably appear—where 
arc your proofs ? ” 

I was obliged to wail and collect myself before I could answer him. 
It was the first time the story of Laura and the story of Marian had been 
presented to me from a stranger’s point of view—the first time the 
terrible obstacles that lay across our path had been made to show them¬ 
selves in their true character. 

“ 'I hcrc can be no doubt,” I said, “ that the facts, as you have stated 
them, appear to tell against us ; but-” 

“ But you think those facts can be explained aw'ay,” interposed 
Mr. Kyrlc. “ Let me tell you the result of my experience on that point. 
When an English jury has to choose between a plain fact, on the surface, 
and a long explanation xmder tlie surface, it always takes the fact, in 
preference to the explanation. For example. Lady Clyde (I call the 
lady you represent by that name for argument’s sake) declares she has 
slept at a certain house, and it is proved tliat she has not slept at that 
house. You explain this circumstance by entering into the state of her 
mind, and deducing from it a metaphysical conclusion. I don’t say 
the conclusion is wTong—I only say that the jury will take the fact of 
her contradicting herself, in preference to any reason for the con¬ 
tradiction tliat you can offer.” 

“ But is it not possible,” I urged, “ by dint of patience and exertion, 
to discover additional evidence ? Miss Halcombc and I have a few 
hundred pounds-” 

He looked at me with a half-suppressed pity, and shook his head. 

“ Consider the subject, Mr. Hartright, from your own point of view,” 
he said. ” If you arc right about Sir Pcrcival Clyde and Count Fosco 
(which I don’t admit, mind), ever}' imaginable difficulty would be throwTi 
in the way of your getting fresh evidence. Every obstacle of litigation 
would be raised ; every point in the case would be systematically 
contested—and by the time wc had spent our thousands, instead 
of our hundreds, the final result would, in all probability, be against 
us. Questions of identity, where instances of personal resemblance 
arc concerned, arc, in themselves, the hardest of all questions to settle— 
the hardest, even when they arc free from the complications which beset 
the case wc arc now discussing. I really sec no prospect of throwing 
any light whatever on this extraordinary affair. Even if the person 
buried in Limmcridge churchyard be not Lady Clyde, she was, in 
life, on your own show’ing, so like her, that we should gain nothing, if 
we applied for the necessary authority to have the body exhumed. In 
short, there is no case, Mr. Hartright—there is really no case.” 

I was determined to believe that there was a case; and, in that 
determination, shifted my ground, and appealed to him once more. 

” Are there not other proofs that wc might produce, besides the 
proof of identity ? ” I asked. 
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“ Not as you are situated,” he replied. “ The simplest and surest 
of all proofs, tlie proof by comparison of dates, is, as I understand, 
altogether out of your reach. If you could show a discrepancy between 
the date of the doctor’s certificate and the date of Lady Clyde’s journey 
to London, the matter would wear a totally different aspect; and I 
should be the first to say. Let us go on.” 

“ That date may yet be recovered, Mr. Kyrlc.” 

“ On the day when it is recovered, Mr. Hartright, you will have a 
case. If you have any prospect at t^s moment, of getting at it—tell 
me, and we shall see if I can advise you.” 

I considered. The housekeeper could not help us ; Laura could 
not help us ; Marian could not help us. In all probability, the only 
persons in existence who knew die date were Sir Pcrcival and the 
Count. 

“ I can think of no means of ascertaining the date at present,” I 
said, “ because I can think of no persons who arc sure to know it but 
Count Fosco and Sir Percival Clyde.” 

Mr. Kyrle’s calmly attentive face relaxed, for the first time, into a 

smile. 

“ With your opinion of the conduct of those uvo gendemen,” he 
said, “ you don’t expect help in that quarter I presume. If they have 
combined to gain large sums of money by a conspiracy, dicy are not 
likely to confess it, at any rate.” 

“ They may be forced to confess it, Mr. Kyrle.” 

“ By whom ? ” 

“ By me.” 

We both rose. He looked me attentively in the face with more 
appearance of interest that he had show'n yet. I could see that I had 
perplexed him a litde. 

” You are very determined,” he said. “ You have, no doubt, a 
personal modve for proceeding, into which it is not my business to 
inquire. If a case can be produced in the future, I can only say, my 
best assistance is at your service. At the same time, I must warn you, 
as the money quesdon always enters into the law question, that I see 
litde hope, even if you ultimately established the fact of Lady Clyde’s 
being alive, of recovering her fortune. The foreigner would probably 
leave the country, before proceedings were commenced j and Sir 
Percival s embarrassments are numerous enough and pressing enough 
to transfer almost any sum of money he may possess from himself to 
his creditors. You are of course aware-” 

I stopped him at that point. 

.« T* discuss Lady Clyde’s affairs,” I said. 

I have never known anything about them, in former times ; and I 

of them now—except that her fortime is lost. You are 
right in assuming that I have personal modves for stirring in this 
mat^r. I wish those modves to be always as disinterested as they are 
at the present moment-” 
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He tried to interpose and explain. I was a little heated, I suppose, 
by feeling that he had doubted me; and I went on bluntly, without 
waiting to hear him. 

“ There shall be no money-motive,” I said, “ no idea of personal 
advantage, in the service I mean to render to Lady Clyde. She has 
been cast out as a stranger from the house in which she was bom—a 
lie wliich records her death has been written on her mother’s tomb— 
and there arc two men, alive and unpunished, who are responsible for 
it. That house shall open again to receive her, in the presence of every 
soul who followed the false funeral to the grave; that lie shall be 
publicly erased from the tombstone, by the authority of the head of the 
family, and those two men shall answer for their crimes to ME, though 
the justice that sits in tribunals is powerless to pursue them. I have 
given my life to that purpose ; and, alone as I stand, if God spares me, 

I will accomplish it.” 

He drew back towards his table, and said nothing. His face showed 
plainly that he thought my delusion had got the better of my reason, 
and that he considered it totally useless to give me any more advice. 

” W’c each keep our opinion, Mr. Kyrlc,” I said; “ and we must 
wait till the events of the future decide between us. In the meantime, 
I am much obliged to you for the attention you have given to my state¬ 
ment. You have shown me that the legal remedy lies, in every sense 
of the word, beyond our means. We cannot produce the law-proof; 
and we arc not rich enough to pay tlie law-expenses. It is something 
gained to know that.” 

I bowed, and walked to the door. He called me back, and gave me 
the letter which I had seen him place on the table by itself at the 
beginning of our interview. 

” This came by post a few days ago,” he said. “ Perhaps you will 
not mind delivering it ? Pray tell Miss Halcombc, at the same time, 
that I sincerely regret being, thus far, unable to help her—except by 
advice, which will not be more welcome, I am afraid, to her than to 
you.” 

I looked at tlie letter while he was speaking. It was addressed to 
“ Miss Halcombe. Care of Messrs. Gilmore and Kyrle, Chancery 
Lane.” The handwriting was quite unknown to me. 

On leaving the room, I asked one last question. 

“ Do you happen to know,” I said, “ Lf Sir Percival Glyde is still in 
Paris ? ” 

“ He has returned to London,” replied Mr. Kyrlc. At least I 
beard so from his solicitor, whom I met yesterday.” 

After that answer I went out. 

On leaving the office, the first precaution to be observed was to 
abstain from attracting attention by stopping to look about me. I 
walked towards one of the quietest of the large squares on the north of 
Holbora—then suddenly stopped and turned round at a place where a 
long stretch of pavement was left behind me. 
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There were two men at the comer of the square who had stopped 
also, and who were standing talking together. After a moment’s 
reflection, I turned back, so as to pass them. One moved, as I came 
near, and turned the comer leading from the square into the street. 
The other remained stationary. I looked at him, as I passed, and in¬ 
stantly recognised one of the men who had watched me before I left 
England. 

If I had been free to follow my own instincts, I should probably 
have begun by speaking to the man, and have ended by knocking him 
down. But I was bound to consider consequences. If I once placed 
myself publicly in the wrong, I put the weapons at once into Sir Pcrcival’s 
hands. There was no choice but to oppose cunning by cunning. I 
turned into the street down which the second man had disappeared, and 
passed him, waiting in a doorw'ay. He was a stranger to me ; and I 
w’as glad to make sure of his personal appearance, in case of future 
annoyance. Having done this, I again walked northward, till I reached 
the New Road. There, I turned aside to the west (having the men 
behind me all the dme), and waited at a point where I knew myself to 
be at some distance from a cab-stand, until a fast two-wheeled cab, 
empty, should happen to pass me. One passed in a few’ minutes. I 
jumped in, and told the man to drive rapidly towards Hyde Park. 
There was no second fast cab for the spies behind me. I saw them 
dart across to the other side of the road, to follow me by running, until 
a cab or a cab-stand came in their way. But I had the start of them ; 
and when I stopped the driver, and got out, they were nowhere in sight. 
I crossed Hyde Park, and made sure, on the open ground, that I was 
free. When I at last turned my steps homeward, it was not till many 
hours later—not till after dark. ,, 

I found Marian waiting for me, alone in the little sitting-room. She 
had persuaded Laura to go to rest, after first promising to show me her 
drawing, the moment I came in. The poor little dim faint sketch— 
so trifling in itself, so touching in its associations—was propped up 
carefully on the table with two books, and was placed where the faint 
light of the one candlS we allowed ourselves might fall on it to the best 
advantage. I sat dowm to look at the drawing, and to tell Mari an , in 
whispers, what had happened. The partition which divided us from 
the next room was so thin that we could almost hear Laura’s breathing, 
and we might have disturbed her if we had spoken aloud. 

Alanan preserved her composure while 1 described my interview 
with Mr. Kyrle. But her face became troubled when I spoke next 
of the men who had followed me from the lawyer’s office, and when I 
told her of the discovery of Sir Perdval’s return. 

“ Bad news, Walter,” she said ; “ the worst news you could bring. 
Have you nothing more to tell me ? ” 

“ I have something to give you,” I replied, handing her the note 
which Mr. Kyrle had confided to my care. 
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She looked at the address, and recognised the handwriting instantly. 

“ You know your correspondent ? ” I said. 

“ Too well,” she answered. “ My correspondent is Count Fosco.” 

With that reply she opened the note. Her face flushed deeply 
while she read it—her eyes brightened with anger as she handed it to 
me to read in my turn. 

The note contained these lines : 

“ Impelled by honourable admiration—honourable to myself, 
honourable to you—I write, magnificent Marian, in the interests of 
your tranquillity', to say two consoling words : 

“ Fear nothing ! 

“ Exercise your fine natural sense, and remain in retirement. Dear 
and admirable woman ; invite no dangerous publicity : Resignation 
is sublime—adopt it. The modest repose of home is eternally fresh— 
enjoy it. The storms of life pass harmless over the valley of Seclusion 
—dwell, dear lady, in the valley. 

” Do tliis ; and I authorise you to fear nothing. No new calamity 
shall lacerate your sensibilities—sensibilities precious to me as my own. 
You shall not be molested ; tlic fair companion of your retreat sh^ not 
be puisucd. She has found a new asylum in your heart. Priceless 
asylum !—I envy her, and leave her there. 

” One last word of affectionate warning, of paternal caution—and I 
tear myself from the charm of addressing you ; I close these fervent 
lines. 

“ Advance no further than you have gone already ; compromise no 
serious interests ; threaten nobody. Do not, I implore you, force me 
into action—M e, tlic Man of Action—when it is the cherished object 
of my ambition to be passive, to restrict the vast reach of my energies 
and my combinations, for your sake. If you have rash friends, moderate 
their deplorable ardour. If Air. Hartright returns to England, hold no 
communication with him. I walk on a path of my own; and Percival 
follows at my heels. On the day when Mr. Hartright crosses that patii, 
he is a lost man.” -- 

The only signature to these lines was the initial letter F, surrounded 
by a circle of intricate flourishes. I threw the letter on the table, with 
aU the contempt that I felt for it. 

“ He is trying to frighten you—a sure sign that he is frightened him¬ 
self,” I said. , 

She was too genuine a woman to treat the letter as I treated it. The 
insolent familiarity of the language was too much for her self-control. 
As she looked at me across the table, her hands clenched then^elves 
in her lap, and the old quick fiery temper flamed out again, brightly, 
in her cheeks and her eyes. 

“ Waller ! ” she said, “ if ever those two men are at your mercy, imd 
if you are obliged to spare one of them—don’t let it be the Count,* 
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“ I will keep this letter, Marian, to help my memory when the time 
comes.” 

She looked at me attentively as I put the letter away in my ix>ckei- 
book. 

“ When the time comes ? ” she repeated. “ Can you speak of the 
future as if you were certain of it ?—certain after what you have heard 
in Mr. Kyrle’s office, after what has happened to you to-day ? ” 

“ I don’t count the time from to-day, Marian. All I have done to¬ 
day, is to ask another man to act for me. I count from to-morrow-” 

“ Why from to-morrow ? ” 

“ Because to-morrow I mean to act for myself.” 

“ How ? ” 

“ I shall go to Blackwater by the first train ; and return, I hope, at 
night.” 

“ To Blackwater ! ” 

Yes. I have had time to think, since I left Mr. Kyrle. His 
opinion, on one point, confirms my own. W'c must persist, to the last, 
in hunting down the date of Laura’s journey. The one weak point in 
the conspiracy, and probably the one chance of proving that she is a 
living woman, centre in the discovery of that date.” 

“ You mean,” said Marian, “ the discovery that Laura did not leave 
Blackwater till after the date of her death on the doctor’s certificate ? ” 

" Certainly.” 

“ What makes you think it might have been after ? Laura can tell 
us nothing of the tim e she was in London.” 

“ But the owner of the Asylum told you that she was received there 
on the twenty-seventh of July. I doubt Count Fosco’s ability to keep 
her in London, and to keep her insensible to all that was passing around 
her, more than one night. In that case, she must have started on tlic 
twenty-sixth, and must have come to London one day after the date of 
her own death on the doctor’s certificate. If we can prove that date, 
we prove our case against Sir Percival and the Count.” 

“ Yes, yes—I see ! But how is the proof to be obtained ? ” 

“ Mrs. Michelson’s narrative has suggested to me two ways of trying 
to obtain it. One of them is to question tlie doctor. Air. Dawson— 
who must know when he resumed his attendance at Blackwater Park, 
after Laura left the house. The other is, to make inquiries at the inn 
to which Sir Percival drove away by himself, at night. We know that 
his departure followed Laura’s, after the lapse of a few hours j and we 
may get at the date in that way. The attempt is at least worth making 
—and, to-morrow, I am determined it shall be made.” 

“ And suppose it fails—I look at the worst, now, Walter; but I 
will look at ffic best, if disappointments come to try us—suppose no 
one can help you at Blackwater ? ” 

“ There are two men who can help me, and shall help me, in London 
—Sir Percival and the Count. Innocent people may well forget the 
date—but th^ are guilty, and they know it. If 1 fail everywhere else, 
12 
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I mean to force a confession out of one or both of them, on my own 
terms.” 

All the woman flushed up in Marian’s face as I spoke. 

“ Begin with the Count,” she whispered eagerly. “ For my sake, 
begin with the Count.” 

“ We must begin, for Laura’s sake, where there is the best chance of 
success,” I replied. 

The colour faded from her face again, and she shook her head sadly. 

” Yes,” she said, “ yob are right—it was mean and miserable of me 
to say that. 1 try to be patient, Walter, and succeed better now than I 
did in happier times. But I have a little of my old temper still left, and 
it tvill get the better of me when I think of the Count! ” 

” His turn will come,” I said. “ But, remember, there is no weak 
place in his life that w’c know of, yet.” I waited a little to let her 
recover her self-possession i and then spoke the decisive words : 

” Marian ! There is a weak place we both know of in Sir Percival’s 

life-” 

“ You mean the secret! ” 

“ Yes ; the Secret. It is our only sure hold on him. 1 can force 
him from his position of security, I can drag him and his villainy into 
the face of day, by no other means. Whatever the Count may have 
done. Sir Percival has consented to the conspiracy against Laura from 
another motive besides the motive of gain. You heard him tell the 
Count that he believed his wife knew enough to ruin him ? You heard 
him say that he was a lost man if the secret of Anne Catherick was 
known ? ” 

“ Yes! yes ! I did.” 

” Well, Marian, when our other resources have failed us, I mean to 
know the secret. My old superstition clings to me, even yet. I say 
again the woman in white is a living influence in our three lives. The 
End is appointed; the End is drawdng us on—and Anne Catherick, 
dead in her grave, points the way to it still! ” 

V 

The story of my first inquiries in Hampshire is soon told. ^ 

My early departure from London enabled me to reach Mr. Dawson s 
house in the forenoon. Our interview, so far as the object of my visit 
was concerned, led to no satisfactory result. 

Mr. Dawson’s books certainly showed when he had resumed his 
attendance on Miss Halcombe, at Blackwater Park, but it was not 
possible to calculate back from this date with any exactness, without 
such help from Mrs. Michelson as I knew she was unable to afford. 
She could not say from memory (who, in similar cases, ever can^ 
how many days had elapsed between the renewal of the doctor s 
attendance on his patient and the previous departure of Lady Glyde. 
She was almost certain of having mentioned the circumstances of the 
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departure to Miss Halcombe, on the day after it happened—but then 
she was no more able to fix the date of the day on which this disclosure 
took place, than to fix the date of the day before, when Lady Clyde had 
left for London. Neither could she calculate, with any nearer approach 
to exactness, the time that had passed from the departure of her mistress, 
to the period when the undated letter from Madame Fosco arrived. 
Lasdy, as if to complete the series of difficulties, the doctor himself, 
having been ill at the time, had omitted to make his usual entry of the 
day of the week and month when the gardener from Blackwater Park 
had called on him to deliver Mrs. Michelson’s message. 

Hopeless of obtaining assistance from Mr. Dawson, I resolved to 
try next if I could" establish the date of Sir Percival’s arrival at 
Knowlesbury. 

It seemed like a fatality ! When I reached Kjiowlesbur>’ the inn 
was shut up ; and bills were posted on the walls. The speculation had 
been a bad one, as I was informed, ever since the time of the railway. 
The new hotel at the station had gradually absorbed the business ; 
and the old inn (which we knew to be the inn at which Sir Percival 
had put up), had been closed about ttvo months since. The proprietor 
had left the town with all his goods and chattels, and where he had 
gone I could not positively ascertain from anyone. The four people 
of whom I inquired gave me four different accounts of his plans and 
projects when he left Knowlesbury. 

There were still some hours to spare before the last train left for 
London j and I drove back again, in a fly from the Knowlesbury 
station, to Blackwater Park, with tlie purpose of questioning the gardener 
and the person who kept the lodge. If they, too, proved unable to 
assist me, my resources, for tlie present, were at an end, and I might 
return to town. 

1 dismissed the fly a mile distant from the park ; and, getting my 
directions from the driver, proceeded by myself to the house. 

As I turned into the lane from the high*road, I saw a man, with a 
carpet-bag, walking before me rapidly on the way to the lodge. He was 
a Little man, dressed in shabby black, and wearing a remarkably large 
hat. 1 set him down (as well as it was possible to judge) for a lawyer’s 
clerk ; and stopped at once to widen the distance between us. He had 
not heard me j and he walked on out of sight, without looking back. 
When I passed through the gates myself, a little while afterwards, he 
was not visible—he had evidently gone on to the house. 

There were two women in the lodge. One of them was old ; the 
other I knew at once, by Marian’s description of her, to be Aiargaret 
Porcher. 

I asked first if Sir Percival was at the Park; and, receiving a reply 
in the negative, inquired next when he had left it. Neither of the 
women could tell me more than that he had gone away in the summer. 
I could extract nothing from Aiargaret Porcher but vacant smiles and 
shakings of the head. The old woman was a little more intelligent; 
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and I managed to lead her into speaking of the manner of Sir Percival’s 
departure, and of the alarm it had caused her. She remembered her 
master calling her out of bed, and remembered his frightening her by 
swearing—but the date at which the occurrence happened was, as she 
honestly acknowledged, “ quite beyond her.” 

On leaving the lodge, I saw the gardener at work not far off. When 
I first addressed him, he looked at me rather distrustfully; but, on 
my using Mrs. Alichelson’s name, with a civil reference to himself, he 
entered into conversation readily enough. There is no need to de¬ 
scribe what passed between us: it ended, as all my other attempts to 
discover the date had ended. The gardener knew that his master had 
driven away, at night “ some lime in July, the last fortnight or the last 
ten days in the month ”—and knew no more. 

While we were speaking togedicr, I saw the man in black, w’ith the 

l^gc hat, come out from the house, and stand at some little distance 
observmg us. 

Certain suspicions of lus errand at Blackwaier Park had already 
crossed my mind. They were now increased by the gardener’s in¬ 
ability (or unwillingness) to tell me who the man was; and I deter¬ 
ged to clear the way before me, if possible, by speaking to him. 

I he plainest question I could put, as a stranger, would be to inquire 

II ihc house was aliowed to be shown to visitors. I walked up to the 
man at once, and accosted liim in those words. 

His look and manner unmistakably betrayed tliat he knew w’ho I was, 
and that he wanted to irritate me into quarrelling witli him. His 
reply w'as insolent enough to have answered the purpose, if I had been 
less determined to control myself. As it was, I met him with the most 
resolute politeness ; apologised for my involuntary intrusion (which he 
called a trespass ), and left tlic grounds. It was exactly as I sus¬ 
pected. The recognition of me, when I left Mr. Kyrle’s office, had 
been eviacntly communicated to Sir Percival Clyde; and the man in 
bla(± l^d been sent to the Park in anticipation of my making inquiries 
at the house, or in the neighbourhood. If I had given him the least 
chance of lodging any son of legal complaint against me, the inier- 
tcrcncc of the local magistrate would no doubt have been turned to 
accost, as a clog on my proceedings and a means of separating me from 
Marian and Laura for some days at least. 

I was prepared to be watched on the way from Blackwater Park to 
ilic stauon, exactly as I had been watched, in London, the day before. 
But 1 could not discover at the time, whether I was really foUowed on 
occasion or not. The man in black might have had means of 
acking me at his disposal of which I was not aware—but I certainly 
saw nothing of him, m his own person, either on the way to the station, 
or aftenvards on my arrival at the London terminus, in the evening. I 
reached home, on foot; taking the precaution before I approached our 
own door, ot walking round by the loneliest street in the neighbourhood, 
and there stoppmg and looking back more than once over the open space 
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behind me. I had first learnt to use this stratagem against suspected 
treachery in the wilds of Central America—and now I was practising 
it again, with the same purpose and with even greater caution, in the 
hean of civilised London ! 

Nothing had happened to alarm Marian during my absence. She 
asked eagerly what success I had met with. When I told her, she could 
not conceal her surprise at the indifference with which I spoke of the 
failure of my investigations thus far. 

The truth was, that the ill-success of my inquiries liad in no sense 
daunted me. I had pursued them as a matter of duty, and I had 
expected nothing from them. In the state of my mind, at that time, it 
was almost a relief to me to know that the struggle was now narrowed 
to a trial of strength beuveten myself and Sir Percival Glyde. The 
vindictive motive had mingled itself, all along, with my other and better 
motives ; and I confess it was a satisfaction to me to feel that the surest 
way—the only way left—of serving Laura’s cause, was to fasten my hold 
firmly on the villain who had married her. 

While I acknowledged that I was not strong enough to keep my 
motives above the reach of this instinct of revenge, I can honesdy say 
something in my owm favour, on the other side. No base speculation 
on the future relations of Laura and myself, and on the private and 
personal concessions which I might force from Sir Percival if I once 
had him at my mercy, ever entered my mind. I never said to myself, 
“ If I do succeed, it shall be one result of my success that I put it out of 
her husband’s power to take her from me again.” I could not look at 
her and think of tlie future with such thoughts as those. The sad 
sight of the change in her from her former self made the one interest 
of my love an interest of tenderness and compassion, which her father 
or her brother might have felt, and which I felt, God knows, in my in¬ 
most heart. All my hopes looked no farther on, now, than to the day of 
her recovery. There, till she was strong again and happy again—there, 
till she could look at me as she had once looked, and speak to me as she 
had once spoken—the future of my happiest thoughts and my dearest 
wishes ended. 

These words are written under no prompting of idle sclf-contempla- 
tion. Passages in this narrative are soon to come, which will set the 
minds of others in judgment on my conduct. It is right that the best 
and the worst of me should be fairly balanced, before that time. 

On the morning after my return from Hampshire, I took Marian upy- 
stairs into my working-room j and there laid before her the plan that 1 
had matured, thus far, for mastering the one assailable point in the life 
of Sir Percival Glyde. 

The way to the Secret lay through the mystery, hitherto impenetrable 
to all of us, of the woman in white. The approach to that, in its turn, 
might be gained by obtaining the assistance of Anne Cathcrick’s 
mother^ and the only ascertainable means of prevailing on Mrs. 
Catherick to act or to speak in the matter depended on the chance of 
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my discovering local particulars and family particulars, first of all, from 
Mrs. Clements. After thinking the subject over carefully, I felt certain 
that I could only begin the new inquiries by placing myself in communi¬ 
cation with the faithful friend and protectress of Anne Catherick. 

The first difficulty, then, was to find Mrs. Clements. 

I was indebted to Marian’s quick perception for meeting this 
necessity at once by the best and simplest means. She proposed to 
write to the farm near Limmeridge (Todd’s Comer), to inquire whether 
Mrs. Clements had communicated with Mrs. Todd during the past few 
months. How Airs. Clements had been separated from Anne, it was 
impossible for us to say ; but tliat separation once effected, it would 
certainly occur to Mrs. Clements to inquire after the missing woman in 
the neighbourhood of all others to which she was knowm to be most 
attached—the neighbourhood of Limmeridge. I saw directly that 
Marian’s proposal offered us a prospect of success; and she wrote to 
Mrs. Todd accordingly by iltat day’s post. 

While we were waiting for the reply, I made myself master of all the 
information Marian could afford on the subject of Sir Pcrcival’s family, 
and of his early life. She could only speak on tlicse topics from hearsay; 
but she was reasonably certain of the truth of what htde she had to tell. 

Sir Pcrcival was an only child. His father, Sir Felix Clyde, had 
suffered, from his birth, under a painful and incurable deformity, and 
had shunned all society from his earliest years. His sole happiness 
was in the enjoyment of music ; and he had married a lady with tastes 
similar to his o\ni, who was said to be a most accomplished musician. 
He inherited the Blackwatcr property while still a young man. Neither 
he nor his wife, after taking possession, made advances of any sort to¬ 
wards the society of the neighbourhood; and no one endeavoured to 
tempt them into abandoning their reserve, with the one disastrous 
exception of the rector of the parish. 

The rector was the worst of all innocent mischief-makers—an over- 
zealous man. He had heard that Sir Felix had left College with the 
character of being little better than a revolutionist in politics and an 
infidel in religion; and he arrived conscientiously at the conclusion 
that it was his bounden duty to summon the lord of the manor to 
hear sound views enunciated in the parish church. Sir Felix fiercely 
resented the clcrg>'man’s well-meant but ill-directed interference; in¬ 
sulting him so grossly and so publicly, that the families in the neigh¬ 
bourhood sent letters of indignant remonstrance to the Park ; and even 
the tenants of the Blackwatcr property expressed their opinion as 
sttongly as they dared. The baronet, who had no country tastes of any 
kind, and no attachment to the estate, or to anyone living on it, de¬ 
clared that society at Blackwater should never have a second chance of 
annoying him ; and left the place from that moment. 

After a short residence in London, he and his wife departed for the 
Continent; and never returned to England again. They lived part of 
tlie time in France, and part in Germany—always keeping themselves 
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in the strict retirement which the morbid sense of his own personal 
deformity had made a necessity to Sir Felix. Their son, Percival, had 
been bom abroad, and had been educated there by private tutors. His 
mother was the first of his parents whom he lost. His father had died 
a few years after her, either in 1825 or 1826 . Sir Percival had been in 
England, as a young man, once or nvice before that period ; but his 
acquaintance with the late Air. Fairlie did not begin till after the time 
of his father’s death. They soon became ver>’ intimate, although Sir 
Percival was seldom, or never, at Limmeridge House in those days. 
Mr. Frederick Fairlie might have met him once or nvice in Mr. Philip 
Fairlie’s company ; but he could have known little of him at that or at 
any other time. Sir Percival’s only intimate friend in the Fairlie 
family had been Laura’s father. 

These were all the particulars that I could gain from Marian. They 
suggested nothing which was useful to my present purpose, but I 
noted them down carefully, in the event of their proving to be of im¬ 
portance at any future period. 

Mrs. Todd’s reply (addressed, by our own wish, to a post-office at 
some distance from us) had arrived at its destination when I went to 
apply for it. The chances, which had been all against us hitherto, 
turned, from this moment, in our favour. Mrs. Todd’s letter con¬ 
tained the first item of information of which we were in search. 

Mrs. Clements, it appeared, had (as we have conjectured) written to 
Todd’s Comer; asking pardon, in the first place, for the abrupt 
manner in which she and Anne had left their friends at the farmhouse 
(on the morning after I had met the woman in white in Limmeridge 
churchyard) ; and then informing Mrs. Todd of Anne’s disappearance, 
and entreating that she would cause inquiries to be made in the neigh¬ 
bourhood, on the chance that the lost woman might have strayed back 
to Limmeridge. In making this request, Mrs. Clements had been 
careful to add to it the address at which she might always be heard of; 
and that address Mrs. Todd now transmitted to Mar ian . It was in 
London ; and within half an hour’s walk of our own lodging. 

In the words of the proverb, I was resolved not to let the grass grow 
under my feet. The next morning, I set forth to seek an interview with 
Mrs. Qements. This was my first step forward in the investigation. 
The story of the desperate attempt to which I now stood committed, 
begins here. 


vi 


THE^dress communicated by Mrs. Todd took me to a lodging-house 
a respectable street near the Gray’s Inn Road. 

I knocked, the door was opened by Mrs. Qements herself. 
SJieAiA not appear to remember me ; and asked what my business was. 
I recalled to her our meeting in Limmeridge churchyard, at the close 
of my interview there with the wo man in white; taking special care to 
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remind her Uiat I was the person who assisted Anne Catherick (as 
Anne had herself declared) to escape the pursuit from the Asylum. 
This was my only claim to the confidence of Mrs. Clements. She 
remembered the circumstance the moment I spoke of it; and asked me 
into ilic parlour in the greatest anxiety to know if I had brought her any 
news of Anne. 

It was impossible for me to tell her the whole truth without, at the 
same time, entering into particulars on the subject of the conspiracy, 
which it would have been dangerous to confide to a stranger. I could 
only abstain most carefully from raising any false hopes, and then 
explain tliat the object of my visit was to discover the persons who 
were really responsible for Anne’s disappearance. I even added, so as 
to exonerate myself from any after-reproach of my own conscience, 
that I entertained not the least hope of being able to trace her ; that I 
believed we should never sec her alive again; and that my main interest 
in the affair was to bring to punishment uvo men whom I suspected to 
be concerned in luring her away, and at whose hands I ^d some dear 
friends of mine had suffered a grievous wrong. With this explanation, 

I left it to Mrs. Clements to say whether our interest in the matter 
(whatever difTercncc there might be in the motives which actuated us) 
was not the same ; and wheilicr she felt any reluctance to forw^d my 
object by giving me such information on the subject of my inquiries as 
she happened to possess. 

The poor woman was, at first, too much confused and agitated to 
understand thoroughly what I said to her. She could only reply that 
I was welcome to anything she could tell me in return for the kindness 
I had shown to Anne. But as she was not very quick and ready, at 
the best of times, in talking to strangers, she would beg me to put her 
in the right way, and to say where I wished her to begin. 

Knowing by experience that the plainest narrative attainable from 
persons who are not accustomed to arrange their ideas, is the narrative 
which goes far enough back at the beginning to avoid all impediments 
of retrospection in its course, I asked Mrs. Qements to tell me, first, 
what had happened after she had left Limmeridge; and so, by 
watchful questioning, carried her on from point to point till we reached 
the period of Anne’s disappearance. 

The substance of tlic information which I thus obtained, was as 
follows: 

On leaving the farm at Todd’s Corner, Mrs. Clements and Anne 
had travelled, that day, as far as Derby; and had remained there a 
week, on Anne’s account. They had then gone on to London, and had 
lived in the lodging occupied by Mrs. Qements, at that time, for a month 
or more, when circumstances connected with the house and the land¬ 
lord had obliged them to change their quarters. Anne’s terror of 
being discovered in London or its neighbourhood, whenever they 
ventured to walk out, had gradually communicated itself to Mrs. 
Clements ; and she had determined on removing to one of the most out- 
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of-the-way places in England—to the town of Grimsby in Lincolnshire 
where her deceased husband had passed ail his early lif.\ His relatives 
were respectable people settled in the town ; they had always treated 
Mrs. Clements with great kindness ; and she thought it impossible to 
do better than go there, and take the advice of her husband’s friends, 
^ne would not hear of returning to her motlier at Wclmingham, 
because she had been removed to the Asylum from that place, and 
because Sir Percival would be certain to go back there and find her 
agam There was serious weight in this objection, and Mrs. Clemenis 
iclt that It was not to be easily removed. 

serious symptoms of illness had shown them¬ 
selves m Anne. They appeared soon after the news of Lady Glyde^s 
marriage had been made public in the newspapers, and had reached 
her through that medium. 

The medical man who was sent for to attend the sick woman, dis¬ 
covered at once that she was suffering from a serious affection of the 
heart. The illness lasted long, left her very weak, and returned, at 
intervals, though with mitigated severity, again and again. They re¬ 
mained at Gnmsby, in consequence, all through the first half of the 
new year; and there they might probably have stayed much longer, 
but for sudden resolution which Anne took, at this time, to venture 

back to Hampshire, for the purpose of obtaining a private interview 
With Lady Glydc. 

Mrs. acments did all in her power to oppose the execution of iliis 
hazardous and i^ccountable projea. No explanation of her motives 
was offer^ by Aime, except that she believed tlic day of her death was 
not tar off, and that she had something on her mind which must be 
wmmunicated to Lady Glyde, at any risk, in secret. Her resolution 
to accomplish t^s purpose was so firmly settled, that she declared her 
mtention of gomg to Hampshire by herself, if Mrs. Clements felt any 
imw^ngness to go with her. The doctor, on being consulted, was of 
opimon that serious opposition to her wishes would, in all probability, 

Endlr ® fit of 'fincss ; and Mrs Clement 

u^er this adviw, yielded to necessity, and once more, with sad fore- 

Dotimgs of trouble and danger to come, allowed Anne Cathcrick lo have 
ucr own way. 

Hampshire, Mrs. Clements dis- 
of Aeir feUow-passengers was well acquainted with the 
shl Bla^ater, and could give her all the information 

localities. In this way, she found out the 
Perdvipf 3^/ dangerously near to Sir 

tl^t fbetween three and four miles—and 

each occasion 

diswvered^h^it^K Sandon VTithout being 

discovered, they had hved a little away from the village, in the cottage 
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of a decent widow-woman, who had a bed-room to let. and whose 
discreet silence Mrs. Clements had done her best to secure, for the 
first week at least. She had also tried h^d to induce Anne w t>e con¬ 
tent with writing to Lady Clyde, in the first instance. But the failure 
of the warning contained in the anon>*mous letter sent to L>mmcndg^ 
had made Anne resolute to speak this time, and obsunatc in the deter¬ 
mination to go on her errand alone. 

Mrs. Clements, nevertheless, followed her pnvatcly on each occasion 

when she went to the lake-without, however, re 

the boat-house to be witness of what took place there. When Anne re 
turned for the last time from the dangerous neighbourhood, the fattgue 
of walking, day after day, distances which were far too 
strength, added to the exhausting effect of the agitauon 
iiad suffered, produced the result which Mrs. Clements had dreaded 
all along The old pain over the heart and the other symptoms of the 
illness a^t Grimsby returned ; and Anne was confined to her bed in the 

^°\n^his emergency, the first necessity, as Mrs. Clements knew by 
experience, was^to endeavour to quiet Anne s anxiety of mind ; and, 
for^this purpose, the good woman went herself the next day to the lake, 
m try if'lhc^ould find Lady Clyde (who would be sure. said 

to take her daily walk to the boat-house), and prevail on her to come 
back privately m the cottage near Sandon. On 

of the plantation, Mrs. Clcmenu cncountertd, not Uidy Clyde, but a 
tall, stout, elderly genUeman with a book in his hand—m other words, 

^ The Sum, after looking at her very attentively 
if she expected to see anyone in that place ; and added, before she 
cUld rep^y, that he was waiting there with a message from Lady Clyde, 
but ihat^hc was not quite certain whether the person then before hm 
answered the description of the person with whom he was desired 

''"up'SITthisTMrs. Clements at once confided her errand « ^ 

entreated that he would help to aUay Anne s aniaety by 
message to her. The Count most readily and kmdly compUed mth 
her request. The message, he said, was a very important 0 °^. l^dy 

ay^c entreated Anne and her good friend to 'f. 

I ondon as she felt certain that Sir Percival would discover them, if 

longer in the ne^bourhood of Bla^ Jhe 

Td ^e would go there first, and would let her know jhat *«r 
address was, they should heat from her and see her m a fott^ht or 
tes The Count added that he had already attempted to pve 
w^ing to^e herself, but that she had been too much st^ed by 
seeing that he was a stranger, to let to approach ^ 

To this, Mrs. Qcments replied, m the giMtest al^ 
that she asked nothing better than to take Anne safely to London, 
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but that there was no present hope of removing her from the dangerous 
neighbourhood, as she lay ill in her bed at that moment. The Count 
inquired if Mrs. Clements had sent for medical advice ; and hearing 
that she had hitherto hesitated to do so, from the fear of making their 
position publicly known in the village, informed her that he was him¬ 
self a medical man, and that he would go back w ith her if she pleased, 
and see what could be done for Anne. Mrs. Clements (feeling a 
natural confidence in the Count, as a person trusted with a secret 
message from Lady Clyde) gratefully accepted the ofier ; and they 
went back together to the cottage. 

Anne was asleep when they got there. The Count started at the 
sight of her (evidently from astonishment at her resemblance to Lady 
Clyde). Poor Mrs. Clements supposed that he W’as only shocked to 
see how ill she was. He would not allow her to be awakened ; he was 
contented with putting questions to Mrs. Clements about her symptoms, 
with looking at her, and with lightly touching her pulse. Sandon w’as 
a large enough place to have a grocer’s and druggist’s shop in it; and 
thither the Count went, to write his prescription, and to get the medicine 
made up. He brought it back himself: and told Airs. Clements that 
the medicine was a powerful stimulant, and that it would certainly give 
Anne strength to get up and bear the fatigue of a journey to London of 
only a few hours. The remedy was to be administered at stated times, 
on that day, and on the day after. On the third day she would be well 
enough to travel; and he arranged to meet Mrs. Clements at Black- 
water station, and to sec them ofi' by the mid-day train. If they did 
not appear, he would assume that Anne w’as worse, and would proceed 
at once to the cottage. 

As events turned out, no such emergency as this occurred. 

This medicine had an extraordinary effect on Anne, and the good 
r^ults of it were helped by the assurance Mrs. Clements could now 
give her that she would soon see Lady Clyde in London. At the 
appointed day and time (when they had not been quite so long as a 
week in Hampshire, altogether), they arrived at the station. The 
Count was waiting there for them, and was talking to an elderly lady, 
who appeared to be going to travel by the train to London also. He 
most kindly assisted them, and put them into the carriage himself; 
begging Mrs. Qements not to forget to send her address to Lady 
Clyde. The elderly lady did not travel in the same compartment; 
and Aey did not notice what became of her on reaching the London 
tenninus. Mrs. Oements secured respectable lodgings in a quiet 
neighbourhood j and then wrote as she had engaged to do, to inform 
Lady Clyde of the address. 

A little more than a fortnight passed, and no answer came. 

At the end of that time, a lady (the same elderly lady whom they had 
seen at the station) called in a cab, and said that she came from Lady 
Clyde, who was then at an hotel in London, and who wished to see 
Mrs. Clements for the purpose of arran g in g a future interview with 
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Anne. Mrs. Clements expressed her willingness (Anne being present 
at the time, and entreating her to do so) to forward the object in view, 
especially as she was not required to be away from the house for more 
than half an hour at the most. She and the elderly lady (clearly Madame 
Fosco) then left in the cab. The lady slopped the cab, after it had 
driven some distance, at a shop, before they got to the hotel, and begged 
Mrs. Clements to wait for her for a few minutes, while she made a 
purchase that had been forgotten. She never appeared again. 

After waiting some time, Mrs. Clements became alarmed, and 
ordered the cabman to drive back to her lodgings. When she got 
there, after an absence of rather more than half an hour, Anne was 
gone. 

The only information to be obtained from the people of the house 
was derived from the servant who waited on the lodgers. She had 
opened tlic door to a boy from the street, who had left a letter for “ the 
young woman who lived on the second floor ” (the part of the house 
which Mrs. Clements occupied). The servant had delivered the letter ; 
had then gone down stairs ; and, five minutes afterwards, had observed 
Anne open the front door, and go out, dressed in her bonnet and shawl. 
She had probably taken tlic letter with her ; for it was not to be found, 
and it was therefore impossible to tell what inducement had been 
offered to make her leave the house. It must have been a strong one— 
for she would never stir out alone in London of her own accord. If 
Mrs. Clements had not known this by experience, nothing would have 
induced her to go away in the cab, even for so short a time as half an 
hour only. 

As soon as she could collea her thoughts, the first idea that naturally 
occurred to Mrs. Clements, was to go and make inquiries at the Asylum, 
to which she dreaded that Anne had been taken back. 

She went there the next day—having been informed of the locality 
in which tlic house was situated by Anne herself. The answer she 
received (her application having, in all probability, been made a day or 
two before the false Anne Catherick had really been consigned to safe 
keeping in the Asylum) was, that no such person had been brought 
back there. She had then written to Mrs. Catherick, at Wclmingham, 
to know if she had seen or heard anything of her daughter ; and had 
received an answer in the negative. After that reply had reached her, 
she was at the end of her resources, and perfectly ignorant where else 
to inquire, or what else to do. From that time to this, she had remained 
in total ignorance of the cause of Aimc’s disappearance, and of the end 
of Anne’s story. ^ 

I 

% 

vn 

Thus far, the information which I had received from Mrs. Clements— 
though it established facts of which I had not previously been aware— 
was of a preliminary character only. 
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It was clear that the series of deceptions which had removed Anne 
Catherick to London and separated her from Mrs. Clements, had been 
accomplished solely by Count Fosco and the Countess ; and the ques¬ 
tion whether any part of the conduct of husband or wife had been of a 
kind to place either of them within reach of the law, might be well 
worthy of future consideration. But this purpose I had now in view 
led me in another direction than this. The immediate object of my 
visit to Mrs. Clements was to make some approach at least in tiic dis¬ 
covery of Sir Percival’s secret ; and she had said notliing, as yet, which 
advanced me on my way to that important end. I felt tlie necessity 
of trying to awaken her recollections of other times, persons, and 
events, than those on which her memory had hitherto been employed ; 
and, when I spoke, I spoke with that object indirectly in view. 

“ I wish I could be of any help to you in this sad calamity,” I said. 
“ All I can do is to feel heartily for your distress. If /Vnne had been 
your own child. Airs. Clements, you could have shown her no truer 
kindness—you could have made no readier sacrifices for her sake.” 

“ There’s no great merit in that, sir,” said Mrs. Clements, simply. 
“ The poor thing was as good as my own child to me. I nursed her 
from a baby, sir ; bringing her up by hand—and a hard job it was to 
rear her. It wouldn’t go to my heart so to lose her if I iiadn’t made 
her first short clothes, and taught her to walk. I alw'ays said she was 
sent to console me for never having chick nor cliild of my own. And 
now she’s lost, the old times keep coming back to my mind ; and, even 
at my age, I can’t help cr>'ing about her—I can’t indeed, sir ! ” 

I waited a little to give Airs. Clements time to compose herself. 
Was the light that I had been looking for so long, glimmering 
on me—far off, as yet—in the good woman’s recollections of Anne’s 
early life ? 

“ Did you know Airs. Catherick before Anne w'as born ? ” I asked. 

“ Not very long, sir—not above four months. We saw a great deal 
of each other in that time, but we were never very friendly together.” 

Her voice was steadier as she made that reply. Painful as many of 
her recollections mi gh t be, I observed that it was, unconsciously, a 
relief to her mind to revert to the dimly-seen troubles of the past, ^ter 
dwelling so long on the vivid sorrows of the present. 

“ Were you and Airs. Gather.ck neighbours ? ” I inquired, leading 
her memory on, as encouragingly as I could. 

“ Yes, sir—neighbours at Old Wclmingham.” 

Old Welmingham ? There are two places of that name, then, in 
Hampshire ? ” 

“ Well, sir, there used to be in those days—better than three-and- 
twenty years ago. They built a new town about two miles off, con¬ 
venient to the river—and Old W elmingham , which was never much 
more than a village, got in tim e to be deserted. The new town is the 
place they call W elmingham , now—but the old parish church is the 
parish church still. It stands by itself, with the bouses pulled down, 
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or gone to ruin all round it. I’ve lived to see sad changes. It was a 
pleasant, pretty place in my time.” 

“ Did you live there before your marriage, Mrs. Clements ? 

“ No, sir—I’m a Norfolk woman. It wasn’t the place my husband 
belonged to, either. He was from Grimsby, as I told you ; and he 
served his apprenticeship there. But having friends down south, and 
hearing of an opening, he got into business at Southampton. It was 
in a small wav, but he made enough for a plain man to retire on, and 
settled at Old’Welmingham. I went there with him, when he married 
me. \X'e were neither of us young ; but we lived very happy together 
—happier than our neighbour, Mr. Catherick, lived along with Jiis 
wife, when they came to Old Welminghara a year or uvo aftewards.” 

“ W'as your husband acquainted with them before that ? ” 

“ With Catherick, sir—not with his wife. She was a stranger to 
both of us. Some gentlemen had made interest for Catherick ; and 
he got the situation of clerk at Wclmingham church, which was the 
reason of his coming to settle in our neighbourhood. He brought his 
newly-married wife along with him \ and wc heard, in course of time, 
she had been lady’s maid in a family that lived at Vameck Hall, near 
Southampton. Catlierick had found it a hard matter to get her to 
marry him—in consequence of her holding herself uncommonly high. 
He had asked and asked, and given the thing up at last, seeing she was 
so contrary about it. When he had given it up, she turned contrary, 
just tlic other way, and came to him of her own accord without rh5me 
or reason seemingly. My poor husband always said that was the time 
to have given her a lesson. But Catherick was too fond of her to do 
anything of the sort j he never checked her, cither before they were 
married or after. He was a quick man in his feelings, letting them carry 
him a deal too far, now in one way, and now in another; and he woiJd 
hdvc spoilt 3 better wife th3n Airs. C3thcrick, if 3 better hsd in3rried 
him. I don’t like to speak iU of anyone, sir—but she was a hcarUess 
woman, with a terrible will of her own ; fond of foolish admiration and 
fine clothes, and not caring to show so much as decent outward respect 
to Catherick, kindly as he always treated her. My husband said he 
thought things would turn out badly, when they first came to live near 
us; and his words proved true. Before they had been quite four 
months in our neighbourhood, there was a ^eadful scandal and a 
miserable break-up in their household. Both of them were in fault 
I am afraid both of them were equally in fault.” 

“ You mean both husband and wife ? ” . 

“ Oh, no, sir ! I don’t mean Catherick—he was only to be pitted. 

I meant his wife, and the person-” 

“ And the person who caused the scandal ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. A gentleman bom and brought up, who ought to have 
set a better example. You know him, sir—and my poor, dear Anne 
knew him, only too well.” 

“ Sir Pcrcivd Glydc ? ” 
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“ Yes. Sir Percival Clyde.” 

My heart beat fast—I thought I had my hand on the clue. How 
little I knew, then, of the windings of the labyrinth which were still 
to mislead me ! 

“ Did Sir Percival live in your neighbourhood at that time ? ” 1 
asked. 

“ No, sir. He came among us as a stranger. His father had died, 
not long before, in foreign parts. I remember he was in mourning. 
He put up at the little iim on the river (they have pulled it do\\'n since 
that time), where gentlemen used to go to fish. He wasn’t much 
noticed when he first came—it was a common thing enough for gentle¬ 
men to travel, from all parts of England, to fish in our river.” 

“ Did he make his appearance in the village before Arme was born ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. Anne was bom in the June month of eighteen hundred 
and twenty-seven—and 1 think he came at the end of April, or the 
beginning of May.” 

“ Came as a stranger to all of you ? A stranger to Mrs. Catherick, as 
well as to the rest of the neighbours ? ” 

“ So we thought at first, sir. But when the scandal broke out, 
nobody believed they were strangers. I remember how it happened, 
as well as if it was yesterday. Catherick came into our garden one 
night, and woke us by throwing up a handful of gravel from the walk, 
at our window. I heard him beg my husband, for the Lord’s sake, to 
come down and speak to him . They were a long time together talking 
in the porch. When ray husband came back up-stairs he was all of a 
tremble. He sat down on the side of the bed, and he says to me, 
‘ Lizzie ! I always told you that woman was a bad one ; I always said she 
would end ill—and I’m afraid, in my own mind, that the end has come, 
already. Catherick has found a lot of lace handkerchiefs, and two fine 
rings, and a new gold watch and chain, hid away in his wife’s drawer— 
things that nobody but a born lady ought ever to have—and his wife 
won’t say how she came by them.’ ‘ Does he think she stole them ? ’ 
says I. ‘ No,’ says he, ‘ stealing would be bad enough. But it’s worse 
than that—she’s had no chance of stealing such tlun gs as those, and 
she’s not a ^yoman to take them if she had. They’re gifts, Lizzie— 
there’s her own initials engraved inside the watch—and Catherick has 
seen her talking privately, and carrying on as no married woman should, 
with that gentleman in mourning—Sir Percival Glyde. Don’t you say 
anything about it—I’ve quieted Catherick for to-night. I’ve told him 
to keep his tongue to himself, and his eyes and his ears open, and to 
wait a day or two, till he can be quite certain. ‘ I believe you are both of 
you wrong,’ says I. ‘ It’s not in nature, comfortable and respectable 
as she is here, that Mrs. Catherick should take up with a chance stranger 
like Sir Percival Glyde.’ ‘ Ay, but is he a stranger to her ? ’ says my 
husband. * You forget how Catherick’s wife came to marry him. 
She went to him of her own accord, after saying, No, over and over 
again, when he asked her. There have been wicked women, before 
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her lime, Lizzie, who have used lionest men who loved them as a means 
of saving their characters—and I’m sorely afraid this Mrs. Cathcrick is 
as wicked as the worst of them. We sh^l see,’ says my husband, ‘ we 
shall soon sec.’ And only two days aftci^vards, wc did see.” 

Mrs. Clements wailed for a momcm, before she went on. Even in 
that moment, I began to doubt whctiier the clue that I thought I had 
found was r(^ly leading me to the central mystery of the labyrinth, 
after all. W’as this common, too common, story of a man’s treachery 
and a woman’s frailly the key to a secret which had been the life-long 
terror of Sir Percival Clyde ? 

‘‘ Well, sir, Catlicrick took my husband’s advice and waited,” Mrs. 
elements continued. “ And, as I told you, he hadn’t long to wait. On 
the second day, he found his wife and Sir Percival whispering together 
quite familiar, close under the vestry of the church. I suppose they 
thought the neighbourhood of the vestry was the last place in the world 
where anybody would think of looking after them—but, however that 
may be, there they were. Sir Percival, being seemingly surprised and 
confounded, defended himself in such a guilty way that poor Cathcrick 
(whose quick temper I have told you of already) fcH into a kind of 
frenzy at his own ^sgracc, and struck Sir Percival. He was no match 
(and I am sorry to say it) for the man who had wronged him—and he w’as 
beaten in die cruellest maimer, before the neighbours, who had come 
to the place on hearing the disturbance, could run in to part them. All 
this happened towards evening ; and, before nightfall, when my 
husband went to Cathcrick’s house, he was gone, nobody knew where. 
No living soul in the village ever saw him again. He knew too well, by 
that time, what his wife’s vile reason had been for marrying him j and 
he felt his misery and disgrace—especially after what had happened to 
him with Sir Percival—too keenly. The clergyman of tlie parish put 
an advertisement in the paper, begging him to come back, and saying 
diat he should not lose his situation or liis friends. But Cathcrick had 
too much pride and spirit, as some people said—too much feeling, as 
I think, sir—to face his neighbours again, and try to live down the 
memory of his disgrace. My husband beard from him, when he had 
left England ; and heard a second time, when he was settled, and doing 
well, in America. He is alive there now, as far as 1 know ; but none 
of us in the old country’—his wicked wife least of all—are ever likely to 
set eyes on him again.” 

“ What became of Sir Percival ? ” I inquired. “ Did he slay in the 
neighbourhood ? ” 

“ Not he, sir. The place was too hot to hold liim. He was heard 
at high words with Airs. Catherick, the same night when the scandal 
broke out—and the next morning he took himself off.” 

” And Mrs. Cathcrick ? Surely she never remained in the village, 
among tlie people who knew of her disgrace ? ” 

” She did, sir. She was hard enough and heartless enough to set 
the opinions of all her neighbours at fiat defiance. She declared xo 
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everybody, from the clerg^'man downwards, that she was the victim 
of a dreadful mistake, and that all the scandal-mongers in tlie place 
should not drive her out of it as if she was a guilty woman. All through 
my lime, she lived at Old Wclmingham ; and, after my time, when the 
new town was building, and the respectable neighbours began moving 
to it, she moved too, as if she was determined to live among them and 
scandalize tiiem to the very- last. There she is now, and there she will 
stop, in defiance of the best of them, to her dying day.” 

“ But how has she lived, through all these years ? ” I asked. “ Was 
her husband able and willing to help her ? ” 

“ Both able and willing, sir,” said Mrs. Clements. “ In the second 
letter he wrote to my good man, he said she had borne liis name, and 
lived in his home, and, wicked as she was, she must not starve like a 
beggar in the street. He could afford to make her some small allow¬ 
ance, and she might draw for it quarterly, at a place in London.” 

“ Did she accept the allowance ? ” 

“ Not a farthing of it, sir. She said she would never be beholden to 
Catherick for bit or drop, if she lived to be a hundred. And she has 
kept her word ever since. When my poor dear husband died, and left 
all to me, Catherick’s letter was put in my possession with the other 
things—and I told her to let me know if she was ever in want. ‘ I’ll 
let all England know I’m in want,’ she said, ‘ before 1 tell Catherick, 
or any friend of Catherick’s. Take that for your answer—and give it to 
him for an answer, if he ever writes again.’ ” 

“ Do you suppose that she had money of her own ? ” 

“ Very little, if any, sir. It was said, and said truly, I am afraid, 
that her means of living came privately from Sir Percival Clyde.” 

After that last reply, I waited a little, to reconsider what I had heard. 
If I unreservedly accepted the story so far, it was now plain that no 
approach, direct or indirect, to the Secret had yet been revealed to me, 
and that the pursuit of my object had ended again in leaving me face 
to face with the most palpable and the most disheartening failure. 

But there was one point in the narrative which made me doubt 
the propriety of accepting it unreservedly, and which suggested the 
idea of something hidden below the surface. 

I could not account to myself for the circumstance of the clerk’s 
guilty wife voluntarily living out all her after-existence on the scene of 
her disgrace. The woman’s own reported statement that she had takch 
this strange course as a practical assertion of her innocence, did not 
satisfy me. It seemed, to my mind, more natural and more probable 
to assume that she was not so completely a free agent in this matter as 
she had herself asserted. In that case, who was the likeliest person 
to possess the power of compelling her to remain at Welmingham ? 
The person unquestionably from whom she derived the means of living. 
She had refus^ assistance from her husband, she had no adequate 
resources of her own, she was a friendless, degraded woman: from 
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what source should she derive help, but from the source at which report 
pointed—Sir Percival Glydc ? 

Reasoning on these assumptions, and always bearing in mind the 
one certain fact to guide me, that Mrs. Catherick was in possession of 
the Secret, I easily understood that it was Sir Percival’s interest to 
keep her at W'clmingham, because her character in that place was 
certain to isolate her from all communication with female neighbours, 
and to allow her no opportunities of talking incautiously, in moments 
oi free intercourse with inquisitive bosom friends. But what was the 
mystery to be concealed ? Not Sir Percival’s inl'amous connouon 
with Airs. Cathcrick’s disgrace—for the neighbours were the very people 
who knew of it. Not the suspicion that he was Anne’s father—for 
Wclmingham was the place in which that suspicion must inevitably 
exist. If I accepted the guilty appearances described to me, as un¬ 
reservedly as others had accepted them ; if I drew from them the same 
superficial conclusion which Air. Catherick and all his neiglibours had 
drawn—where was the suggestion, in all that I had heard, of a dangerous 
secret between Sir Percival and Mrs. Catherick, which had been kept 
hidden from that time to this ? 

And yet, in those stolen meetings, in lliosc familiar whisperings 
between the clerk’s wife and “ the gentleman in mourning,” the clue 
to discovery existed beyond a doubt. 

Was it possible that appearances, in this case, had pointed one way, 
while the truth lay, all tlic while unsuspected, in another direction ? 
Could Mrs. Cathcrick’s assertion that she was the victim of a dreadful 
mistake, by any possibility be true ? Or, assuming it to be false, could 
tlic conclusion which associated Sir Percival with her guilt have 
been Ibunded in some inconceivable error ? Had Sir Percival, by any 
chance, courted the suspicion tliai was wrong, for tlic sake of diverting 
from himself some other suspicion that was right ? Here, if I could 
find it—here was the approach to the Secret, hidden deep under the 
surface of the apparently unpromising story which I had just heard. 

My next questions were now directed to the one object of ascer tainin g 
whether Mr. Catherick had, or had not, arrived truly at the conviction 
of his wife’s misconduct. The answers I received from Airs. Clements, 
left me in no doubt whatever on tliat point. Mrs. Catherick had, on 
the clearest evidence, compromised her reputation, while a single 
woman, with some person unknown; and had married to save her 
cliaracter. It bad been positively ascertained, by calculations of time 
and place into which I need not enter particularly, that the daughter 
who bore her husband’s name was not her husband’s child. 

The next object of inquiry, whether it was equally certain that Sir 
Percival must ^ve been the father of Anne, was beset by far greater 
difficulties. I was in no position to try the probabilities on one side, 
or on the other, in this instance, by any better test than the test of 
personal resemblance. 



THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


353 


" I suppose you often saw Sir Percival, when he was in your village?” 

I said. 

“ Yes, sir, very often,” replied Mrs. Clements. 

“ Did you ever observe that Anne was like him ? ” 

“ She was not at all like him, sir.” 

“ Was she like her mother, then ? ” 

“ Not like her mother, either, sir. Mrs. Catherick was dark, and 
full in the face.” 

Not like her mother, and not like her (supposed) father. I knew 
that the test by personal resemblance was not to be implicitly trusted— 
but, on the other hand, it was not to be altogether rejected on that 
account. Was it possible to strengthen the evidence, by discovering 
any conclusive facts in relation to the lives of Mrs. Catherick and Sir 
Percival, before they either of them appeared at Old Welmingham ? 
When I asked my next questions, I pufthem with this view. 

“ When Sir Percival first arrived in your neighbourhood,” I said, 
“ did you hear where he had come from last ? ” 

" No, sir. Some said from Blackwater Park, and some said from 
Scotland—but nobody knew.” 

“ Was Mrs. Catherick living in service at Vameck Hall, immediately 
before her marriage ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ And had she been long in her place ? ” 

** Three or four years, sir ; I am not quite certain which.” 

‘‘ Did you ever hear the name of the gentleman to whom Varneck 
Hall belonged at that time ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. His name was Major Donthome.” 

“ Did Mr. Catherick, or did any one else you knew, ever hear that 
Sir Percival was a friend of Major Donthomc’s, or ever sec Sir Percival 
in the neighbourhood of Vameck Hall ? ” 

“ Catherick never did, sir, that I can remember—nor any one else, 
either, that I know of.” 

I noted down Major Donthome’s name and address, on the chance 
that he might still be alive, and that it might be useful, at some future 
time, to apply to him . Meanwhile, the impression on my mind was 
now decidedly adverse to the opinion that Sir Percival was Anne’s 
father, and decidedly favourable to the conclusion that the secret of 
his stolen interviews with Mrs. Catherick was entirely unconnected 
with the disgrace which the woman had inflicted on her husband’s 
good nam e. I could think of no further inquiries which I might make 
to strengthen this impression—I could only encourage Mrs. aements 
to speak next of Anne’s early days, and watch for any chance-suggestion 
which might in this way offer itself to me. 

“ I have not heard yet,” I said, ** how the poor child, born in ail this 
sin and misery, came to be trusted, Mrs. Qements, to your care.” 

“ There was nobody else, sir, to take the little helpless creature in 
hand,” replied Mrs. Qements. ” The wicked mother seemed to hate 
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it—as if the poor baby was in fault!—from the day it was bom. My 
heart was heavy for Uie child ; and I made the offer to bring it up as 
tenderly as if it were my own.” 

“ Did Anne remain entirely under your care, from that time ? ” 

“ Not quite entirely, sir. Mrs. Caihcrick had her whims and fandcs 
about it, at times ; and used now and then to lay claim to the child, 
as it she wanted to spite me for bringing it up. But these fits of hers 
never lasted for long. Poor Uttle Amte was always returned tc> me, 
and was always glad to get back—though she led but a gloomy life in 
my house, having no playmates, like other children, to brighten her up. 
Our longest separation was when her mother took her to Limmeridge. 
Just at that lime i lost my husband ; and 1 felt it was as well, in that 
miserable afilieiion, dial Anne should not be in the house. She was 
bi.Twe*cn ten and eleven years old, then ; slow at her lessons, poor soul, 
and not so cheerful as other children—but as pretty a little girl to look 
at as you would wish to see. I waited at home till her mother brought 
her back ; and then I made Uic offer to lake her with me to London— 
the truth being, sir, that I could not find it in my heart to stop at Old 
W'clmingham, after my husband’s death, the place was so changed and 
so dismal to me.” 

” And did Mrs. Caihcrick consent to your proposal ? ” 

” No, sir. She came back from the north, harder and bitterer than 
ever, f olks did say tliai she had been obliged to ask Sir Percival’s 
leave to go, to begin with ; and that she only went to nurse her dying 
sisier ai Limmeridge because the poor woman was reported to have 
saved money—the truth being that she hardly left enough to bury her. 
'I hese tilings may have soured Airs. Cailicrick, likely enough—but, 
however that may be, she wouldn’t hear of my taking the child away. 
She seemed to like distressing us both by parting us. All 1 could do 
was lo give Anne my direction, and to tell her, privately, if she was ever 
m trouble, lo come to me. But years passed before she was free to 
come. I never saw her again, poor soul, till the night she escaped 
from ihc mad-house.” 

” You know, Mrs. Qcmenis, why Sir Percival Clyde shut her up ? ’* 

” I only know what Aime herself told me, sir. The poor thing used 
to ramble and wander about it, sadly. She said her mother had got 
some secret of Sir Pcrcival’s to keep, and had let it out to her, long after 
I Iclt Hampshire—and when Sir Percival found she knew it, he shut 
her up. But she never could say what it was, when I asked her. All 
she could tell me was, that her mother might be the ruin and destruc¬ 
tion of Sir Percival, if she chose. Mrs. Catherick may have let out 
just as much as that, and no more. I’m next to certain 1 should have 
heard the whole truth from Anne, if she had really known it, as she 
pretended to uo—and as she very likely fancied she did, poor soul.” 

Tliis idea had more than once occurred to my own mind. 1 had 
already told Marian that 1 doubted whether Laura was really on 
point of tna kj n g any important discovery when she and Anne Cathcxich 
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were disiurbcd by Count Fosco at the boat-house. It was perfectly 
in character with’Anne’s mental affliction that she should assume an 
absolute knowledge of the Secret on no better grounds than vague 
suspicion) deriv'ed from hints which her mother had incautiously let 
drop in her presence. Sir Percival’s guilty distrust would, in that 
case, infallibly inspire him w’ith the false idea that Anne knew all trom 
her mother, just as it had afterwards fixed in his mind the equally false 
suspicion that his wife knew all from Anne. 

The time was passing; the morning was wearing away. It was 
doubtful, if I stayed longer, whether I should hear anything more from 
Mrs. Qements that would be at all useful to my purpose. I had already 
discovered those local and family particulars, in relation to Mrs. 
Catherick, of which I had been in search ; and I had arrived at certain 
conclusions, entirely new to me, which might immensely assist in 
directing the course of my future proceedings. I rose to take my leave, 
and to thank Mrs. Clements for the friendly readiness she had shown 
in affording me information. 

“ I am afraid you must have thought me very inquisitive,” I said. 

“ I have troubled you with more questions than many people w’ould 
have cared to answer.” 

“ You arc heartily welcome, sir, to anything I can tell you,” answered 
Mrs. Clements. She stopp^ and looked at me wistfully. “ But I 
do wish,” said the poor woman, “ you could have told me a little more 
about Anne, sir. I thought I saw something in your face, when you 
came in, which looked as if you could. You can’t think how hard it is 
not even to know whether she is living or dead. I could bear it better 
if I was only certain. You said you never expected we should see her 
alive again. Do you know, sir—-do you know for truth—that it has 
pleased God to take her ? ” 

I was not proof against this appeal; it would have been unspeakably 
mean and cruel of me if I had resisted it. 

“ I am afraid there is no doubt of the truth,” I answered, gently: 
“ I have the certainty, in my owm mind, that her troubles in this world 
arc over.” 

The poor woman dropped into her chair, and hid her face from me. 
“ Oh, sir,” she said, “ how do you know it ? Who can have told you ?” 

“ No one has told me, Mrs. Ocments. But I have reason.^ for 
feeling sure of it—reasons which I promise you shall know, as soon as 
1 can safely explain them. I am certain she was not neglected in her 
last moments; I am certain the heart-complaint, from which she 
suffered so sadly, was the true cause of her death. You shall feci as 
sure of this as I do, soon—you shall know, before long, that she is 
buried in a quiet country churchyard; in a pretty, peaceful place, 
which you might have chosen for her yourself.” 

" Dead ! ” said Mr^. aements; “ dead so yotmg—and I am left 
to bear it I I made her first short frocks. 1 taught her to walk. The 
first rim e she ever said Mother, she said it to me —and now, I am left 



THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


356 

and Anne is taken ! Did you say, sir,” said the poor woman, removing 
the handkerchief from her face, and looking up at me for the first time— 

“ did you say that she had been nicely buried ? Was it the sort of 
funeral she might have had, if she had really been my own child ? ” 

I assured her that it was. She seemed to take an inexplicable pride 
in my answer—to find a comfort in it, w’hich no other and higher con¬ 
siderations could afford. “ It would have broken my heart,” she said,Vf*w>« 
simply, “ if Anne had not been nicely buried—but, how’ do you know 
it, sir ? who told you ? ” I once more entreated her to wait until I 
could speak to her unreservedly. “ You are sure to see me again,” I 
said ; “ for I have a favour to ask ; when you are a little more composed 
—perhaps in a day or two.” 

“ Don’t keep it waiting, sir, on my account,” said Mrs. Qements. 

“ Never mind my crying, if I can be of use. If you have anything on 
your mind to say to me, sir—please to say it now.” 

“ I only wished to ask you one last question,” I said. “ I only 
wanted to know Mrs. Caiherick’s address at Welmingham.” 

My request so startled Mrs. Clements, that, for the moment, even 
the tidings of Anne’s death seemed to be driven from her mind. Her 
tears suddenly ceased to flow, and she sat looking at me in blank amaze¬ 
ment. 

“ For the Lord’s sake, sir! ” she said, “ what do you want with 
Mrs. Catherick ? ” 

“ I want this, Mrs. Clements,” I replied : “ I want to know the 
secret of those private meetings of hers with Sir Pcrcival Clyde. There 
is something more, in what you have told me of that woman’s past 
conduct, and of that man’s past relations with her, than you, or any of 
your neighbours, ever suspected. There is a Secret we none of us 
know of between those two—and I am going to Mrs. Catherick, with 
the resolution to find it out.” 

“ Think twice about it, sir ! ” said Mrs. Clements, rising, in her 
earnestness, and laying her hand on my arm. “ She’s an awiul woman 
—you don’t know her as I do. Think twice about it.” 

” I am sure your warning is kindly meant, Mrs. Clements. But 
I am determined to see the woman, whatever comes of it.” 

Mrs. Clements looked me anxiously in the face. 

‘‘ I see your mind is made up, sir,” she said. “ I will give you the 
address.” 

I wrote it down in my pocket-book; and then took her hand, to say 
farewell. 

" You shall hear from me, soon,” I said; “ you shall know all that 
I have promised to tell you.” 

Mrs. Clements sighed, and shook her head doubtfully. 

An old woman’s advice is sometimes worth taking, sir,” she said. 

“ Think twice before you go to Welmingham.” * 
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VIII 

When I reached home again, after my interview with Mrs. Clements, 

I was struck by the appearance of a change in Laura. 

The unvarying gentleness and patience which long misfortune had 
tried so cruelly and had never conquered yet, seemed now to have 
suddenly failed her. Insensible to all Alarian’s attempts to soothe 
and amuse her, , she sat, with her neglected drawing pushed away on 
the table ; her eyes resolutely cast down, her fingers nvining and un¬ 
twining themselves restlessly in her lap. Marian rose when 1 came in, 
with a silent distress in her face ; waited for a moment, to see if Laura 
would look up at my approach ; whispered to me, “ Try if you can 
rouse her ; ” and left the room. 

• I sat down in the vacant chair ; gently unclasped the poor, worn, 
restless fingers ; and took both her hands in mine. 

“ What arc you thinking of, Laura ? Tell me, my darling try 

and tell me what it is.” . .. t . 

She struggled with herself, and raised her eyes to nunc. 1 can t 

feel happy,” she said ; “ I can’t help thinking-” She stopped ; 

bent forward a little, and laid her head on my shoulder, with a terrible 
mute helplessness that struck me to the heart. 

“ Try to tcU me,” I repeated gently ; “ try to tell me why you are 

not happy.” 

** I am so useless—I am such a burden on both of you,” she answered, 
with a weary, hopeless sigh. “ You work and get money, Walter ; 
and Marian helps you. Why is there nothing I can do ? You will 
end in liking Marian better than you like me—you will, because I am 
so helpless ! Oh, don’t, don’t, don’t treat me like a child ! ” 

I raised her head, and smoothed away the tangled hair that fell over 
her face, and kissed her—my poor, faded flower! my lost, afllicted 
sister ! “ You shall help us, Laura,” I said; “ you shall begin, my 

darling, to-day.” 

She looked at me with a feverish eagerness, wdth a breathless interest 
that made me tremble for the new life of hope which I had called into 
being by those few words. 

I rose, and set her drawring materials in order, and placed them near 
her again. 

“ You know that I work and get money by drawing,” I said. * TIow 
you have taken such pains, now you are so much improved, you shall 
begin to work and get money, too. Try to fimsh this little sketch as 
nicely and prettily as you can. When it is done, I wdll take it away 
with me j and the same person will buy it who buys all that I do. You 
shall keep your own earnings in your own purse; and Mari^ shall 
come to you to help you', as often as she comes to me. Think how 
useful you are going to make yourself to both of us, and you will soon 
be as happy, Laura, as the day is long.” 
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Her face grew eager, and brightened in a smile. In the moment 
while It lasted, in the moment when she again took up the pencils that 
had been laid aside, she almost looked like the Laura of past days. 

I had recently interpreted the first signs of a new grownJi and strength 
in h.cr mind, unconsciously expressing themselves in the notice she had 
taken of the occupations which filled her sister’s life and mine. Marian 
('when I told her what had passed) saw, as I saw, that she was longing to 
assume her own little position of importance, to raise herself in her own 
estimation and in ours—and, from that day, we tenderly helped the 
new ambition which gave promise to Uic hopeful, happier future, that 
might now not be far off. Her drawings, as she fijiished them, or tried 
to finish them, were placed in my hands ; Marian took them from me 
and hid Uicm carefully ; and I set aside a weekly tribute from my 
earnings, to be offered to her as the price paid by strangers for the poor, 
faint, valueless sketches, of which I was the only purchaser. It was 
hard somciimcs to mainuin our innocent deception, when she proudly 
brought out her purse to contribute her share towards tlie expenses, 
and wondered, with serious interest, whether I or she had earned the 
most that week. I have all those hidden drawings in my possession 
still: tlicy arc my treasures beyond price—the dear remembrances 
that I love to keep alive—the friends, in past adversity, that my heart 
will never part from, my tenderness never forget. 

Am I trifling, here, with the necessities of my task ? am I looking 
forward to the happier time which my narrative has not yet reached ? 
Yes. Back again—back to the days of doubt and dread, when the 
spirit within me struggled hard for its life, in me ky stillness of per¬ 
petual suspense. I have paused and rested for a while on my forward 
course. It is not, perhaps, time wasted, if the friends who read these 
pages have paused and rested too, 

I took the first opportunity I could find of speaking to Marian in 
private, and of communicating to her the result of the inquiries which 
I had made that morning. She seemed to share the opinion on the 
subject of my proposed journey to Wcimingham, which Mrs. Clements 
had aheady expressed to me. 

“ Surely, Walter,” she said, “ you hardly know enough yet to give 
you any hope of claiming Mrs. Catherick’s confidence ? Is it wise to 
proceed to these extremities, before you have really cxliaustcd all safer 
and simpler means of attaining your object ? When you told me that 
Sir Percival and the Count were the only two people in existence who 
knew the exact date of Laura’s journey, you forgot, and I forgot, that 
there was a third person who must surely know it—I mean Mrs. Rubelle. 
Would it not be far easier, and far less dangerous, to insist on a con¬ 
fession from her, than to force it from Sir Percival ? ” 

“ It might be easier,” I replied ; “ but we arc not aware of the full 
extent of Mrs. Rubelle’s connivance and interest in the conspiracy; 
and we are therefore not certain that the date has been impressed on 
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her mind, as it has been assuredly impressed on the minds of Sir 
Percival and tlie Count. It is too late, now, to waste die time on Mrs. 
Rubelle, which may be all-important to the discovery of the one assail¬ 
able point in Sir Percival’s life. Are you thinking a litUe too seriously, 
Aiarian, of the risk I may run in returning to Hampshire ? Are you 
beginning to doubt whedier Sir Percival Glyde may not, in the end, be 
more than a match for me ? ” 

“ He will not be more than your match,” she replied decidedly, 
“ because he will not be helped in resisting you by the impenetrable 
wickedness of the Count.” 

“ What has led you to that conclusion ? ” I asked, in some surprise. 

“ My own knowledge of Sir PercivaPs obstinacy and impatience of 
the Count’s control,” she answered. “ I believe he will insist on meet¬ 
ing you single-handed—just as he insisted, at first, on acting for him¬ 
self at Blackwater Park. The time for suspecting the Count’s inter¬ 
ference, will be the time when you have Sir Percival at your mercy. 
His own interests will then be direedy threatened—and he will act, 
Walter, to terrible purpose, in his own defence.” 

“ We may deprive him of his weapons, beforehand,” I said. “ Some 
of die particulars I have heard from Mrs. Clements may yet be turned 
to account against him ; and other means of strengthening the case 
may be at our disposal. There are passages in Mrs. Michelson’s 
narrative which show that the Coimt found it necessary to place himself 
in communication with Air. Fairlic ; and there may be circunisiances 
which compromise him in that proceeding. While I am away, Marian, 
write to Mr. Fairlie, and say that you want an answer describing exaedy 
what passed between the Count and himself, and informing you also 
of any particulars that may have come to his knowledge at the same 
time, in connexion with his niece. Tell him that the statement you 
request will, sooner or later, be insisted on, if he shows any reluctance 
to furnish you with it of Iiis own accord.” 

“ The letter shall be written, Walter. But arc you really determined 
to go to Wclmingham ? ” 

“ Absolutely determined. I will devote the next t>vo days to earning 
what we want for the week to come; and, on the third day, I go to 
Hampshire.” 

When the third came, I was ready for my journey. 

As it was possible that 1 might be absent for some litde time, I 
arranged with Aiarian that we were to write to each other every other 
day. As long as I heard from her regularly, I should assume that nothing 
was wrong. But if the morning came and brought me no letter, my 
return to London would take place, as a matter of course, by the first 
train. I contrived to reconcile Laura to my departure by telling her 
that I was going to the country to find new purchasers for her drawings 
and for mine; and I left her occupied and happy. Marian followed 
me down-stairs to the street door. 

Remember what anxious hearts you leave here,” she whispered, as 
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we stood together in the passage ; “ remember aU the hopes t^t hang 
on your safe return. If strange things happen to you on this journey , 

if you and Sir Pcrcival meet-” 

“ What makes you think we shall meet ? ’ I asked. 

“ I don’t know—1 have fears and fancies that I cant account tor. 
Laugh at them, Walter, if you like—but, for God’s sake, keep your 
temper, if you come in contact with that man ! ” 

“ Never’fear, Marian ! I answer for my self-control. 

With iliosc words wc parted. 

I walked briskly to the station. There was a glow of hope in me ; 
there was a growing conviction in my mind that my journey, this umc, 
would not be taken in vain. It was a fine, clear, cold morning ; my 
nerves were firmly strung, and I felt aU the strength of my resoluuon 

stirring in me vigorously from head to foot. 

As I crossed the railway platform, and looked right and left among 
the people congregated on it, to search for any faces among them that 
I knew, the doubt occurred to me whether it might not have been to 
my advantage, if I had adopted a disguise, before setting out tor Hamp¬ 
shire. But there was something so repellent to me in the idea some¬ 
thing so meanly like the common herd of spies and informers in the 
mere act of adopting a disguise—that I dismissed the quesuon from 
consideration, almost as soon as it had risen in my mmd. Even as a 
mere matter of expediency the proceeding was doubtful m the extreme. 
If I tried the experiment at home, the landlord of the house would, 
sooner or later, discover me, and would have his suspicions arousw 
immediately. If I tried it away from home, the s^e persons mi^t 
sec me, by the commonest accident, with the disguise and without it, 
and I should, in that way, be inviting the notice and distrust which it 
was my most pressing interest to avoid. In my own character 1 had 
acted thus far—and in my own character 1 was resolved to continue to 

the end. , . . r 

The train left me at Welmingham, early m the afternoon. 

Is there any wilderness of sand in the deserts of Arabia, is there ^y 
prospect of desolation among the ruins of Palestine, which can riv^ 
the repelling effect on the eye, and the depressing influence on the mma, 
of an English country town, in the first stage of its existence, and m the 
transition state of its prosperity ? I asked myself that quesuon, as 1 
passed through the clean desolation, the neat ugliness, the pnm torpor 
of the sucets of Welmingham. And the tradesmen who stared ^er 
me from their lonely shops; the trees that drooped helpless in their 
arid exile of unfinished crescents and squares; the dead hous^ 
carcasses that waited in vain for the vivifymg human element to am- 
mate them with the breath of life ; every creature that I ^w ; every 
object that I passed—seemed to answer with one accord. The dest^ 
of Arabia are iimocent of our civilised desolation ; the ruins of Palestine 

are incapable of our modem gloom ! . . u • t 

I inquired my way to the quarter of the town in which Mrs. CathencK 
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lived; and on reaching it found myself in a square of small houses, 
one story high. There was a bare little plot oi grass in the middle, 
protected by a cheap wire fence. An elderly nursemaid and nvo 
children were standing in a comer of the enclosure, looking at a lean 
goat tethered to the grass. Two foot-passengers were talking together 
on one side of the pavement before the houses, and an idle little boy 
was leading an idle little dog along by a string, on the other. I heard 
the dull tinkling of a piano at a distance, accompanied by the inter¬ 
mittent knocking of a hammer nearer at hand. These were all the 
sights and sounds of life that encountered me when I entered the square. 

I walked at once to the door of Number Thirteen—the number of 
Mrs. Catherick's house—and knocked, without waiting to consider 
beforehand how I might best present myself when I got in. The first 
necessity was to see Mrs. Catherick. I could then judge, from my 
own observation, of the safest and easiest manner of approaching the 
object of my visit. 

The door was opened by a melancholy, middle-aged woman servant. 
I gave her my card, and asked if I could see Mrs. Catlierick. The 
card was taken into the front parlour ; and the servant returned with a 
message requesting me to mention what my business was. 

“ Say, if you please, that my business relates to Mrs. Catherick s 
daughter,” I replied. This was the best prcte.xt I could tliink of, on 

the spur of the moment, to account for my visit. 

The servant again retired to the parlour ; again returned ; and, this 
time, begged me, with a look of gloomy amazement, to walk in. 

I entered the Uttle room, with a flaring paper, of the largest pattern, 
on the walls. Chairs, tables, cheffonicr, and sofa, all gleamed with the 
glutinous brightness of cheap upholstery. On the largest table, in the 
middle of the room, stood a smart Bible, placed exactly in the centre 
on a red and yellow woollen mat; and at the side of the table nearest 
to the window, with a little knitting-basket on her lap, and a weezmg, 
blear-eyed old spaniel crouched at her feet, there sat an elderly woman, 
wearing a black net cap and a black silk gown, and having slate-coloured 
mittens on her hands. Her iron-grey hair hung in heavy bands on 
either side of her face ; her dark eyes looked straight forward, with a 
hard, defiant, implacable stare. She had full square cheeks ; a long, 
firm chin; and thick, sensual, colourless lips. • Her figure was stout 
and sturdy, and her mann er aggressively self-possessed. This was 

Mrs. Catherick. j u r 

** You have come to speak to me about my daughter,’ she said, beiore 

1 could utter a word on my side. “ Be so good as to mention what 

you have to say.** . . vi u 

The tone of her voice was as hard, as defiant, as unplacable as the 

expression of her eyes. She pointed to a chair, and looked me all 
over attentively, from head to foot, as I sat down in it. I saw that my 
only chance with this woman was to speak to her in her own tone, and 
to meet her, at the outset of our interview, on her own ground. 
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“ You are aware,” I said, “ that your daughter has been lost ? ” 

“ I am perfectly aware of it.” 

” Have you felt any apprehension that the misfortune of her loss 
might be followed by the misfortune of her death ? ” 

“ Yes. Have you come here to tell me she is dead ? ” 

“ I have.” 

“Why?” 

She put that extraordinary question without the slightest change in 
her voice, her face, or her manner. She could not have appeared more 
perfeedy unconcerned if I had told her of the death of the goat in the 
enclosure outside. 

“ Why ? ” I repeated. “ Do you ask why I come to tell you of your 
daughter’s death ? ” 

“ Yes. What interest have you in me, or in her ? How do you come 

to know anything about my daughter ? ” 

“ In this way. I met her on the night when she escaped from the 
Asylum ; and I assisted her in reaching a place of safety.” 

“ You did very wrong.” 

“ I am sorry to hear her mother say so.” 

“ Her mother docs say so. How do you know she is dead ? ” 

“ 1 am not at liberty to say how I know it—but I do know it.” 

“ Are you at liberty to say how you found out my address ? ” 

“ Certainly. I got your address from Mrs. Qements.” 

“ Mrs. Clements is a foolish woman. Did she tell you to come 
here ? ” 

“ She did not.” 

“ Then, I ask you again, why did you come ? ” 

As she was determined to have her answer, I gave it to her in the 
plainest possible form. 

“ I came,” I said, “ because I thought Anne Catherick’s mother might 
have some natural interest in knowing whether she was alive or dead.” 

“ Just so,” said Mrs. Cathcrick, with additional self-possession. 
“ Had you no other motive ? ” 

I hesitated. The right answer to that question was not easy to find, 
at a moment’s notice. 

“ If you have no other motive,” she went on, deliberately taking off 
her slate-coloured mittens, and rolling them up, “ I have only to thank 
you for your visit; and to say that I will not detain you here any 
longer. Your information would be more satisfactory if you were 
willing to explain how you became possessed of it. However, it justifies 
me, I suppose, in going into mourning. There is not much alteration 
necessary in my dress, as you see. When I have changed my mittens, 
I shall be all in black.” 

She searched in the pocket of her gown j drew out a pair of black 
lace mittens j put them on with the stoniest and steadiest compostire; 
and then quietly crossed her hands in her lap. 

“ I wish you good morning,” she said. 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 363 

The cool contempt of her manner irritated me into directly avowing 
that the purpose of my visit had not been answered yet. 

“ I have another motive in coming here,” 1 said. 

“ Ah ! I thought so,” remarked Mrs. Catherick. 

“ Your daughter’s death-” 

“ What did she die of? ” 

“ Of disease of the heart.”*<? 

“ Yes. Go on.” 

“ Your daughter’s death has been made the pretext for inflicting 
serious injury on a person who is very dear to me. Two men have 
been concerned, to my certain knowledge, in doing that wrong. One 
of them is Sir Percival Glyde.” 

“ Indeed ! ” 

I looked attentively to see if she flinched at the sudden mention of 
that name. Not a muscle of her stirred—the hard, defiant, implacable 
stare in her eyes never wavered for an instant. 

“ You may wonder,” I went on, “ how the event of your daughter’s 
death can have been made the means of inflicting injury on another 
person.” 

“ No,” said Airs. Catherick j “ I don’t wonder at all. This appears 
to be your affair. You arc interested in my affairs. I am not interested 
in yours.” 

“ You may ask, then,” I persisted, “ why I mention the matter, in 
your presence.” 

“ Yes ‘y \ do ask that.” 

“ I mention it because I am determined to bring Sir Percival Glyde 
to account for the wickedness he has commined.” 

“ What have I to do with your determination ? ” 

" You shall hear. There are certain events in Sir Pcrcival’s past life 
which it is necessary to my purpose to be fully acquainted with. You 
know them—and for that reason, I come to you'* 

“ What events do you mean ? ” 

“ Events that occurred at Old Wclmingham, when your husband 
was parish'-clerk at that place, and before the time when your daughter 
was bom.” 

I had reached the woman at last, through the barrier of impenetrable 
reserve that she had tried to set up bctw’ccn us. I saw her temper 
smouldering in her eyes—-as plainly as 1 saw her hands grow restless, 
then unclasp themselves, and begin mec hanicall y smoothing her dress 
over her knees. 

“ What do you know of those events ? ” she asked. 

“ Ail that A^s. Qements could tell me,” I answered. 

There was a momentary flush on her firm, square face, a momentary 
stillness in her restless hands, which seemed to betoken a coming out¬ 
burst of anger that might throw her off her guard. But, no—she 
mastered the rising imtadon ; leaned back in her chair; crossed her 
arms on her broad bosom ; and with a smile of gr im sarcasm on her 
thick lips, looked at me as steadily as ever. 
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“ Ah ! I begin to understand it all, now,” she said ; her tamed and 
disciplined anger only expressing itself in the elaborate mockery of her 
tone and manner. “ You have got a grudge of your own against Sir 
Percival Clyde—and I must help you to wreak it. I must tell you 
this, that, and the other about Sir Percival and myself, must I ? Yes, 
indeed ? You have been prying into my private affairs. You think 
you have found a lost woman to deal with, who lives here on suffer^cc ; 
and who will do anything you ask, for fear you may injure her in the 
opinions of the town’s-people. I see through you and your precious 
speculation—I do ! and it amuses me. Ha ! ha ! ” 

She stopped for a moment; her arms tightened over her bosom, and 
she laughed to herself—a hard, harsh, angry laugh. 

“ You don’t know how I have lived in this place, and what I have 
done in this place, Mr. \N'hat’s-your-namc,” she went on. “ I’ll tell 
you, before I ring the bell and have you shown out. I came here a 
wronged woman ; I came here robbed of my character, and determined 
to claim it back. I’ve been years and years about it—and I liave 
claimed it back. I have matched the respectable people fairly and 
openly, on their own ground. If they say anything against me, now, 
they must say it in secret: they can’t say it, they daren’t say it, openly. 

I stand high enough in this towm, to be out of your reach. The clergy^ 
matt birwi: to me. Aha ! you didn’t bargain for that, when you came here. 
Go to tlie church, and inquire about me—you will find Mrs. Cathcrick 
has her sitting, like the rest of them, and pays the rent on the day it’s 
due. Go to the town-hall. There’s a petition lying there ; a petition 
of the respectable inhabitants against allowing a circus to come and 
perform here and corrupt our morals: yes ! OUR morals. I signed 
that petition this morning. Go to the bookseller’s shop. The clergy¬ 
man’s Wednesday evening Lectures on Justification by Faith are 
publishing there by subscription—I’m down on the list. The doctor’s 
wife only put a shilling in the plate at our last charity sermon—I put 
half a crown. Mr. Churchwarden Soward held the plate, and bowed 
to me. Ten years ago he told Pigrum the chemist, I ought to be whipped 
out of the town, at the cart’s tail. Is your mother alive ? Has she got 
a better Bible on her table than 1 have got on mine ? Does she stand 
better with her tradespeople than I do with mine ? Has she always 
lived within her income ? I have always lived within mine.—Ah! 
there is the clergyman coming along the square. Look, Mr. What’s- 
your-name—look, if you please ! ” 

She started up with the activity of a young woman; went to the 
window; waited till the clergyman passed ; and bowed to him solemnly. 
The clergyman ceremoniously raised his hat, and walked on. Mrs. 
Catherick returned to her chair, and looked at me with a grimmer 
sarcasm than ever. • 

“ There 1 ” she said. “ What do you think of that for a woman 
with a lost character ? How does your speculation look now ? ” 

The singular mann er in wliich she had chosen to assert herself, the 
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extraordinary practical vindication of her position in the town which 
she had just offered, had so perplexed me, that I listened to her in 
silent surprise. I was not the less resolved, however, to make another 
effort to throw her off her guard. If the woman’s fierce temper once 
got beyond her control, and once flamed out on me, she might yet say 
the words which would put the clue in my hands. 

“ How does your speculation look now ? ” she repeated. 

“ Exactly as it looked when I first came in,” I answered. I don’; 
doubt the position you have gained in the town ; and I don’t wish to 
assail it, even if I could. I came here because Sir Percival Clyde is, 
to my certain knowledge, your enemy, as well as mine. If I have a 
grudge against him, you have a grudge against him too. You may 
deny it, if you like; you may distrust me as much as you please ; 
you may be as angry as you will—but, of all the women in England, 
you, if you have any sense of injury, arc the woman who ought to 
help me to crush that man.” 

“ Crush him for yourself,” she said—“ and then come back here, 
and see what I say to you.” 

She spoke those words, as she had not spoken yet, quickly, fiercely, 
vindictively. I had stirred in its lair the serpent-hatred of years—but 
only for a moment. Like a lurking reptile, it leapt up at me—as she 
eagerly bent forward towards the place in which I was sitting. Like 
a lurliig reptile, it dropped out of sight again—as she instantly re¬ 
sumed her former position in the chair. 

“ You won’t trust me ? ” I said. 

“ No.” 

“ You are afraid ? ” 

“ Do I look as if I was ? ” 

“ You are afraid of Sir Percival Clyde.” 

“Am I?” 

Her colour was rising, and her hands were at work again, smoothing 
her gown. I pressed the point farther and farther home—I went on, 
without allowing her a moment of delay. 

“ Sir Percival has a high position in the world,” I said ; “ it would 
be no wonder if you are afraid of him. Sir Percival is a powerful man 
—a baronet—the possessor of a fine estate—the descendant of a great 
family-” 

She amazed me beyond expression by suddenly bursting out laughing. 

“ Yes,” she repeated, in tones of the bitterest, steadiest contempt. 
“ A baronet—the possessor of a fine estate—the descendant of a great 
family. Yes, indeed ! A great family—especially by the mother’s 
side.” 

There was no time to reflect on the words that had just escaped her; 
there was only time to feel that they were well worth thinking over the 
i^oment I left the house. 

“lam not here to dispute with you about family questions,” I said. 
“ I know nothing of Sir Pcrcival’s mother-” 
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“ And vou know as liulc of Sir Percival himself,” she interposed 
sharply. 

“ 1 advise you not to be too sure of that,” I rejoined. “ I know some 
things about him—and I suspect many more.” 

“ What do you suspect ? ” 

“ I’ll tell you what I don't suspect. I don't suspect him of being 
Anne’s father.” 

She started to her feet, and came close up to me with a look of fury. 

“ How dare you talk to me about Anne’s father ! How dare you say 
who was her father, or who wasn’t! ” she broke out, her face quivering, 
her voice trembling with passion. 

“ The secret between you and Sir Percival is not that secret,” I 
persisted. " The mystery which darkens Sir Percival’s life was not 
born with your daughter’s birtli, and has not died with your daughter’s 
death.” 

She drew back a step. “ Go ! ” she said, and pointed sternly to the 
door. 

” There was no Utought of the child in your heart or in his,’ I went 
on, determined to press her back to her last defences. ” There was no 
bontl of guilty love bem cen you and him, when you held those stolen 
meetings—when your husband found you whispering together under 
the vestry of the church.” 

Her pointing hand instantly dropped to her side, and the deep flush 
of anger faded from her face while I spoke. I saw the change pass over 
her; I saw that hard, firm, fearless, self-possessed woman quail under 
tlic terror which her utmost resolution was not strong enough to resist 
—when I said those five last words, ” the vestry of tlie chmeh.” 

For a minute, or more, we stood looking at each other in silence. 1 
spoke first. 

“ Do you still refuse to trust me ? ” I asked. 

She could not call the colour that had left it back to her face, but she 
had steadied her voice, she had recovered the defiant self-possession of 
her manner, when she answered me. 

” I do refuse,” she said. 

“ Do you still tell me to go ? ” 

‘* Yes. Go—and never come back.” 

I walked to the door, waited a moment before 1 opened it, and 
turned round to look at her again. ^ 

“ 1 may have news to bring you of Sir Percival, which you don’t 
expect,” I said ; and in that case, I shall come back.” 

" There is no news of Sir Percival that I don’t expect, except— 

She stopped; her pale face darkened; and she stoic back with a 
qtiiet, stealthy, cat-like step to her chair. 

“ Except the news of his death,” she said, sitting down again, with 
tlic mockery of a smile just hovering on her cruel lips, and the furtivp 
light of hatred lurking deep in her steady eyes. 

As I opened the door of the room, to go out, she looked roimd at me 
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quickly. The cruel smile slowly \videned her lips—she eyed me, with 
a strauge, stealthy interest, from head to foot—an imutterable expecta¬ 
tion showed itself wickedly all over her face. Was she speculating, in 
the secrecy of her ovsn heart, on my youth and strengtJi, on the force of 
my sense of injury and the limits of my self-control; and was she con¬ 
sidering the lengths to which they might carr>’ me, if Sir Percival and 
I ever chanced to meet ? The bare doubt that it might be so, drove 
me from her presence, and silenced even the common forms of farewell 
on my lips. Without a word more, on my side or on hers, I left the 
room. 

As I opened the outer door, I saw the same clergyman who had 
already passed the house once, about to pass it again, on his way back 
through the square. I waited on the door-step to let him go by, and 
looked round, as I did so, at the parlour window. 

Mrs. Catherick had heard his footsteps approaching, in the silence 
of that lonely place; and she was on her feet at the window again, 
waiting for him . Not all the strength of all the terrible passions I had 
roused in tliat woman’s heart, could loosen her desperate hold on the 
one fragment of social consideration which years of resolute effort had 
just dragged within her grasp. There she was again, not a minute after 
I had left her, placed purposely in a position which made it a matter of 
common courtesy on the part of the clergyman to bow to her for a 
second lime. He raised bis hat, once more. I saw the hard, ghastly 
face behind the window, soften ; and light up with gratified pride ; I 
saw the head with the grim black cap bend ceremoniously in return. 
The clergyman had bowed to her—and in my presence—wice in one 
day ! 

IX 

I LEFT the house, feeling that Airs. Catherick had helped me a step 
forward, in spite of herself. Before I had reached the turning which 
led out of the square, my attention was suddenly aroused by the sound 
of a closing door behind me. 

I looked roimd, and saw an undersized man in black, on the door¬ 
step of a bouse, which, as well as I could judge, stood next to Mrs. 
Catherick’s place of abode—next to it, on the side nearest to me. The 
man did not hesitate a moment about the direction he should take. He 
advanced rapidly towards the turning at which I bad stopped. 1 
recognised him as the lawyer’s clerk who had preceded me in my visit 
to Blackwater Park, and who had tried to pick a quarrel with me, when 
I asked him if I cx>uld sec the house. 

I waited where I was, to ascertain whether his object was to come to 
close quarters and speak, on this occasion. To my surprise, he passed on 
rapidly, without saying a word, without even looking up in my face as 
he went by. This was such a complete inversion of the course of 
proceeding which I had every reason to expect on his part, that my 
curiosity, or rather my suspicion, was aroused, and I determined, on 
13 
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my side, to keep him cautiously in view, and to discover what 
business might be in which he was now' employed. Without caring 
whether he saw me or not, I walked after him. He never looked back ; 
and he led me straight through the streets to the railway station. 

The train w'as on the point of starting, and two or three passengers 
who were late were clustering round the small opening through which 
the tickets w’ere issued. I joined them, and distinctly heard the lawyer s 
clerk demand a ticket for the Blackwatcr station. 1 satisfied myself 
that he had actually left by the train before I came aw’ay. 

There was only one interpretation that 1 could place on what I had 
just seen and heard. I had unquestionably observed the man leaving 
a house which closely adjoined Mrs. Cathcrick’s residence. He had 
been probably placed there, by Sir Pcrcival’s directions, as a lodger, 
in anticipation of my inquiries leading me, sooner or later, to communi¬ 
cate with Mrs. Catherick. He had doubtless seen me go in and come 
out; and he had hurried away by the first train to make his report at 
Blackwatcr Park—to which place Sir Pcrcival would naturally betake 
himself (knowing what he evidently knew of my movements), in order 
to be ready on the spot, if I returned to Hampshire. Before many 
days were over, there seemed every likelihood, now, that he and 1 
might meet. 

Whatever results events might be destined to produce, I resolved to 
pursue my o^s^l course, straight to the end in view, without stopping 
or turning aside, for Sir Pcrcival, or for any one. The great responsi¬ 
bility wliich weighed on me heavily in London—tire responsibility of 
so guiding my slightest actions as to prevent them from leading acci¬ 
dentally to the discovery of Laura’s place of refuge—was removed, 
now that I was in Hampshire. I could go and come as I pleased at 
Wclmingham ; and if I chanced to fail in observing any necessary 
precautions, the immediate results, at least, would affect no one but 
myself. 

When I left the station, the winter evening was beginning to close m. 
There was little hope of continuing my inquiries after dark to any 
useful purpose, in a neighbourhood that was strange to me. Accord¬ 
ingly, I made my way to the nearest hotel, and ordered my dinner and 
my bed. This done, I wrote to Marian, to tell her that I was safe and 
well, and that I had fair prospects of success. I had directed her, on 
leaving home, to address the first letter she WTOte to me (the letter I 
expected to receive the next morning) to “ The Post-Office, Welming- 
ham ” ; and I now begged her to send her second day’s letter to the s^e 
address. I could easily receive it, by writing to the postmaster, if I 
happened to be away from the town when it arrived. 

The coffee-room of the hotel, as it grew late in the evening, became 
a perfect solitude. I was left to reflect on what I had accomplished 
that afternoon, as uninterruptedly as if the house had been my own. 
Before I retired to rest, I had attentively thought over my extraordinary 
interview with Mrs. Catherick, from beginning to end; and had 
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verified, at my leisure, the conclusions which I had hastily drawn in the 
earlier part of the day. 

The vestry of Old Wclmingham church was the starting-point 
from which my mind slowly worked its way back through all that 
I had heard Mrs. Catherick say, and through all I had seen Mrs. 
Catherick do. 

At the time when the neighbourhood of the vestry was first referred 
to in my presence by Mrs. Clements, I had thought it the strangest 
and most unaccountable of all places for Sir Percival to select for a 
clandestine meeting with the clerk’s wife. Influenced by this im¬ 
pression, and by no other, I had mentioned “ the vestry of the church ” 
before Mrs. Catherick, on pure speculation—it represented one of the 
minor peculiarities of the story, which occurred to me while I was 
speaking. I was prepared for her answering me confusedly, or angrily ; 
but the blank terror that seized her, when I said the words, took me 
completely by surprise. I had long before associated Sir Percival’s 
Secret with the concealment of a serious crime, which Mrs. Catherick 
knew of—'but I had gone no further than tliis. Now, the woman’s 
paroxysm of terror associated the crime, either directly or indirectly 
with the vestry, and convinced me that she had been more than tlic 
mere witness of it—she was also the accomplice, beyond ,a doubt. 

What had been the nature of the crime ? Surely there was a con¬ 
temptible side to it, as well as a dangerous side—or Mrs. Catherick 
would not have repeated my own words, referring to Sir Pcrcival’s 
rank and power, with such marked disdain as she had certainly displayed. 
It was a contemptible crime, then, and a dangerous crime; and she had 
shared in it, and it was associated with the vestry of the church. 

V The next consideration to be disposed of led me a step farther from 
this point. 

M^. Catherick’s undisguised contempt for Sir Percival plainly 
extended to his mother as well. She had referred, with the bitterest 
sarcasm, to the great family he had descended from—“ especially by 
the mother’s side.” What did this mean ? There appeared to be 
only two explanations of it. Either his mother’s birth had been low ? 
or his mother’s reputation was damaged by some hidden flaw with 
which Mrs. Catherick and Sir Percival were both privately acquainted ? 
I could only put the first explanation to the test by looking at the register 
of her marriage, and so ascertaining her maiden name and her parentage, 
as a preliminary to further inquiries. 

On the other hand, if the second case supposed were the true one, 
what had been the flaw in her reputation ? Remembering the account 
which Marian had given me of Sir Percival’s father and mother, and of 
the suspiciously unsocial secluded life they had both led, I now asked 
myself, whether it might not be possible that his mother had never been 
married at all. Here, again, the register might, by offering written 
evidence of the marriage, prove to me, at any rate, t^t this doubt had 
no foundation in truth. But where was the register to be found ? At 
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this point, I took up the conclusions which I had previously formed ; 
and the same mental process which had discovered the locality of the 
concealed crime, now' lodgcil the register, also, in the vestry of Old 
Wclmingham church. 

These were tlie results of my interview with .Mrs. Caiherick—these 
were ihc various considerations, all steadily converging to one point, 
which decided the course of my proceedings on the next day. 

The morning was cloudy and low’ering, but no rain fell. I left my 
bag at the hotel, to w’ait there till I called for it; and, after inquiring 
the way, set fortir on foot for Old Welmingham church. 

It was a walk of ratlrcr more than two miles, the ground rising slowly 
all ilie way. 

On the highest point stood the church—an ancient, weather-beaten 
building, with heavy buttresses at its sides, and a clumsy square tower 
in front. The vestry, at the back, was built out from the church, and 
seemed to be of the same age. Round the building, at intervals, 
appeared the remains of the village which Airs. Clements had described 
to me as her husband’s place of abode in former years, and which the 
principal inhabitants had long since deserted for the new toNvn. Some 
of the empty houses had been dismantled to their outer walls ; some 
had been left to decay with time ; and some w’erc still inhabited by 
persons evidendy of the poorest class. It was a dreary scene—and yet, 
in the worst aspect of its ruin, not so dreary as the modern towm that I 
had just left. Here, there was the brown, breezy sw-eep of surrounding 
holds for the eye to repose on ; here the trees, leafless as they W’crc, still 
varied the monotony of the prospect, and helped the mind to look 
forward to summer-time and shade. 

As I moved aw'ay from the back of the church, and passed some of the 
dismantled cottages in search of a person who might direct me to the 
clerk, I saw tw'o men saunter out after me, from behind a wall. The 
lallcst of the tw’o—a stout muscular man in the dress of a gamekeeper 
—was a stranger to me. The other was one of the men who had followed 
me in London, on the day when I left Mr. Kyrlc’s oflrtce. I had taken 
particular notice of him at the time ; and I felt sure that 1 was not 
mistaken in identifying the fellow on this occasion. 

Neither he nor his companion attempted to speak to me, and both 
kept themselves at a respectful distance—but the motive of their 
presence in the neighbourhood of tlie church was plainly apparent. 
It was exactly as I had supposed—Sir Pcrcival was already prepared 
for me. My visit to Mrs. Cathcrick had been reported to him the 
evening before ; and those two men had been placed on the look-out 
near tlic church, in anticipation of my appearance at Old Welmingham. 
If I had wanted any further proof that my investigations had taken the 
right direction at last, tlic plan now adopted for watching me would 
have supplied it. 

I walk^ on, away from tlie church, till I reached one of the inhabited 
houses, with a patch of kitchen garden attached to it, on which a 
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labourer was at work. He directed me to the clerk’s abode—a cottage > 
at some little distance off, standing by itself on the outskirts of the for¬ 
saken village. The clerk was in-doors, and was just putting on hi^ 
grcac-coat. He was a cheerful, familiar, loudly-talkative old man- 
with a very poor opinion (as I soon discovered) of the place in which he 
lived, and a happy sense of superiority to his neighbours in virtue ot the 
great personal distinction of having once been in London. 

“ It’s well you came so early, sir,” said tlte old man, when I had 
mentioned the object of my visit. “ I should have been away in ten 
minutes more. Parish business, sir—and a goodish long trot before 
it’s all done, for a man at my age. But, bless you. I’m strong on my 
legs, still! As long as a man don’t give at his legs, there’s a deal of 
w'ork left in him. Don’t you think so, yourself, sir ? ” 

He look his keys down, while he was talking, from a hook behind 
the fireplace, and locked his cottage door behind us. 

“ Nobody at home to keep house for me,” said the clerk, with a 
cheerful sense of perfect freedom from all family encumbrances. “ My 
wife’s in the churchyard, there ; and my children arc all married. A 
wretched place this, isn’t it, sir ? But tlie parish is a large one—every 
man couldn’t get through the business as I do. It’s learning docs it : 
and I’ve had my share, and a little more. I can talk the Queen’s 
English (God bless the Queen !) and that’s more than most of the people 
about here can do. You’re from London, I suppose, sir ? I’ve been 
in London, a matter of five-and-twenty year ago. What’s the news 
there, now, if you please ? ” 

Chattering on in this way, he led me back to the vestry. I looked 
about, to see if the two spies were still in sight. They were not visible 
anywhere. After having discovered my application to the clerk, they 
had probably concealed themselves where they could watch my next 
proceedings in perfect freedom. 

The vestry door was of stout old oak, studded with strong nails ; 
and the clerk put his large heavy key into the lock, with the air of a 
man who knew that he had a difficulty to encounter, and who was not 
quite certain of creditably conquering it. 

“ I’m obliged to bring you tliis way, sir,” he said, “ because the door 
from the vestry to the church is bolted on the vestry side. We might 
have got in through the church, otherwise. This is a perverse lock, 
if ever there was one yet. It’s big enough for a prison-door ; it’s been 
hampered over and over again ; and it ought to be changed for a new 
one. I’ve mentioned that to the chtirch-warden fifty times over at 
least; he’s always saying, ‘ I’ll sec about it *—and be never does see. 
Ah, it’s a sort of lost corner, this place. Not like London—is it, sir ? 
Bless you, we are all asleep here 1 We don’t march with the times.” 

After some twisting and turning of the key, the heavy lock yielded ; 
and be opened the door. 

The vestry was larger than I should have supposed it to be, judging 
from the ouGidc only. It was a dim, mouldy, melancholy old room. 
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with a low, raftered ceiling. Round two sides of it, the sides nearest to 
the interior of the church, ran heavy wooden presses, worm-eaten and 
gaping with age. Hooked to the iimer corner of one of these presses 
hung several surplices, all bulging out at their lower ends in an ir¬ 
reverent-looking bundle of limp draper}'. Below the surplices, on the 
floor, stood three packing-cases, with the lids half off, half on, and the 
straw profusely bursting out of their cracks and crevices in every direc¬ 
tion. Behind them in a comer, was a litter of dusty papers ; some 
large and rolled up, like architects’ plans; some loosely strung to¬ 
gether on files, like bills or letters. The room had once been lighted 
by a small side window ; but this had been bricked up, and a lantern 
skylight was now substituted for it. The atmosphere of the place was 
heavy and mouldy; being rendered additionally oppressive by the 
closing of the door which led into tlic church. This door also was 
composed of solid oak, and was bolted, at the top and bottom, on the 
vestry side. 

“ Vv'c might be tidier, mightn’t we, sir? ” said the cheerful clerk. 

“ But when you’re in a lost comer of a place like, what arc you to do ? 
Why, look here, now—just look at these packing-cases. There they’ve 
been, for a year or more, ready to go down to London—there they are, 
littering the place—and there they’ll stop as long as the nails hold them 
together. I’ll tell you what, sir, as I said before, this is not London. 
Wc arc all asleep here. Bless you, toe don’t march with the limes ! ” 

“ What is there in the packing-cases ? ” I asked. 

“ Bits of old wood carvings from the pulpit, and panels from the 
chancel, and images from the organ-loft,” said the clerk. “ Portraits 
of the nvclve apostles in wood—and not a whole nose among ’em. All 
broken, and worm-eaten, and crumbling to dust at the edges—as 
brittle as crockery, sir, and as old as the dturch, if not older.” 

” And why were they going to London ? To be repaired ? ” 

” That’s it, sir. To be repaired ; and where they were past repair, 
to be copied in sound wood. But, bless you, the money fell short— 
and there they arc, waiting for new subscriptions, and nobody to sub¬ 
scribe. It was all done a year ago, sir. Six gentlemen dined together 
about it, at the hotel in the new town. They made speeches and passed 
resolutions, and put their names down, and printed off thousands of 
prospectuses. Beautiful prospectuses, sir, ^ flourished over with 
Gothic devices in red ink, saying it w'as a disgrace not to restore the 
church and repair the famous carvings, and so on. There are the 
prospectuses that couldn’t be distributed, and the architect’s plans and 
estimates, and the whole correspondence which set everybody at logger- 
heads and ended in a dispute, all down together in that comer, behind 
the packing-cases. The money dribbled in a little at first—but what 
can you expect out of London ? There was just enough, you know, to 
pack the broken carvings, and get the estimates, and pay the printer’s 
bill—and after that, there wasn’t a halfpeimy left. There the things 
arc, as I said before. We have nowhere else to put them—nobody in 
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the new town cares about accommodating us —we’re in a lost comer— 
and this is an untidy vestry—and who’s to help it ?—that’s what I 
want to know.” 

My anxiety to examine the register did not dispose me to offer much 
encouragement to the old man’s talkativeness. I agreed witli him that 
nobody could help the untidiness of the vestr>-—and then suggested 
that we should proceed to our business without more delay. 

“ Ay ay, the marriage-register, to be sure,” said the clerk, taking a 
little bunch of keys from his pocket. “ How far do you want to look 
back, sir ? ” 

Marian had informed me of Sir Percival’s age, at the time when we 
had spoken together of his marriage engagement with Laura. She 
had then described him as being forr>'-five years old. Calculating 
back from this, and making due allowance for the year that had passed 
since I had gained my information, I found that he must have been 
born in eighteen hundred and four, and that I might safely start on 
my search through the register from that date. 

“ I want to begin with the year eighteen hundred and four,” I said. 

“ Which way after that, sir ? ” asked the clerk. “ Fonvards to our 
time, or backwards away from us ? ” 

” Back\vards from eighteen hundred and four.” 

He opened the door of one of the presses—the press from the side of 
which the surplices were hanging—and produced a large volume bound 
in greasy brown leather. I was struck by the insecurity of the place in 
which the register was kept. The door of the press was warped and 
cracked with age ; and the lock was of the smallest and commonest 
kind. I could have forced it easily with the walking-stick I carried 
in my hand. 

“ Is that considered a sufficiently secure place for the register ? ” 
I inquired. “ Surely, a book of such importance as this ought to be 
protected by a better lock, and kept carefully in an iron safe ? ” 

“ Well, now, that’s curious ! ” said the clerk, shutting up the book 
again, just after he had opened it, and smacking his hand cheerfully 
on the cover. “ Those were the very words my old master was always 
saying years and years ago, when 1 w'as a lad. ‘ Why isn’t the register ’ 
(meaning this register here, under my hand)—‘ why isn’t it kept in an 
iron safe ? ’ If I’ve heard him say that once. I’ve heard him say it a 
hundred times. He was the solicitor, in those days, sir, who had the 
appointment of vestry-clerk to this church. A fine hearty old gentle¬ 
man—and the most particular man breathing. As long as he lived, he 
kept a copy of this book, in his office at Knowlesbury, and had it posted 
up regular, from time to time, to correspond with the fresh entries here. 
You would hardly think it, but he had his own appointed days, once or 
twice, in every quarter, for riding over to this church on his old white 
pony to check the copy, by the register, with his own eyes and hands. 
* How do I know ’ (he used to say)—•' how do I know that the registw 
in this vestry may not be stolen or destroyed ? Why isn’t it kept in 
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an iron safe ? Why can’t I make other people as careful as I am my¬ 
self ? Some of these days there will be an accident happen—and when 
the register’s lost, then the parish will find out the vaJue of ray copy.’ 
He used to take his pinch of snuff after that, and look about him as 
bold as a lord. Ah ! tlie like of him for doing business isn’t easy to 
find now. You may go to London and not match him, even there. 
Which year did you say, sir ? Eighteen hundred and what ? ” 

“ Eighteen hundred and four,” 1 replied ; mentally resolving to give 
die old man no more opportunities of talking, until my examination 
of die register was over. 

The clerk put on his spectacles, and turned over the leaves of the 
register, carefully wetting his finger and thumb, at every third page. 

” There it is, sir,” he said, with another cheerful smack on the open 
volume. ” There’s the year you want.” 

As I was ignorant of the month in which Sir Pcrcival was bom, I 
began my backward search with the early part of the year. The 
register-book was of the old-fashioned kind ; the entries being all 
made on blank pages in manuscript, and the divisions w’hich separated 
them being indicated by ink lines drawn across the page, at the close 
of each entry. 

I reached the beginning of the year eighteen hundred and four, 
without encountering the marriage; and then travelled back through 
December, eighteen hundred and three; through November, and 
October ; through- 

No! not through September also. Under the heading of that month 
in the year I found the marriage ! 

I looked carefully at the entry. It %vas at the bottom of a page, and 
was, for want of room, compressed into a smaller space than that 
occupied by the marriages above. The marriage immediately before it 
was impressed on my attention by the circumstance of the bridegroom’s 
Christian name being the same as my own. The entry immediately 
following it (on the top of the next page) was noticeable, in another way, 
from the large space it occupied; the record, in this case, registering 
the marriage of two brothers at the same time. The register of the 
marriage of Sir Felix Clyde was in no respect remarkable, except for 
the narrowness of the space into which it was compressed at the bottom 
of the page. The information about his wife, was the usual information 
given in such cases. She was described as “ Cecilia Jane Elster, of 
Park-View Cottages, Knowlcsbury j only daughter of the late Patrick 
Elstcr, Esq., formerly of Bath.” 

I noted do\vn these particulars in my pocket-book, feeling, as I did 
so, both doubtful and disheartened about my next proceedings. The 
Secret, which I bad believed, until this moment, to be within my 
grasp, seemed now farther from my reach than ever. 

What suggestions of any mystery unexplained had arisen out of my 
visit to the vestry ? I saw no suggestions anywhere. What progress 
had 1 made towards discovering the suspected stain on the reputation 
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of Sir Perdval’s mother ? The one fact I had ascertained,, vindicated 
her reputation. Fresh doubt, fresh difficulties, fresh delays, began to 
open before me in interminable prospect. What was I to do next ? 
The one immediate resource left to me, appeared to be this. I might 
institute inquiries about “ Miss Elster, of Knowlesbury,” on the chance 
of advancing towards the main object of my investigation, by first dis¬ 
covering the secret of Mrs. Catherick’s contempt for Sir Pcrcival's 
mother. 

“ Have you found what you wanted, sir ? ” said the clerk, as I closed 
the register-book. 

“ Yes,” I replied; “ but I have some inquiries still to make. I 
suppose the clergyman who officiated here in the year eighteen hundred 
and three is no longer alive ? ” 

“ No, no, sir ; he was dead three or four years before I came here— 
and that was as long ago as the year twenty-seven. I got this place, 
sir,” persisted my talkative old friend, ‘ through tlic clerk before me 
leaving it. They say he was driven out of house and home by his wife 
—and she’s living still, down in the new town there. I don’t know the 
rights of the story myself; all I know is, I got the place. Mr. Wans- 
borough got it for me—the son of my old master that I was telling you 
of. He’s a free pleasant gentleman as ever lived ; rides to the hounds, 
keeps his pointers, and all that. He’s veistry-clerk here now, as his 
father was before him.” 

“ Did you not tell me your former master lived at Knowlesbury ? ” 
I asked, calling to mind the long story about the precise gentleman of 
the old school, with which my talkative friend had wearied me before 
he opened the register-book. 

“ Yes, to be sure, sir,” replied the clerk. “ Old Mr. Wansborough 
lived at Knowlesbury ; and young Mr. Wansborough lives there too.” 

“ You said just now he was vestry-clerk, like his father before him. 
I am not quite sure that I know what a vestry-clerk is.” 

“ Don’t you indeed, sir ?—and you come from London, too ! Every 
parish church, you know, has a vestry-clerk and a parish-clerk. The 
parish-clerk is a man like me (except that I’ve got a deal more learning 
than most of them—though I don’t boast of it). The vestry-clerk is a 
sort of appointment that the lawyers get; and if there’s any business 
to be done for the vestry, why there they arc to do it. It’s just the 
same in London. Every parish church there has got its vestry-clerk— 
and, you may take my word for it, he’s sure to be a lawyer.” 

“ Then, young Mr. Wansborough is a lawyer, I suppose ? ” 

“ Of course he is, sir ! A lawyer in High Street, Knowlesbury— 
the old offices that his father had before him. The number of limes 
I’ve swept those offices out, and seen the old gentleman come trotting 
in to business on his white pony, looking right and left all down the 
street, and nodding to everybody ! Bless you, he was a popular 
character !—he’d have done in London ! ” 

“ How far is it to Knowlesbury from this place ?” 
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“ A lonp sireich, sir,” said the clerk, with that exaggerated idea of 
distances, and that vivid perception of difficulties in getting from place 
to place, which is peculiar to all countr>’ people. “ Nigh on five mile, 

I can tell you ! ” 

It was still early in the forenoon. There was plenty of time for a 
walk to Knowlcsbury and back again to Welmingham ; and there was 
no person probably in die town who was fitter to assist my inquiries 
about the character and position of Sir Percival’s mother, before her 
marriage, than the local solicitor. Resolving to go at once to Knowlcs¬ 
bury on foot, I led the way out of the vestry. 

‘‘ Tlnnk you kindly, sir/’ said the clerk, as I slipped my litdc present 
into his hand. “ Arc you really going to walk all the way to Knowlcs¬ 
bury and back ? XX’cll ! you’re strong on your legs, too—and what a 
blessing that is, isn’t it ? There’s the road ; you can’t miss it. I wish I 
was going your wav—it’s pleasant to meet widi gendemen from London, 
in a lost corner like this. One hears the news. Wish you good 
morning, sir—and thank you kindly once more.” 

\X’c parted. As I left the church behind me, I looked back—and 
there were the nvo men again, on the road below, with a third person 
in their company ; that third person being the short man in black, 
whom I had traced to the railway the evening before. 

The three stood talking together for a litdc while—then separated. 
The man in black went away by himself towards Welmingham ; the 
other uvo remained together, evidendy waiting to follow me, as soon 
as I walked on. 

I proceeded on my way, without letting the fellows see that I took 
any special nodcc of them. They caused me no conscious irritation 
of feeling at that moment—on the contrary, they rather revived my 
sinking hopes. In die surprise of discovering the evidence of the 
marriage, I had forgotten die inference I had drawm, on first perceiving 
die men in the neighbourhood of the vestry. Their reappear^ce 
reminded me that Sir Pcrcival had anticipated my visit to Old Welming¬ 
ham church, as the next result of my interview svith Mrs. Cathcrick— 
odicrw'isc, he would never have placed his spies there to wait for me. 
Smoothly and fairly as appearances looked in the vestry, there was 
something wrong beneath diem—there was something in the register- 
book, for aught I knew, that 1 had not discovered yet. 

X 

Once out of sight of the church, I pressed forward briskly on my way 
to Knowlcsbury. 

The road was, for the most part, straight and level. Whenever I 
looked back over it, I saw the two spies, steadily following me. For 
the greater part of the way, they kept at a safe distance behind. But, 
once or twice, they quickened their pace, as if with the purpose of over¬ 
taking me—then stopped—consult^ together—and fell back again to 
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their former position. They had some special object evidently in 
view; and they seemed to be hesitating, or differing about the best 
means of accomphshing it. I could not guess exactly what their 
design might be ; but I felt serious doubts of reaching Knowlesbury 
without some mischance happening to me on the way. Those doubts 
were realised. 

I had just entered on a lonely part of the road, with a sharp turn at 
some distance ahead, and had just concluded (calculating by time) that 
I must be getting near to the towm, when I suddenly heard the steps of 
the men close behind me. 

Before I could look round, one of them (the man by whom I had 
been followed in Lx>ndon) passed rapidly on my left side, and hustled 
me with his shoulder. I had been more irritated by tlie manner in which 
he and his companion had dogged my steps all the way from Old 
Welmingham than I was myself aware of; and I unfortunately pushed 
the fellow away smartly with my open hand. He instantly shouted 
for help. His companion, the tall man in the gamekeeper’s clothes, 
sprang to my right side—and the next moment the two scoundrels held 
me pinioned between them in the middle of the road. 

The conviction that a trap had been laid for me, and the vexation of 
knowing that I had fallen into it, fominalely restrained me from making 
my position still worse by an unavailable struggle with nvo men—one 
of whom would, in all probability have been more than a match for me, 
single-handed. I repressed the first natural movement by which I 
had attempted to shake them off, and looked about to sec if there was 
any person near to whom I could appeal. 

A labourer was at work in an adjoining field, who must have witnessed 
all that had passed : I called to him to follow us to the town. He 
shook his head with stolid obstinacy, and walked away, in the direction 
of a cottage which stood back from the high road. At the same time 
the men who held me between them declared their intention of charging 
me with an assault. I was cool enough and wise enough, now, to 
make no opposition. “ Drop your hold of my arms,” I said, “ and 1 
will go with you to the town.” The man in the gamekeeper’s dress 
roughly refused. But the shorter man was sharp enough to look to 
consequences, and not to let his companion commit himself by un¬ 
necessary violence. He made a sign to the other, and I walked on 
between them, with my arms free. 

We reached the tiiming in the road ; and there, close before us, were 
the suburbs of Knowlesbury. One of the local policemen was walking 
along the path by the roadside. The men at once appealed to him. He 
replied that the magistrate was then sitting at the town-hall; and 
recommended that we should appear before him immediately. 

We went on to the town-hall. The clerk made out a formal summons; 
and the charge was preferred against me, with the customary exaggera¬ 
tion and the customary perversion of the truth, on such occasions. The 
magistrate (an ill-tempered man, with a sour enjoyment in the exercise 
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of his own power) inquired if any one on, or near, the road had witnessed 
the assault; and, greatly to my surprise, the complainant admitted 
the presence of the labourer in the field. I was enlightened, however, 
as to the object of the admission, by the magistrate’s next words. He 
remanded me, at once, for the production of the witness ; expressing, 
at the same time, his willingness to take bail for my reappearance, if 
I could produce one responsible surety to offer it. If I had been 
known in the town, he would have liberated me on my o\vn recogni¬ 
sances ; but, as I was a total stranger, it was necessary that I should 
find responsible bail. 

The whole object of the stratagem was now disclosed to me. It had 
been so managed as to make a remand necessary in a town where I was 
a perfect stranger, and where I could not hope to get my liberty on bail. 
The remand merely extended over three days, until the next sitting of 
the magistrate. But, in that lime, while I was in confinement, Sir 
Percival might use any means he pleased to embarrass my future pro¬ 
ceedings—perhaps to screen himself from detection altogether—without 
the slightest fear of any hindrance on my part. At the end of the three 
days, the charge would, no doubt, be wi^drawm ; and the attendance 
of the witness would be perfectly useless. 

My indignation, I may almost say, my despair, at this mischievous 
check to all further progress—so base and trifling in itself, and yet so 
disheartening and so serious in its probable results—quite unfitted me, 
at first, to reflect on the best means of extricating myself from the 
dilemma in which I now stood. I had the folly to call for writing 
materials, and to think of privately communicating my real position to 
the magistrate. The hopelessness and the imprudence of this pro¬ 
ceeding failed to strike me before I had actually written the opening 
lines of the letter. It was not till I had pushed the paper away—not till 
I am ashamed to say, I had almost allowed the vexation of my helpless 
position to conquer me—that a course of action suddenly occurred to 
my mind, which Sir Percival had probably not anticipated, and which 
might set me free again in a few hours. I determined to communicate 
the situation in which I was placed to Mr. Dawson, of Oak Lodge. 

I had visited this gentleman’s house, it may be remembered, at the 
time of my first inquiries in the Blackwater Park neighbourhood ; and 
I had presented to him a letter of introduction from Miss Halcombe, in 
which she recommended me to his friendly attention in the strongest 
terms. 1 now wrote, referring to this letter, and to what I had pre¬ 
viously told Mr. Dawson of the delicate and dangerous nature of my 
inquiries. I had not revealed to him the truth about Laura ; Imving 
merely described my errand as being of the utmost importance to 
private family interests with which Miss Halcombe was concerned. 
Using the same caution still, I now accounted for my presence at 
Knowlcsbury in the same manner—and I put it to the doctor to say 
whether the trust reposed in me by a lady whom he well knew, and the 
hospitality I had myself received in his house, justified me or not in 
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asking him to come to my assistance in a place where I was quite 
friendless. 

I obtained permission to hire a messenger to drive away at once with 
my letter, in a conveyance which might be used to bring the doctor 
back immediately. Oak Lodge was on the Knowlesbur}’ side of Black- 
water. The man declared he could drive there in forty minutes, and 
could bring Mr. Dawson back in forty more. I directed him to follow 
the doctor wherever he might happen to be, if he was not at home— 
and then sat dow’n to wait for the result with all the patience and all the 
hope that I could summon to help me. 

It was not quite half-past one when the messenger departed. Before 
half-past three, he returned, and brought the doctor t^*ith him. Mr. 
Daw'son’s kindness, and the delicacy with which he treated his prompt 
assistance quite as a matter of course, almost overpowered me. The 
bail required was oflfered, and accepted immediately. Before four 
o’clock, on that afternoon, I was shaking hands warmly with the good 
old doctor—a free man again—in the streets of Knowlesbury. 

Mr. Dawson hospitably invited me to go back with him to Oak 
Lodge, and take up my quarters there for the night. I could only 
reply that my time was not my own ; and I could only ask him to let 
me pay my visit in a few days, when I might repeat my thanks, and offer 
to him all the explanations which I felt to be only his due, but which 
I was not then in a position to make. We parted witli friendly assur¬ 
ances on both sides ; and I turned my steps at once to Mr. Wans- 
borough’s office in the High-Stieet. 

Time was now of the last importance. 

The news of my being free on bail would reach Sir Percival, to an 
absolute certainty, before night. If the next few hours did not put me 
in a position to justify his worst fears, and to hold him helpless at my 
mercy, I might lose every inch of the ground I had gained, never to 
recover it again. The unscrupulous nature of the man, tlie local 
inhuence he possessed, the desperate peril of exposure with which my 
blindfold inquiries threatened him—all warned me to press on to 
positive discovery, without the useless w'aste of a single minute. I 
had found time to think, while I was waiting for Mr. Dawson’s arrival; 
and I had well employed it. Certain portions of the conversation of 
the talkative old clerk, which had wearied me at the time, now recurred 
to my memory with a new significance; and a suspicion crossed my 
mind darkly, which had not occurred to me while I was in the vestry. 
On my way to Knowlesbury, I had only proposed to apply to Mr. 
Wansborough for information on the subject of Sir Percival’s mother. 
My object, now, was to famin e the duplicate register of Old Welming- 
ham Church. 

Mr. Wansborough was in his office when I inquired for him. 

He was a jovial, red-faced, easy-looking man—more like a country 
squire than a lawy&—and be seemed to be both surprised and amused 
by my application. He bad heard of bis Other’s copy of the register ; 
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but had not even seen it himself. It had never been inquired after— 
and it was no doubt in the strong room, among other papers that had 
not been disturbed since his father’s death. It was a pity (Mr. Wans- 
borough said) that the old gentleman was not alive to hear his precious 
copy asked for at last. He would have ridden his favourite hobby 
harder than ever, now. How had I come to hear of the copy ? was it 
through anybody in the town ? 

I parried the question as svcll as I could. It was impossible at this 
stage of the investigation to be too cautious ; and it was just as well 
not to let Mr. VC'ansborough know prematurely that I had already 
examined the original register. I described myself, therefore, as 
pursuing a family inquiry, to the object of which every possible saving 
of time was of great importance. I was anxious to send certain par¬ 
ticulars to London by that day’s post ; and one look at the duplicate 
register (paying, of course, the necessary fees) might supply what I 
required, and save me a further journey to Old Welmingham. I added 
that, in the event of my subsequently requiring a copy of the original 
register, I should make application to Mr. Wansborough’s office to 
furnish me with the document. 

After this explanation no objection was made to producing the copy. 
A clerk was sent to the strong room, and after some delay, returned with 
the volume. It was of exactly the same size as the volume in the vestry ; 
the only difference being that tlie copy was more smartly bound. I 
took it with me to an unoccupied desk. My hands were trembling— 
my head was burning hot—I felt tlic necessity of concealing my 
agitation as well as I could from the persons about me in the room, 
before I ventured on opening the book. 

On the blank page at the beginning, to which I first -turned, were 
traced some lines, in faded ink. They contained these words : 

“ Copy of the Marriage Register of Welmingham Parish Church. 
Executed under my orders ; and afteiAvards compared, entry by entry, 
with the original, by myself (Signed) Robert Wansborough, vestry- 
clerk.” Below tiiis note, there was a line added, in another hand¬ 
writing, as follows; “ Extending from the first of January, i 8 oo, to 
the thirtieth of June, 1815 .” 

I turned to the month of September, eighteen hundred and three. 
I found the marriage of the man whose Christian name was the same as 
my own. I found the double register of the marriages of the two 
brothers. And between these entries, at the bottom of tlie page-? 

Nothing ! Not a vestige of the entry which recorded the marriage of 
Sir Felix Clyde and Cecilia Jane Elster, in the register of the church ! 

My heart gave a great bound, and throbbed as if it would stifle me. 
I looked again—I was afraid to believe the evidence of my own eyes. 
No 1 not a doubt. The marriage was not there. The entries of the 
copy occupied exactly the same places on the page as the entries in the 
original. The last entry on one page recorded the lharriage of the man 
with my Christian name. Below it, there was a blank space—a space 
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evidently left because it was too narrow to contain the entry of the 
marriages of the nvo brothers, which in the copy, as in the original, 
occupied the top of the next page. That space told the whole story ! 
There it must have remained, in the church register, from eighteen 
hundred and three (when the marriage had been solemnised and the 
copy had been made) to eighteen hundred and nvenry-seven, when 
Sir Percival appeared at Old Welmingham. Here, at Knowlesbury, 
was the chance of committing a forgery, showm to me in the copy— 
and there, at Old Welmingham, was the forgery committed, in the 
register of the church. 

My head turned giddy ; I held by the desk to keep myself from 
falling. Of all the suspicions which had struck me in relation to that 
desperate man, not one had been near the truth. The idea that he was 
pot Sir Percival Clyde at all, that he had no more claim to the baronetcy 
and to Blackwater Park than the poorest labourer who worked on the 
estate, had never once occurred to my mind. At one time, I had thought 
he might be Anne Catlierick’s father ; at another time I had thought 
he might have been Anne Cathcrick’s husband—the offence of which 
he was really guilty had been, from first to last, beyond the wildest 
reach of my imagination. 

The paltry means by which the fraud had been effected, the magni¬ 
tude and daring of the crime tliat it represented, the horror of the 
consequences involved in its discovery, overwhelmed me. Who could 
wonder now at the brute-restlessness of the wretch’s life ; at his 
desperate alternations between abject duplicity and reckless violence; 
at the madness of guilty distrust which had made him imprison Anne 
Cathcrick in the Asylum, and had given him over to the vile conspiracy 
against his wife, on the bare suspicion that the one and the other knew 
his terrible secret ? The disclosure of that secret might, in past years, 
have hanged him—might now transport him for life. The disclosure 
of that secret, even if the sufferers by his deception spared him the 
penalties of the law, would deprive him, at one blow, of the name, the 
rank, the estate, the whole social existence that he had usurped. This 
was the Secret, and it was mine—a word from me, and house, lands, 
baronetcy, were gone from him for ever—a word from me, and he was 
driven out into the world, a nameless, penniless, friendless outcast! 
The man’s whole future bung on my lips—and he knew it by this time 
as certainly as I did ! 

That last thought steadied me. Interests far more precious than my 
own depended on the caution which must now guide my slightest 
actions. There was no possible treachery which Sir Percival might 
not attempt against me. In the danger and desperation of his position, 
he would be staggered by no risks, he would recoil at no crime—he 
would, literally, hesitate at nothing to save himself. 

I considered for a minute. My first necessity was to secure positive 
evidence, in writing, of the discovery that I had just made, and, in the 
event of any personal misadventure happening to me, to place that 
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evidence beyond Sir Percival’s reach. The copy of the register was 
sure to be safe in Air. W'ansborough’s strong room. But the position 
of the original, in the vestry was, as I had seen with my own eyes, 
anything but secure. 

In this emergency, I resolved to return to the church, to apply again 
to the clerk, and to take the necessary extract from the register, before 
I slept that night. I was not then aware that a legally-certified copy 
was necessary, and that no document merely drawn out by myself could 
claim the proper importance, as a proof. I was not aware of this ; and 
my tictermination to keep my present proceedings a secret, prevented 
me from asking any questions which might have procured the necessary 
information. My one anxiety was the anxiety to get back to Old 
Welmingham. I made the best excuse I could for the discomposure 
in my face and manner, which Mr. Wansborough had already noticed 
laid the ncccssar>’ fee on his table ; arranged that I should write to him 
in a day or two ; and left the office, with my head in a whirl, and my 
blood tlirobbing through my veins at fever heat. 

It was just getting dark. The idea occurred to me that I might be 
followed again, and attacked on the high road. 

My walking-stick was a light one, of little or no use for purposes of 
defence. I stopped, before leaving Knowlcsbury, and bought a stout 
country cudgel, short, and heavy at the head. With this homely 
weapon, if any one man tried to stop me, I was a match for him. If 
more than one attacked me, I could trust to my heels. In my school¬ 
days, I had been a noted runner—and I had not wanted for practice 
since, in the later time of my experience in Central America. 

I started from the town at a brisk pace, and kept the middle of 
the road. 

A small misty rain was felling; and it was impossible, for the first 
half of the way, to make sure whether I was followed or not. But at 
the last half of my journey, when I supposed myself to be about ttvo 
miles from the church, I saw a man run by me in the rain—and then 
heard the gate of a field by the roadside, shut to sharply. I kept straight 
on, widi my cudgel ready in my hand, my ears on the alert, and my eyes 
straining to sec through the mist and the darkness. Before I had 
advanced a hundred yards, there was a rustling in the hedge on my 
right, and three men sprang out into the road. 

I drew aside on the instant to the footpath. The two foremost men 
were carried beyond me, before they could check themselves. The 
third was as quick as lightning. He stopped—half-turned—and struck 
at me with his stick. The blow was aimed at hazard, and was not a 
severe one. It fell on my left shoulder. I returned it heavily on his 
head. He staggered back, and jostled his two companions, just as they 
were both rushing at me. This circumstance gave me a moment*s 
start. I slipped by them, and took to the middle of the road again, at 
the top of my speed. 

The two unhurt men pursued me. They were both good runners ; 
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the road was smooth and level; and for the first five minutes or more, 
I was conscious that I did not gain on them. It was perilous work 
to run for long in the darkness. I could barely sec the dim black line 
of the hedges on either side ; and any chance obstacle in the road would 
have thrown me down to a certainty. Ere long, I felt the ground chang¬ 
ing : it descended from the level at a turn, and tlten rose again beyond. 
Downhill, the men rather gained on me ; but, up-hill, I began to 
distance them. The rapid, regular thump of their feet grew fainter on 
my ear ; and I calculated by the sound that I was far enough in advance 
to take to the fields, with a good chance of their passing me in the dark¬ 
ness. Diverging to the footpath, I made for the first break that I could 
guess at, rather than see, in the edge. It proved to be a closed gate. I 
vaulted over, and finding myself in a field, kept across it steadily, with 
my back to the road. I heard the men pass the gate, still runmng— 
—then, in a minute more, heard one of them call to ilie other to come 
back. It was no matter what they did, now ; I was out of their sight 
and out of their hearing. I kept straight across the field, and, when I 
had reached the further extremity of it, waited there for a minute to 
recover my breath. 

It was impossible to venture back to the road ; but I was determined, 
nevertheless, to get to Old Wclmingham that evening. 

Neither moon nor stars appeared to guide me. I only knew that I 
had kept the wind and rain at my back on leaving Knowlesbun,’—and 
if I now kept them at my back still, I might at least be certain ot not 
advancing altogether in the wrong direction. 

Proceeding on this plan, I crossed the country—meeting with no 
worse obstacles than hedges, ditches, and thickets, which every now and 
then obliged me to alter my course for a little while—until I found 
myself on a hill-side, with the ground sloping away steeply before me. 
I descended to the bottom of the hollow, squeezed my way through a 
hedge, and got out into a lane. Having turned to the right on leaving 
the road, I now turned to the left, on the chance of regaining the line 
from which 1 had wandered. After following the muddy windings of 
the lane for ten minutes or more, I saw a cottage with a light in one of 
the windows. The garden gate was open to the lane ; and I went in at 
once to inquire my way. 

Before I could knock at the door, it was suddenly opened, and a 
man cam e r unnin g out with a lighted lantern in his hand. He stopped 
and held it up at the sight of me. We both started as we saw each 
other. My wanderings had led me round the outskirts of the village, 
and had brought me out at the lower end of it. I was back at Old 
Welmingham; and the man with the lantern was no other than my 
acquaintance of the morning, the parish clerk. 

His manner appeared to have altered strangely, in the interval since 
I had last seen him . He looked suspicious and confused ; his ruddy 
cheeks were deeply flushed ; and his first words, when he spoke, were 
quite unintelligible to me. 
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“ W’hcre arc the keys ? ” he asked. “ Have you taken them ? ” 

“ What keys ? ” I repealed. “ I have this moment come from 
Knowlcsbury. VX'hat keys do you mean ? ” 

“ The keys of the vestry. Lord save us and help us ! what shaU I 
do ? The keys arc gone ! Do you hear ? ” cried the old man> shaking 
the lantern at me, in his agitation ; “ the keys are gone ! ” 

“ How ? When ? \X’ho can have taken them ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” said tlic clerk, staring about him wildly in the dark¬ 
ness. ” I’ve only just got back. I told you I had a long day’s work 
this morning—I locked the door, and shut the window down—it’s 
open now, the window’s open. Look ! somebody has got in there, and 
taken the keys.” 

He turned to the casement window to show me that it was wide 
open. The door of the lantern came loose from its fastenings as he 
swayed it round ; and the wind blew the candle out instantly. 

” Get another light,” I said ; “ and let us both go to the vestry to¬ 
gether. Quick ! quick ! ” 

I hurried him into the house. The treachery tliat I had every reason 
to expect, the treachery that might deprive me of every advantage I had 
gained, was, at that moment, perhaps, in process of accomplishment. 
Aly impatience to reach the church w'as so great, that I could not remain 
inactive in the cottage while the clerk lit the lantern again. I walked 
out, down the garden path, into the lane. 

Before I had advanced ten paces, a man approached me from the 
direction leading to the church. He spoke respectfully as we met. I 
could net see his face ; but, judging by his voice only, he was a perfect 
stranger to me. 

“ I beg your pardon, Sir Pcrcival-” he began. 

I stopped him before he could say more. 

“ 1 he darkness misleads you,” 1 said. “ I am not Sir Pcrcival.” 
The man drew back directly. 

” I thought it was my master,” he muttered, in a confused, doubtful 
way. 

” You expected to meet your master here ? ” 

“ I was told to wait in the lane.” 

With that answer, he retraced his steps. I looked back at the 
cottage, and saw the clerk coming out, with the lantern lighted once 
more. I took the old man’s arm to help him on tlie more quickly. We 
hastened along the lane, and passed the person who had accosted me. 
As well as 1 could see by the light of the lantern, he was a servant out 
of livery. 

” Who’s that,” whispered the clerk. “ Docs he know anything 
about the keys ? ” 

“ Wc won’t wait to ask him,” I replied. “ We will go on to the 
vestry first.” 

The church was not visible, even by day-time, tmtil the end of the 
lane was reached. As wc mounted the rising ground which led to the 



THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


385 


building from that point, one of the village children—a boy—came 
close up to us, attracted by the light wc carried, and recognised the 
clerk. 

“ I say, measter,” said the boy, pulling officiously at the clerk’s 
coat, “ there be summun up yander in the church. I heerd un lock the 
door on hisself—I heard un strike a loi^t wi’ a match.” 

The clerk trembled, and leaned against me heavily. 

“ Come ! come ! ” I said encouragingly. “ Wc are not too late. 
We will catch the man, whoever he is. Keep the lantern, and follow 
me as fast as you can.” 

I mounted the hill rapidly. The dark mass of the church-tower was 
the first object I discerned dimly against the night sky. As I turned 
aside to get round to the vestry, I heard heavy footsteps close to me. 
The servant had ascended to the church after us. “ I don’t mean any 
harm,” he said, when I turned round on him; “ I’m only looking for 
my master.” The tones in which he spoke betrayed unmistakable 
fear. I took no notice of him, and went on. 

The instant I turned the corner, and came in view of the vestry, I 
saw the lantern-skylight of the roof brilliantly lit up from within. It 
shone out with dazzling brightness against the murky, starless sky. 

I hurried through the churchyard to the door. 

As I got nearer, there was a strange smell stealing out on the damp 
night air. 1 heard a snapping noise inside—I saw the light above grow 
brighter and brighter—a pane of the glass cracked—I ran to the door, 
and put my hand on it. The vestry was on fire ! 

Before I could move, before I could draw my breath after that 
discovery, I was horror-struck by a heavy thump'against the door, from 
the inside. I heard the key worked violently in the lock—I heard a 
man’s voice, behind the door, raise to a dreadful shrillness, scr eam ing 
for help. 

The servant, who had followed me, staggered back shuddering, and 
dropped to his knees. “ Oh, my God ! ” he said ; “ it’s Sir Pcrcival! ” 

As the words passed his lips, the clerk joined us—and, at the same 
moment, there was another, and a last, grating turn of the key in the 
lock. 

“ The Lord have mercy on his soul! ” said the old man. “ He is 
doomed and dead. He has hampered the lock.” 

I rushed to the door. The one absorbing purpose that had filled 
all my thoughts, that had controlled all my actions, for weeks and weeks 
past, vanished in an instant from my mind. All remembrance of the 
heairicss injury the man’s crimes had inflicted ; of the love, the inno¬ 
cence, the happiness he had pitilessly laid waste; of the oath 1 had 
sworn in my own heart to summon him to the terrible reckoning that 
he deserved—passed from my memory like a dream. I remembered 
nothing but the horror of his situation. I felt nothing but the natural 
human impulse to save him from a frightful death. 

“ Try the other door ! ” I shouted. “ Try the door into the church! 
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The lock’s hampered. You’re a dead man if you waste another 
moment on it.” 

'I'hcrc had been no renewed cr>’ for help, when the key was turned for 
the last rime. There was no sound, now, of any kind, to give token 
that he was still alive. 1 heard nothing but the quickening crackle of the 
llamcs, and the sharp snap of the glass in the skylight above. 

I looked round at my nvo companions. The servant had risen to his 
feet : he had taken the lantern, and was holding it up vacantly at the 
door. Terror seemed to have struck him with downright idiocy—he 
waited at my heels, he followed me about when I moved, like a dog. 
The clerk sat crouched up on one of the tombstones, shivering, and 
moaning to himself. The one moment in which I looked at them was 
enough to show me that they were both helpless. 

Hardly knowing what I did, acting desperately on the first impulse 
that occurred to me, I seized the servant and pushed him against the 
vestry wall. “ Stoop ! ” I said, “ and hold by the stones. I am going 
to climb over you to tlie roof—I am going to break the skylight, and 
give him some air ! ” 

The man trembled from head to foot, but he held firm. I got on 
his back, with my cudgel in my mouth ; seized the parapet with both 
hands ; and was instantly on the roof. In the frantic hurry and 
agitation of tlic moment, it never struck me that I might let out the 
flame instead of letting in the air. I struck at the skylight, and battered 
in tlic cracked, loosened glass at a blow. The fire leaped out like a wild 
beast from its lair. If the wind had not changed, in the position I 
occupied, to set it away from me, my exertions might have ended 
tlicn and there. I crouched on the roof as the smoke poured out above 
me, with the flame. The gleams and flashes of the light showed me 
the servant’s face staring up vacantly under the wall; the clerk risen 
lo his feet on the tombstone, wringing his hands in despair; and the 
scanty population of die village, haggard men and terrified women, 
clustered beyond in the churchyard—all appearing and disappiearing, 
in die red of the dreadful glare, in the black of the choking smoke. 
And die man beneath my feet!—the man, suflbeating, burning, dying 
so near us all, so utterly beyond our reach ! 

The thought half maddened me. I lowered myself from the roof, 
by my hands, and dropped to the ground. 

“ The key to the church ! ” I shouted to the clerk. “ We must try it 
that way—wc may save him yet if we can burst open the inner door.” 

“ No, no, no I ” cried the old man. “ No hope I the church key 
and the vestry key arc on the same ring—both inside there I Oh, sir, 
he’s past saving—he’s dust and ashes by this time ! ” 

“ They’ll sec the fire from the toivn,” said a voice from among the 
men behind me. " There’s a ingine in the town. They’ll save the 
church.” 

I called to that man— he had his wits about him—I called to him to 
c(»ne and speak to me. It would be a quarter of an hour at least before 
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the to\vn engine could reach us. The horror of remaining inactive, all 
that time, was more than I could face. In defiance of my own reason 
I persuaded myself that the doomed and lost wTctch in the vestry 
might still be lying senseless on the floor, might not be dead yet. If we 
broke open the door, might we save him ? I knew the strength of the 
heavy lock—I knew the thickness of the nailed oak—I knew tlie hope¬ 
lessness of assailing the one and the other by ordinary means. But 
surely there were beams still left in the dismantled cottages near the 
church ? What if we got one, and used it as a battering-ram against 
the door ? 

The thought leapt through me, like the fire leaping out of the shattered 
skylight. I appealed to the man who had spoken first of the fire engine 
in the town. “ Have you got your pickaxes handy ? ” Yes; they had. 
“ And a hatchet, and a saw, and a bit of rope ? ” Yes ! yes ! yes ! I 
ran down among the villagers, with the lantern in my hand. “ Five 
shillings apiece to every man who helps me ! ” They started into lite 
at the words. That ravenous second hunger of poverty—the hunger 
for money—roused them into tumult and activity in a moment. “ Two 
of you for more lanterns if you have them I Two of you for the pickaxes 
and the tools ! The rest after me to find the beam 1 ” They cheered 
—with shrill starveling voices they cheered. The women and the 
children fled back on either side. We rushed in a body down the 
church-yard path to the first empty cottage. Not a man was left 
behind but the clerk—the poor old clerk standing on the flat tombstone 
sobbing and wailing over the church. The servant was still at my heels ; 
his white, helpless, panic-stricken face was close over my shoulder as 
we pushed into the cottage. There were rafters from the tom-down 
floor above, lying loose on the ground—but they were too light. A 
beam r an across over our heads, but not out of reach of our arms and 
our pickaxes—a beam fast at each end in the ruined wall, with ceiling 
and flooring all ripped away, and a great gap in the roof above, open 
to the sky. We attacked the beam at both ends at once. God ! how 
it held—how the brick and mortar of the wall resisted us ! We struck, 
and tugged, and tore. The beam gave at one end—It came down with 
a lump of brickwork after it. There was a scream from the women all 
huddled in the doorway to look at us—a shout from the men—tw'o of 
them down, but not hurt. Another tug all together—and the beam 
was loose at both ends. We raised it, and gave the word to clear the 
doorway. Now for the work ! now for the rush at the door ! There 
is the fire streaming into the sky, streaming brighter than ever to light 
us I Steady, along the churchyard path—steady with the beam, for 
a rush at the door. One, two, three—and off. Out rings the cheermg 
^ain, irrepressibly. We have shaken it already ; the hinges must give, 
if the lock won’t. Another run with the beam 1 One, two, three— 
and off. It’s loose ! the stealthy fire darts at us through ^e crevice 
all round it. Another, and a last rush ! The door falls in with a crash. 
A great hush of awe, a stillness of breathless expectation, possesses every 
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living soul of us. We look for the body. The scorching heat on our 
laces drives us back; we sec nothing—above, below, all through the 
room, we see nothing but a sheet of living fire. 

“ Where is he ? ” whispered the servant, staring vacantly at the flames. 

“ He’s dust and ashes,” said the clerk. “ And the books are dust 
and ashes—and oh, sirs ! the church will be dust and ashes soon.” 

Those were the only nvo who spoke. When they were silent again, 
nothing stirred in the stillness but the bubble and the crackle of the 
flames. 

Hark ! 

A harsh rattling sound in the distance—then, the hollow beat of 
horses’ hoofs at full gallop—then the low roar, the all predominant 
tumult of hundreds of human voices clamouring and shouting together. 
I'he engine at last! 

The people about me all turned from the fire, and ran eagerly to the 
brow’ of the hill. The old clerk tried to go with the rest; but his 
strength was exhausted. I saw him holding by one of the tombstones. 

“ Save the church ! ” he cried out, faintly, as if the firemen could hear 
him already. “ Save the church ! ” 

The only man who never moved was the servant. There he stood, 
his eyes still fastened on the flames in a changeless, vacant stare. I 
spoke to him, I shook him by the arm. He was past rousing. He 
only w’hispcrcd once more, “ Where is he ? ” 

In ten minutes, tite engine was in position ; the well at the back of 
the church was feeding it; and the hose was carried to the doorw’ay of 
the vestry. If help had been wanted from me, I could not have aft'orded 
it now. My energy of will was gone—my strength w’as exhausted— 
the turmoil of my thoughts was fearfully and suddenly stilled, now I 
knew that he was dead. I stood useless and helpless—looking, looking, 
looking into the burning room. 

I saw the fire slowly conquered. The brightness of the glare faded— 
the steam rose in white clouds, and the smouldering heaps of embers 
showed red and black tluough it on the floor. There was a pause— 
then, an advance all together of the firemen and the police, which 
blocked up the doorw’ay—then a consultation in low voices—and then, 
two men were detached from the rest, and scut out of the churchyard 
through the crowd. The crowd drew back on either side, in dead 
silence, to let them pass. 

After a while, a great shudder ran through the people ; and the 
living lane widened slowly. The men came back along it, with a door 
from one of the empty houses. They carried it to the vestry, and went 
in. The police closed again round the doorway; and men stole out 
from among the crowd by twos and threes, and stood behind them, to 
be the first to see. Others waited near, to be the first to hear. Women 
and children were among these last. 

The tidings from the vestry began to flow out among the crowd— 
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they dropped slowly from mouth to mouth, till they reached the place 
where I was standing. I heard the questions and answers repeated 
again and again, in low eager tones, all round me. 

“ Have they found him ? ” “ Yes.”—“ Where ? ” “ Against tlie 

door. On his face.”—” Which door ? ” “ The door iliat goes into 

the church. His head w-as against it. He was down on his face.”— 
” Is his face burnt ? ” ” No.” “ Yes, it is.” “ No ; scorched, not 

burnt. He lay on his face, I tell you.”—“ \X’ho was he ? A lord, dicy 
say.” ” No, not a lord. .Sir Something ; Sir means Knight.” ” And 
Baronight, too.” ” No.” ” Yes, it does.”—” What did he want in 
there?” “No good, you may depend on it.”—“Did he do it on 
purpose ? “ Bum himself on purpose ! “ I don’t mean himself; 

I mean the vestry.”—” Is he dreadful to look at ? ” “ Dreadful! ”— 

“ Not about the face, though ? ” “ No, no ; not so much about the 

face.”—” Don’t anybody know him ? ” ” There’s a man says he does.” 

_“ Who ? ” “A servant, they say. But he’s struck stupid-like, and 

the police don’t believe him.”—” Don’t anybody else know who it is ? ” 
“ Hush-! ” 

The loud clear voice of a man in authority silenced the low hum of 
talking all round me, in an instant. 

” Where is the gentleman who tried to save him ? ” said the voice. 

“ Here, sir—here he is I ” Dozens of eager faces pressed about me 
—dozens of eager arms, parted the crowd. The man in authority 
came up to me with a lantern in his hand. 

” This way, sir, if you please,” he said quietly. 

I was unable to speak to him; I was unable to resist him, when he 
took my arm. I tried to say that 1 had never seen the dead man, in 
his lifetime—that there was no hope of identifying him by me^ms of a 
stranger like me. But the words failed on my lips. I was faint and 
silent and helpless. 

“ Do you Imow him, sir ? ” 

I was standing inside a circle of men. Three of them, opposite to 
me, were holding lanterns low down to the ground. Their eyes, and 
the eyes of all the rest, were fixed silently and expectantly on my face. 
I knew what was at my feet—I knew why they were holding the lanterns 
so low to the ground. 

” Can you identify him, sir ? ” 

My eyes dropped slowly. At first, I saw uotliing under them but a 
coarse canvas cloth. The dripping of the rain on it was audible m the 
dreadful sUence. I looked up, along the cloth ; and there at the end, 
stark and grim and black, in the yellow light—there, was his dead tacc 

So, for the first and last time, I saw him. So tlie Visitauon of Ood 
ruled it that he and I should meet. 
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XI 

The inquesi was hurried for certain local reasons which weighed wiili 
the coroner and the town authorities. It was held on the afternoon of 
the next day. I was, necessarily, one among tlie witnesses summoned 
to assist the objects of the investigation. 

My first proceeding, in the morning, was to go to the post-office, and 
inquire for the letter which I expected from Aiarian. No change of 
circumstances, however extraor^nary, could affect the one great 
anxiety which weighed on my mind while I was away from London. 
The morning’s letter, which was the only assurance I could receive 
that no misfortune had happened in my absence, was still the absorbing 
interest with which my day began. 

To my relief, the letter from Marian was at the office waiting for me. 

Nothing had happened—they were both as safe and as well as when 
I had left them. Laura sent her love, and begged that I would let her 
know of my return a day beforehand. Her sister added, in explanation 
of this message, that she had saved “ nearly a sovereign " out of her 
own private purse, and that she had claimed the privilege of ordering 
the dinner and giving the dinner which was to celebrate the day of my 
return. I read tlicsc little domestic confidences, in the bright morning, 
with the terrible recollection of what had happened tlie evening before, 
vivid in my memory. The necessity of sparing Laura any sudden 
knowledge of the truili was the first consideration which the letter 
suggested to me. I wrote at once to Marian to tell her what I have 
told in these pages ; presenting the tidings as gradually and gently as I 
could, and warning her not to let any such thing as a newspaper fall in 
Laura’s way while I was absent. In the case of any other woman, 
less courageous and less reliable, 1 might have hesitated before I yen- 
lurcd on unreservedly disclosing the whole truth. But I owed it to 
Marian to be faithful to my past experience of her, and to trust her as 
I trusted myself. 

My letter was necessarily a long one. It occupied me until the time 
came for proceeding to the inquest. 

The objects of the legal inquiry were necessarily beset by peculiar 
complications and difficulties. Besides tlie investigation into the 
manner in which the deceased had met his death, there were serious 
questions to be settled relating to the cause of the fire, to the abstraction 
of the keys, and to the presence of a stranger in the vestry at the time 
when the flames broke out. Even the identification of the dead man 
had not yet been accomplished. The helpless condition of the servant 
had made the police distrustful of his asserted recognition of his master. 
They had sent to Knowlcsbury over-night to secure the attendance 
of witnesses who were well acquainted with the personal appearance of 
Sir Percival Clyde, and they had communicated, the firet thing in 
the morning, with Blackwater Park. These precautions enabled the 
coroner and jury to settle the question of identity, and to confirm the 
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correctness of the servant’s assertion; the evidence offered by com¬ 
petent witnesses, and by the discovery of certain faas, being subse¬ 
quently strengthened by an examination of the dead man’s watch. The 
crest and the name of Sir Percival Clyde were engraved inside it. 

The next inquiries related to the fire. 

The servant and I, and the boy who had heard the light struck in the 
vestry, were the first wimesses called. The boy gave his evidence 
clearly enough ; but the ser\’ant’s mind had not yet recovered the shock 
inflicted on it—he w'as plainly incapable of assisting the objects of die 
inquiry ; and he was desired to stand down. 

To my own relief, my examination was not a long one. I had not 
known the deceased ; I had never seen him ; I was not aware of his 
presence at Old Welmingham; and I had not been in the vestry at the 
finding of the body. All I could prove was that I had stopped at the 
clerk’s cottage to ask my way; that I had heard from him of the loss of 
the keys ; that I had accompanied him to the church to render what 
help I could; that I had seen the fire ; that I had hoard some person 
unknown, inside the vestry, trying vainly to unlock the door; and that 
I had done what I could, from motives of humanity, to save the man. 
Other witnesses, who had been acquainted with the deceased, were 
asked if they could explain the mystery of his presumed abstraction of 
the keys, and his presence in the burning room. But the coroner 
seemed to take it for granted, naturally enough, that I, as a total 
stranger in the neighbourhood, and a total stranger to Sir Percival 
Clyde, could not be in a position to offer any evidence on these two 
points. 

The course that I was myself bound to take, when my formal examina¬ 
tion had closed, seemed clear to me. I did not feel called on to 
volunteer any statement of my own private convictions ; in the first 
place, because ray doing so could serve no practical purpose, now that 
all proof in support of any surmises of mine was burnt with the burnt 
register; in the second place, because I could not have intelligibly 
stated my opinion—my unsupported opinion—without disclosing the 
whole story of the conspiracy ; and producing beyond a doubt, the 
same unstatisfactory effect on the mind of the coroner and the jury 
which I had already produced on the mind of Mr. Kyrle. 

In these pages, however, and after the time that had now elapsed, 
no such cautions and restraints as are here described, need fetter the 
free expression of my opinion. I will state briefly, before my pen 
occupies itself with other events, how my own convictions lead me to 
account for the abstraction of the keys, for the outbreak of the fire, 

and for the death of the man. t u i- 

The news of my being free on bail drove Sir Percival, as 1 believe, 
to his last resources. The attempted attack on the road was one of 
those resources j and the suppression of all practical proof of his 
crime, by destroying the p^c of the register on which the forgery had 
been committed, was the other, and the surest of the two. If I could 
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produce no extract from the original book, to compare with the certified 
copy ai Knov, lesbury, I could produce no positive evidence, and could 
threaten him with no fatal exposure. All that was necessary to the 
attainment of his end was, that he should get into tlie vestry unper- 
ceived, that he should tear out the page in the register, and that he 
should leave the vestry again as privately as he had entered it. 

On this supposition, it is easy to understand why he waited until 
nightfall before he made tlic attempt, and why he took advantage of 
the clerk’s absence to possess himself of the keys. Necessity would 
oblige him to strike a light to find his way to the right register; and 
common caution would suggest his locking the door on the inside in 
case of intrusion on the part of any inquisitive stranger, or on my part, 
if I happened to be in the neighbourhood at the time. 

I cannot believe that it was any part of his intention to make the 
destruction of the register appear to be the result of accident, by 
purposely setting the vestry on fire. The bare chance tliat prompt 
assistance might arrive, and that the books might, by the remotest 
possibility, be saved, would have been enough, on a moment’s con¬ 
sideration, to dismiss any idea of this sort from his mind. Remember¬ 
ing the quantity of combustible objects in the vestry—the straw, the 
papers, the packing-cases, the dry wood, tlie old worm-eaten presses— 
all tlic probabilities, in my estimation, point to the fire as the result of 
an accident with his matches or his light. 

His first impulse, under these circumstances, was doubtless to try 
to extinguish the flames ; and, failing in that, his second impulse 
(ignorant as he was of the state of the lock) had been to attempt to escape 
by tlic door which had given him entrance. When I had called to 
him, the flames must have reached across the door leading into the 
church, on either side of which the presses extended, and close to 
which tlic other combustible objects were placed. In all probability, 
the smoke and flame (confined as they were to the room) had been too 
much for him, when he tried to escape by the inner door. He must 
have dropped in his death-swoon—he must have sunk in the place 
where he was found—just as I got on the roof to break die skylight- 
window. Even if we had been able, afterwards, to get into the church, 
and to burst open the door from that side, the delay must have l^en 
fatal. He would have been past saving, long past saving, by that time. 
\Vc should only have given the flames free ingress into the church; 
the church, which was now preserved, but which, in that event, would 
have shared the fate of the vestry. There is no doubt in my mind— 
there can be no doubt in the mind of anyone—that he was a dead man 
before ever we got to die empty cottage, and worked with might and 
main to tear doism the beam. 

This is die nearest approach that any theory of mine can make to¬ 
wards accoundng for a result which was visible matter of fact. As I 
have described them, so events passed to us outside. As I have 
related it, so, his body was found. 
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The inquest was adjourned over one day ; no explanation that the 
eye of the law could reedgnise having been discovered, thus far, to 
account for the mysterious circumstances of tlie case. 

It was arranged that more witnesses should be summoned, and that 
the London solicitor of the deceased should be invited to attend. A 
medical man was also charged with the duty of reporting on the mental 
condition of the servant, which appeared at present to debar him from 
giving any evidence of the least importance. He could only declare, 
in a dazed way, that he had been ordered, on the night of the fire, to 
wait in the lane, and that he knew nothing else, except that the deceased 
was certainly his master. 

My own impression was, that he had been first used (without any 
guilty knowledge on his own part) to ascertain the fact of the clerk’s 
absence from home on the previous day i and that he had been after¬ 
wards ordered to wait near the church (but out of sight of the vestry) 
to assist his master, in the event of ray escaping the anack on the road, 
and of a collision occurring benveen Sir Percival and myself. It is 
necessary to add, that the man’s own testimony was never obtained to 
confirm this view. The medical report of him declared that what 
little mental faculty he possessed was seriously shaken; nothing 
satisfactory was extracted from him at the adjourned inquest; and, 
for aught I know to the contrary, he may never have recovered to 
this day. 

I returned to the hotel at Welmingham, so jaded in body and mind, 
so weakened and depressed by all that I had gone through, as to be 
quite unfit to endure the local gossip about the Inquest, and to answer 
the trivial questions that the talkers addressed to me in the coffee-room. 
I withdrew from my scanty dinner to my cheap garret-chamber, to 
secure myself a little quiet, and to think, undisturbed, of Laura and 
Marian. 

If I had been a richer man, I would have gone back to London, and 
would have comforted myself with a sight of the two dear faces again, 
that night. But, I was bound to appear, if called on, at the adjourned 
inquest, and doubly bound to answer my bail before tlie magistrate at 
Knowlesbury. Our slender resources had suffered already ; and the 
doubtful future—more doubtful that ever now—made me dread de¬ 
creasing our means unnecessarily, by allowing myself an indulgence, 
even at the small cost of a double railway journey, in the carriages of 
the second class. 

The next day—the day immediately following the Inquest—was 
left at my own disposal. I began the morning by again applying at 
the post-office for my regular report from Marian. It was waiting 
for me, as before, and it was wrinen, throughout, in good spirits. I 
read the letter thankfully; and then set forth, with my mind at ease 
for the day, to go to Old Welmingham, and to view the scene of the fire 
by the morning light. 

What changes met me when I got there ! 
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Through all the ways of our unintelligible world, the trivial and the 
terrible walk hand in hand together. The irbny of circumstances holds 
no mortal catastrophe in respect. When I reached the church, the 
trampled condition of the burial-ground was the only serious trace left 
to tell of the fire and the death. A rough hoarding of boards had been 
knocked up before the vestry doonvay. Rude caricatures were 
scrawled on it already ; and the village children were fighting and 
shouting for tlie possession of the best peephole to sec through. On 
the spot where 1 had heard the cry for help from the burning room, on 
the spot where the panic-stricken servant had dropped on his knees, a 
fussy flock of poultry was now scrambling for the first choice of worms 
after the rain—and on the ground at my feet, where the door and its 
dreadful burden had been laid, a workman’s dinner was waiting for 
him, tied up in a yellow basin, and his faithful cur in charge was yelping 
at me for coming near the food. The old clerk, looking idly at the slow 
commencement of the repairs, had only one interest that he could talk 
about now—the interest of escaping ill blame, for his own part, on 
account of the accident that had happened. One of the village women, 
whose white, wild face I remembered, the picture of terror, when we 
pulled dosvn the beam, was giggling with another woman, the picture 
of inanity, over an old washing-tub. There is nothing serious in 
mortality I Solomon in all his glory, was Solomon with the elements 
of the contemptible lurking in every fold of his robes and in every 
corner of his palace. 

As I left the place, my tlioughts turned, not for the first time, to the 
complete overcrow that all present hope of establishing Laura’s 
identity had now suffered through Sir Percival’s deatli. He was gone 
—and, with him, the chance was gone which had been the one object of 
all my labours and all my hopes. 

Could I look at my failure from no truer point of view than this ? 

Suppose he had lived—would that change of circumstance have 
altered the result ? Could 1 have made my discovery a marketable 
commodity, even for Laura’s sake, after I had found out that robbery 
of the rights of others was the essence of Sir Percival’s crime ? Could 
I have offered the price of my silence for his confession of the con¬ 
spiracy, when the effect of that silence must have been to keep the right 
heir from the estates, and the right owner from the name ? Impossible! 
If Sir Percival had lived, the ^scovery, from which (in my ignorance 
of the true nature of the Secret) I had hoped so much, could not have 
been mine to suppress, or to make public, as I thought best, for the 
vindication of Laura’s rights. In common honesty and common 
honour, I must have gone at once to the stranger whose birthright had 
been usurped—I must have renounced the victory at the moment when 
it was mine, by placing my discovery unreservedly in that stranger’s 
hands—and I must have faced afresh all the difficulties which stood 
between me and the one object of my life, exactly as I was resolved, in 
my heart of hearts, to face them now ! 
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I renjined lo NX'elmingham with my mind composed ; feeling more 
sure of myself and my resolution than I had felt yet. 

On my way to the hotel, I passed the end of the square in which 
Mrs. Catherick lived. Should I go back to the house, and make 
another attempt to see her ? No. That news of Sir Percival’s death, 
which was the last news she ever expected to hear, must have reached 
her, hours since. All the proceedings at the Inquest had been reported 
in the local paper that morning : there was nothing I could tell her 
which she did not know already. My interest in making her speak 
had slackened. I remembered the furtive hatred in her face, when she 
said, “ There is no news of Sir Percival that I don’t expect—except the 
news of his death.” I remembered the stealthy interest in her eyes 
when they settled on me at parting, after she had spoken tliose words. 
Some instinct, deep in my heart, which I felt to be a true one, made 
the prospect of again entering her presence repulsive to me—I turned 
away from the square, and went straight back to the hotel. 

Some hours later, while I was resting in the coffee-room, a letter was 
placed in my hands by the waiter. It was addressed to me, by name ; 
and I found on inquiry, that it had been left at the bar by a woman, 
just as it was near dusk, and just before the gas was lighted. She had 
said nothing; and she had gone away again before there was time to 
speak to her, or even notice who she was. 

I opened the letter. It was neither dated, nor signed ; and the 
handwriting was palpably disguised. Before I had read the first 
sentence, however, I Imew who my correspondent was. Mrs. Catherick. 

The letter ran as follows—I copy it exactly, word for word : 

The Story continued by Mrs. Catherick 
[Mrs. Catherick’s Narrative] 

Sir, You have not come back, as you said you would. No matter ; 
I know the news, and I write to tell you so. Did you see anything 
particular in my face when you left me ? I was wondering, in my 
own mind, whether the day of his downfall had come at last, and 
whether you were the chosen instrument for working it. You were 
—and you have worked it. 

You were weak enough, as I have heard, to try and save his life. 
If you had succeeded, I should have looked upon you as my enemy. 
Now you have f^ed, I hold you as my friend. Your inquiries fright¬ 
ened him into the vestry by night; your inquiries, without privity, 
and against your will, have served the hatred and wreaked the ven¬ 
geance of three-and-twenty years. Thank you, sir, in spite of yourself. 

I owe something to the man who has done this. How can I pay 
my debt ? If I was a young woman still, I might say, “ Come ! put 
your arm roimd my waist, and kiss me, if you like.” I should have 
been fond enough of you, even to go that length; and you would 
have accepted my invitation—you would, sir, twenty years ago I 
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But I am an old woman, now. Well! I can satisfy your curiosity, 
and pay my debt in tliat way. You had a great curiosity to know 
certain private affairs of mine, when you came to see me—private 
affairs which all your sharpness could not look into without my help 
—private affairs which you have not discovered, even now. You 
shall discover them ; your curiosity shall be satisfied. I will take any 
trouble to please you, my estimable young friend ! 

You were a little boy, I suppose, in the year twenty-seven ? I was 
a handsome young woman, at that time, living at Old Welmingham. 

I had a contemptible fool for a husband. I had also the honour of 
being acquainted (never mind how) with a certain gentleman (never 
mind whom). I shall not call him by his name. Why should I ? It 
was not his own. He never had a name : you know that, by this 
time, as well as I do. 

It will be more to the purpose to tell you how he worked himself 
into my good graces. I was born with the tastes of a lady ; and he 
gratified them. In other words, he admired me, and he made me 
presents. No woman can resist admiration and presents—especially 
presents, provided they happen to be just the thing she wants. He 
was sharp enough to know that—most men arc. Naturally, he wanted 
something in return—all men do. And what do you think was the 
something ? The merest trifle. Nothing but the key of the vestry, 
and the key of the press inside it, when my husband’s back was turned. 
Of course he lied when I asked him why he wished me to get him the 
keys, in that private way. He might have saved himself the trouble— 
I didn’t believe him. But I liked my presents, and I wanted more. 
So I got him the keys, without my husband’s knowledge ; and I 
watched him, without his own knowledge. Once, Uvicc, four times, 
I watched him—and the fourth time I found him out. 

I was never over-scrupulous where other people’s affairs were 
concerned ; and I was not over-scrupulous about his adding one to 
the marriages in the register, on his own account. 

Of course, I knew it was wrong; but it did no harm to me —which 
was one good reason for not making a fuss about it. And I had not 
got a gold watch and chain—which was another, still better. And 
he had promised me one from London, only the day before—which 
wa.s a third, best of all. If I had known what the law considered the 
crime to be, and how the law punished it, I should have taken proper 
care of myself, and have exposed him then and there. But I knew 
nothing—and I longed for the gold watch. All the conditions I in¬ 
sisted on were that he should take me into his confidence and tell me 
everything. I was as curious about his affairs then, as you are about 
mine now. He granted my conditions—why, you will see presently. 

This, put in short, is what I heard from him. He did not willingly 
tell me all that I tell you here. I drew some of it from him by per¬ 
suasion and some of it by questions. I was determined to have all the 
truth—and I believe I got it. 
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He knew no more than anyone else of what the state of things 
really was between his father and mother, till after his mother’s death. 
Then, his father confessed it, and promised to do what he could for 
his son. He died having done nothing—not having even made a will. 
The son (who can blame him ?) vhsely provided for himself He 
came to England at once, and took possession of the propert},'. There 
was no one to suspect him, and no one to say liim nay. His father 
and mother had always lived as man and wife—none of tlic few people 
who were acquainted with them ever supposed them to be an>’thing 
else. The right person to claim the property (if the truth had been 
known) was a distant relation, who had no idea of ever getting it, and 
who was away at sea when his father died. He had no difficulty, so far— 
he took possession, as a matter of course. But he could not borrow 
money on the property as a matter of course. There were nvo things 
wanting of him, before he could do tltis. One was a certificate of his 
birth, and the other was a certificate of his parent’s marriage. The 
certificate of his birth was easily got—he was born abroad, and the 
certificate was there in due form. The other matter was a difficulty— 
and that difficulty brought him to Old Welmingham. 

But for one consideration, he might have gone to Knowlesbury 
instead. 

His mother had been living there just before she met with his 
father—living under her maiden name ; the truffi being that she was 
really a married woman, married in Ireland, where her husband had 
ill-used her and had afterwards gone oft' with some other person. I 
give you this fact on good authority : Sir Felix mentioned it to his 
son, as the reason why he had not married. You may wonder why 
tiic son, knowing that his parents had met each other at Knowlesbury, 
did not play his first tricl« with the register of that church, where it 
might have been fairly presumed his father and mother were married. 
The reason was, that the clergyman who did duty at Knowlesbury 
church, in the year eighteen hundred and three (w’hen, according to 
his birth certificate, his father and motlier ought to have been married), 
was alive still, when he took possession of the property in the New 
Year of eighteen hundred and twenty-seven. This awkward cir¬ 
cumstance forced him to extend his inquiries to our neighbourhood. 
There no such danger existed: the former clergyman at our church 
having been dead for some years. 

Old We lmingham suited his purpose as well as Knowlesbury. 
His father had removed his mother from Knowlesbury, and had 
lived with her at a cottage on the river, a little distance from our 
village. People who had know'n his solitary ways when he was single, 
did not wonder at his solitary ways when he was supposed to be 
married. If he had been anything but a hideous creature to look 
at, his retired life with the lady might have raised suspicions : but, as 
things were, his hiding his ugliness and his deformity in the strictest 
privacy surprised nobody. He lived in our neighbourhood till he 
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came in possession of the Park. After three or four and twenty years 
had passed, who was to say (the clergyman being dead) that his 
marriage had not been as private as the rest of his life, and that it had 
not taken place at Old Wclmingham church ? 

So, as I told you, the son found our neighbourhood the surest place 
he could choose, to set things right secretly in his own interests. It 
may surprise you to hear that what he really did to the marriage- 
register w as done on the spur of the moment—done on second thoughts. 

His first notion was only to tear the leaf out (in the right year and 
month), to destroy it privately, to go back to London, and to tell the 
lawy ers to get him the nccessaiy certificate of his father’s marriage, 
innocently referring them of course to the date on the leaf that was gone. 
Nobody could say his father and mother had not been married after 
that—and whether, under the circumstances, they would stretch a 
point or not, about lending him the money (he thought they would), 
he had his answer ready at all events, if a question was ever raised 
about his right to the name and the estate. 

But when he came to look priv'atcly at the register for himself, he 
found at the bottom of one of the pages for the year eighteen hundred 
and three, a blank space left, seemingly through there being no room 
to make a long entry there, which was made instead at the top of the 
next page. The sight of this chance altered all his plans. It was an 
opportunity he had never hoped for, or thought of—and he took it, 
you know how. The blank space, to have exactly tallied with his birth- 
certificate, ought to have occurred in the July part of the register. It 
occurred in ^e September part instead. However, in this case, if 
suspicious questions were asked, the answer was not hard to find. 
He had only to describe himself as a seven months’ child. 

I was fool enough, when he told me his story, to feel some interest 
and some pity for him—which was just what he calculated on, as you 
will sec. I thought him hardly used. It was not his fault that his 
fatlicr and motlicr were not married ; and it was not his father’s and 
mother’s fault cither. A more scrupulous woman than I was—a 
woman who had not set her heart on a gold watch and chain—would 
have found some excuses for him. At all events, I held my tongue, 
and helped to screen what he was about. 

He was some time getting the ink the right colour (mixing it over 
and over again in pots and bottles of mine), and some time, afterwards, 
in practising the handwriting. But he succeeded in the end—and 
made an honest woman of his mother, after she was dead in her grave ! 
So far, I don’t deny that he behaved honourably enough to myself. 
He gave me my watch and chain, and spared no expense in buying 
them ; both were of superior workmanship, and very expensive. I 
have got them still—the watch goes beautiftilly. 

You said, the other day, that Mrs. Qements bad told you every¬ 
thing she knew. In that case, there is no need for me to write about 
the trumpery scandal by which I was the sufferer—the innot^t 
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sufferer, I positively assert. You must know as well as I do what the 
notion was which my husband took into his head, when he found me 
and my fine-gentleman acquaintance meeting each other privately, 
and talking secrets together. But what you don’t know, is how it 
ended between that same gentleman and myself. You shall read, 
and see how he behaved to me. 

The first W’ords I said to him, when I saw the turn things had taken, 
were, “ Do me justice—clear my character of a stain on it which you 
know’ I don’t deserve. I don’t want you to make a clean breast of it 
to my husband—only tell him, on your word of honour as a gentleman, 
that he is WTong, and that I am not to blame in the way he thinks I 
am. Do me that justice, at least, after all I have done for you.” He 
flatly refused, in so many words. He told me, plainly, that it w’as his 
interest to let my husband and all my neighbours believe the falsehood 
—because, as long as they did so, they were quite certain never to 
suspect the truth. I had a spirit of my own ; and I told him they 
should know the truth from my lips. His reply was short, and to the 
point. If I spoke, I was a lost w'oman, as certainly as he was a lost man. 

Yes ! it had come to that. He had deceived me about the risk I 
ran in helping him. He had practised on my ignorance ; he had 
tempted me with his gifts ; he had interested me with his story—and 
the result of it was that he made me his accomplice. He owned this 
coolly ; and he ended by telling me, for the first lime, what the fright¬ 
ful pumshment really was for his offence, and for any one who helped 
him to commit it. In those days, the law was not so tender-hearted 
as I hear it is now. Murderers were not the only people liable to be 
hanged; and W'omen convicts w’ere not treated like ladies in un¬ 
deserved distress. I confess he frightened me—the mean impostor ! 
the cowardly blackguard ! Do you imdcrstand, now, how I hated 
him ? Do you understand why I am taking all tliis trouble—thank¬ 
fully taking it—to gratify the curiosity of the meritorious young gentle¬ 
man who hunted Him down ? 

Well, to go on. He was hardly fool enough to drive me to down¬ 
right desperation, I was not the sort of woman whom it was quite 
safe to hunt into a comer—he knew that, and wisely quieted me with 
proposals for the future. 

1 deserved some reward (he was kind enough to say) for the services 
I had done him, and some compensation (he was so obliging as to add) 
for what I had suffered. He was quite willing—generous scoundrel! 
—to n^e me a handsome yearly allowance, payable quarterly, on two 
conditions. First, I was to hold my tongue—in my own interests as 
w^ as in his. Secondly, I was not to stir away from Welmingham 
without first letting him know, and waiting till I haH obtained his 
permission. In my own neighbourhood, no virtuous female friends 
would tempt me into dangerous gossiping at the tea-table—in my o\vn 
neightourhood, he would always know where to find me. A hard 
condition, that second one—but I accepted it. 

14 
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What else was I to do ? I was left helpless, with the prospect of 
a coming incumbrance in the shape of a child. What else was I to 
do ? Cast myself on the mercy of my runaway idiot of a husband 
who had raised the scandal against me ? I would have died first. 
Besides, the allowance was a handsome one. I had a better income, 
a better house over my bead, better carpets on my floors, than half the 
women who turned up the whites of their eyes at the sight of me. 
The dress of Virtue, in our parts, was cotton print. I had silk. 

So, I accepted the conditions he offered me, and made the best of 
them, and fought my battle with my respectable neighbours on their 
own ground, and won it in course of time—as you saw yourself. 
How I kept his Secret (and mine) through all the years that have 
passed from that lime to this ; and whether my late daughter, Anne, 
ever really crept into my confidence, and got the keeping of the Secret 
too—arc questions, 1 dare say, to which you are curious to find an 
answer. Well! my gratitude refuses you nothing. I will turn to a fresh 
page, and give you the answer, immediately. But you must excuse 
one thing—you must excuse my beginning, Mr. Hartright, with an 
expression of surprise at the interest which you appear to have felt in 
my late daughter. It is quite unaccountable to me. If that interest 
makes you anxious for any particulars of her early life, I must refer 
you to Mrs. Clements, who knows more of the subject that I do. Pray 
understand that I do not profess to have been at all over-fond of 
my late daughter. She was a worry to me from first to last, with the 
additional disadvantage of being always weak in the bead. You like 
candour, and 1 hope this satisfies you. 

There is no need to trouble you with many personal particulars 
relating to those past times. It will be enough to say that I observed 
tlic terms of the bargain on my side, and that I enjoyed my comfortable 
income, in return, paid quarterly. 

Now and then I got away, and changed the scene for a short time; 
always asking leave of my lord and master first, and generally getting 
it. He was not, as 1 have already told you, fool enough to drive me 
too hard; and he could reasonably rely on my holding my tongue, 
for my own sake, if not for his. One of my longest trips away from 
home was the trip 1 took to Limmeridge, to nurse a half-sister there, 
who was dying. She was reported to have saved money; and I 
thought it as well (in case any accident happened to stop my allowance) 
to look after my own interests in that direction. As things turned 
out, however, my pains were all thrown away; and I got nothing, 
because nothing was to be had. 

1 had taken Anne to the north with me; having my whims and 
fancies, occasionally, about my child, and getting, at such times, 
jealous of Mrs. Qements’ influence over her. I never liked Mrs. 
Qements. She was a poor, empty-headed, spiritless woman—^what 
you call a born drudge—and 1 was, now and then, not averse to 
plaguing her by taking Anne away. Not knowing what else to do 
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with my girl, while I was nursing in Cumberland, I put her to school 
at Limmeridge. The lady of the manor, Mrs. Pairlie (a remarkably 
plain-looking woman, who had entrapped one of the handsomest men 
in England into marrying her), amused me wonderfully, by taking a 
violent fancy to my girl. The consequence was, she learnt nothing 
at school, and was petted and spoilt at Limmeridge House. Among 
other whims and fancies which they taught her there, they put some 
nonsense into her head about always wearing white. Hating white 
and liking colours myself, I determined to take the nonsense out of 
her head as soon as we got home again. 

Strange to say, my daughter resolutely resisted me. When she had 
got a notion once fixed in her mind, she was, like other half-witted 
people, as obstinate as a mule in keeping it. We quarrelled finely ; 
and Airs. Clements, not liking to see it, I suppose, offered to take 
Anne away to live in London with her. I should have said. Yes, if 
Mrs. Qements had not sided with my daughter about her dressing 
herself in white. But, being determined she should not dress herself 
in white, and disliking Mrs. Clements more than ever for taking part 
against me, I said No, and meant No, and stuck to No. The conse¬ 
quence was, my daughter remained with me; and the consequence 
of that, in its mm, was the first serious quarrel that happened about 
the Secret. 

The circumstance took place long after the time I have just been 
writing of. I had been settled for years in the new town ; and was 
steadily living down my bad character, and slowly gaining ground 
among the respectable inhabitants. It helped me forward greatly 
towards this object, to have my daughter with me. Her harmlcssness, 
and her fancy for dressing in white, excited a certain amount of 
sympathy. I left off opposing her favourite whim, on tliat account, 
because some of the sympathy was sure, in course of time, to fall to 
my share. Some of it did fall. I date my getting a choice of the two 
best sittings to let in the church from that time j and I date the clergy¬ 
man’s first bow from my getting the sittings. 

Well, being settled in this way, 1 received a letter one morning from 
that highly bom gentleman (now deceased), in answer to one of mine, 
war nin g him , according to agreement, of my wishing to leave the 
town, for a little change of air and scene. 

The r uffianl y side of him must have been uppermost, I suppose, 
when he got my letter—for he wrote back, refusing me in such 
abominably insolent language, that I lost all command over myself, 
and abused him , in my daughter’s presence, as “ a low impostor whom 
I could ruin for life, if I chose to open my lips and let out his Secret.” 
I said no more about him than that j being brought to my senses as 
soon as those words had escaped me, by the sight of my daughter’s 
face, looking eagerly and curiously at mine. I instantly ordered her 
out ot the room, until 1 had composed myself again. 

My sensations were not pleasant, 1 can tell you, when I came to 
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reflect on my own folly. Anne had been more than usually crazy and 
queer, that year; and when 1 tliought of the chance there might be 
of her repeating my words in the town, and mentioning his name in 
connouon with them, if inquisitive people got hold of her, I was finely 
terrified at the possible consequences. My worst fears for myself, 
my worst dread of what he might do, led me no farther than this. I 
was quite unprepared for what really did happen, only the next day. 

On that next day, without any warning to me to expect him, he 
came to the house. 

His first words, and tlie tone in which he spoke them, surly as it 
was, showed me plainly enough that he had repented already of his 
insolent answer to my application, and that he had come, in a mighty 
bad temper, to try and set matters right again, before it was too late. 
Seeing my daughter in the room tvith me (I had been afraid to let her 
out of my sight, after what had happened the day before), he ordered 
her away. They neither of them liked each other; and he vented 
the ill-temper on /icr, w'hich he was afraid to show to me. 

“ Leave us,” he said, looking at her over his shoulder. She looked 
back over her shoulder, and waited, as if she didn’t care to go. “ Do 
you hear ? ” he roared out; “ leave the room.” “ Spt^ to me 
civilly,” says she, getting red in the face. “ Turn the idiot out,” says 
he, looking my way. She had always had crazy notions of her own 
about her dignity ; and that word ” idiot,” upset her in a moment. 
Before I could interfere, she stepped up to him, in a fine passion. 
” Beg my pardon, directly,” says she, “or I’ll m^e it the worse for 
you. ru let out your Secret. I can ruin you for life, if I choose to open 
my lips.” My own words I—repeated exactly from what I had said 
the day before—repeated, in his presence, as if they had come 
from herself. He sat speechless, as white as the paper I am 
writing on, while 1 pushed her out of the room. When he recovered 
himself- 

No ! 1 am too respectable a woman to mention what he said when 
he recovered himself. My pen is the pen of a member of the rector’s 
congregation, and a subscriber to the “ Wednesday Lectures on 
Justification by Faith ”—how can you expect me to employ it in writing 
bad language? Suppose, for yourself, the raging, swearing frenzy 
of the lowest rulhan in England y and let us get on together, as fast as 
may be, to ilic way in which it all ended. 

It ended, as you probably guess, by this time, in his insisting on 
securing his own safety by shutting her up. 

I tried to set things right. I told him that she had merely repeated, 
like a parrot, the words she had heard me say, and that she knew no 
particulars whatever, because 1 had mentioned none. 1 explained that 
she had afl'ected, out of crazy spite against him, to know what she really 
did not know; that she o^y wanted to threaten him and aggravate 
him for speaking to her as he bad just spoken; and that my unlud^ 
words gave her just the chance of doing mischief of whi^ she was in 
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search. I referred him to other queer ways of hers, and to his own 
experience of the t'agarics of half-witted people—it was all to .no 
purpose—he would not believe me on my oath—he was absolutely 
certain I had betrayed the whole Secret. In short, he would hear 
of nothing but shutting her up. 

Under these circumstances, I did my duty as a mother. “ No 
pauper Asylum,” I said ; “ I won’t have her put in a pauper Asylum. 
A Private Establishment, if you please. I have my feelings, as a 
mother, and my character to preserve in the town ; and 1 will submit 
to notlhng but a Private Establishment, of the sort which my genteel 
neighbours would choose for afflicted relatives of their own.” Those 
were my words. It is gratifying to me to reflect that I did my dur\'. 
Though never over-fond of my late daughter, I had a proper pride 
about her. No pauper s tain —thanks to my firmness and resolution 
—ever rested on my child. 

Having carried my point (which I did the more easily, in conse¬ 
quence of the facilities ofifered by private Asylums), I could not refuse 
to admit that there were certain advantages gained by shutting her up. 
In the first place, she was taken excellent care of—being treated (as I 
took care to mention in the town) on the footing of a lady. In the 
second place, she w'as kept away from Welmingham, where she might 
have set people suspecting and inquiring, by repeating my own in¬ 
cautious words. 

The only drawback of putting her under restraint was a very slight 
one. We merely turned her empty boast about knowing the Secret, 
into a fixed delusion. Having fi^t spoken in sheer cra^ spitcfuincss 
against the man who had oflended her, she was cimning enough to 
see that she had seriously frightened him, and sharp enough afterwards 
to discover that he was concerned in shutting her up. The conse¬ 
quence was she flamed out into a perfect frenzy of passion against 
him, going to the Asylum; and the first words she said to the nurses, 
after they had quieted her, were, that she was put in confinement for 
knowing his secret, and that she meant to open her lips and ruin him, 
when the right time came. 

She may have said the same thing to you, when you thoughtlessly 
assisted her escape. She ^rtainly said it (as 1 heard last summer) to 
the unfortunate woman who married our sweet-tempered, nameless 
gentleman, lately deceased. If either you, or that unlucky lady, had 
questioned my daughter closely, and had insisted on her explaining 
what she really meant, you would have found her lose all her self- 
importance suddenly, and get vacant, and restless, and confused—you 
would have discovered that I am writing nothing here but the plain 
truth. She knew tha t there was a Secret—she knew who was connected 
with it—she knew who would suffer by its being known—and, beyond 
tha^ whatever air of importance she may have given herself, what¬ 
ever crazy boasting she may have indulged in with strangers, she never 
to her dying day ^ew more. 
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Have I satisfied your curiosity ? I have taken pains enough to 
satisfy it, at any rate. There is really nothing else I have to tell you 
about myself, or my daughter. My worst responsibilities, so far as 
she was concerned, were all over when she was secured in the Asylum. 
I had a form of letter relating to the circumstances under which she 
was shut up, given me to write, in answer to one Miss Halcombc, who 
was curious in the matter, and who must have heard plenty of lies about 
me from a certain tongue well accustomed to the telling of the same. 
And I did what I could afterwards to trace my nmaway daughter, and 
prevent her from doing mischief, by making inquiries, myself, in the 
neighbourhood where she was falsely reported to have been seen. 
But these and other trifles like them, arc of little or no interest to you 
after what you have heard already . 

So far, I have written in the friendliest possible spirit. But I 
cannot close this letter without adding a word here of serious remon¬ 
strance and reproof, addressed to yourself. 

In the course of your personal interview with me, you audaciously 
referred to my late daughter’s parentage, on the father’s side, as if that 
parentage was a manor of doubt. This was highly improper and 
very ungcntlcmanlike on your part! If we see each other again, 
remember, if you please, that I will allow no liberties to be taken with 
my reputation, and that the moral atmosphere of Wclmingham (to 
use a favourite expression of my friend the rector’s) must not be 
tainted by loose conversation of any kind. If you allow yourself to 
doubt that my husband was Anne’s father, you personally insult me 
in the grossest manner. If you have felt, and if you still continue to 
feci, an unhallowed curiosity on this subject, I recommend you, in 
your own interests, to check it at once and for ever. On this side of the 
grave, Mr. Hartright, whatever may happen on the other, that curiosity 
will never be gratified. 

Perhaps, after what I have just said, you will sec the necessity of 
writing me an apology. Do so ; and 1 will willingly receive it. I 
will, afterwards, if your wishes point to a second interview with me, 
go a step farther, and receive you. My circtimstances only enable 
me to invite you to tea—not that they arc at all altered for the worse 
by what has happened. I have always lived, as I think I told you, 
well within my income j and I have saved enough, in the last twenty 
years, to make me quite comfortable for the rest of my life. It is not 
my intention to leave Wclmingham. There are one or two little 
advantages which I have still to gain in the town. The clergyman 
bows to me—as you saw. He is married; and his wife is not quite 
so civil. I propose to join the Dorcas Society; and 1 mean to i^e 
the clergyman’s wife bow to me next. 

If you favour me with your company, pray understand that the 
conversation must be entirely on general subjects. Any attempted 
reference to this letter will be quite useless—I am dete rmin ed not to 
acknowledge having written it. The evidence has been destroyed in 
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the fire, I know ; but T think it desirable to err on the side of caution, 
nevertheless. 

On this account, no names are mentioned here, nor is any signature 
attached to these lines : the handwriting is disguised throughout, 
and I mean to deliver the letter myself, under circumstances which 
will prevent all fear of its being traced to my house. You can have 
no possible cause to complain of these precautions ; seeing that they 
do not affect the information I here communicate, in consideration of 
the special indulgence which you have deserved at my hands. My 
hour for tea is half-past five, and my buuered toast waits for nobody. 


The Story continued by Walter Hartright 

XII 

My first impulse, after reading Mrs. Caiherick’s extraordinary narra¬ 
tive, was to destroy it. The hardened shameless depravity of the 
whole composition, from beginning to end—the atrocious perversity 
of mind which persistently associated me wiili a calamity for which I 
was in no sense answerable, and with a death which I had risked my 
life trying to avert—so disgusted me, that I was on the point of tearing 
the letter, when a consideration suggested itself, which warned me to 
wait a little before I destroyed it. 

This consideration was entirely unconnected with Sir Percival. 
The information communicated to me, so far as it concerned him, did 
little more than confirm the conclusions at which I had already arrived. 

He had committed his offence, as I had supposed him to have com¬ 
mitted it i and the absence of all reference, on Mrs. Catherick’s part, 
to the duplicate register at Knowlcsbury, strengthened my previous 
conviction that the existence of the book, and the risk of detection 
which it implied, must have been necessarily unknown to Sir Percival. 
My interest in the question of the forgery was now at an end; and 
my only object in keeping the letter was to make it of some future 
service, in clearing up the last mystery that still remained to baffle 
me—the parentage of Ann e Catherick, on the father’s side. There 
were one or two sentences dropped in her mother’s narrative, wluch 
it might be useful to refer to again, when matters of more immediate 
importance allowed me leisure to search for the missing evidence. I 
did not despair of still finding that evidence ; and I had lost none of 
my anxiety to discover it, for I had lost none of my interest in tracing 
tlie father of the poor creature who now lay at rest in Mrs. Fairlie s 
grave. 

Accordingly, I sealed up the letter, and put it away carefully in my 
pocket-book to be referred to again when the time came. 

' The next day was my last in Hampshire. When I had appeared 
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again before the magistrate at Knowlesbury, and when I had attended 
at the adjourned inquest, I should be free 10 return to London by the 
afternoon or the evening train. 

My first errand in the morning was, as usual, to the post-office. 
The letter from Marian was there, but I thought when it was handed 
to me, that it felt unusually light. I anxiously opened the envelope. 
There was notliing inside but a small strip of paper, folded in two. 
The few blotted, hurriedly-written lines which were traced on it con¬ 
tained these words : 

“ Come back as soon as you can. I have been obliged to move, 
Cx>mc to Gower’s Walk, Fulham (number five). I will be on the 
look-out for you. Don’t be alarmed about us ; we arc both safe and 
well. But come back.—Marian.” 

The news which those lines contained—new’s which I instantly 
associated with some attempted treachery on the part of Count Fosco 
—fairly overwhelmed me. I stood breathless, with the paper crumpled 
up in my hand. What had happened ? What subtle wickedness 
had the Count planned and executed in my absence ? A night had 
passed since Aiarian’s note was written—hours must elapse still, 
before I could get back to them—some new disaster might have 
happened already, of which I was ignorant. And here, miles and 
miles away from them, here I must remain—held, doubly held, at the 
disposal of the law ! 

1 hardly know to what forgetfulness of my obligations, anxiety and 
alarm might not have tempted me, but for the quieting influence of 
my faith in Marian. My absolute reliance on her was the one earthly 
consideration which helped me to restrain myself, and gave me courage 
to wait. The Inquest was the first of the impediments in the way 
of my freedom of action. I attended it at the appointed time; the 
legal formalities requiring my presence in the room, but, as it turned 
out, not callin g on me to repeat my evidence. This useless delay was 
a hard trial, although I did my best to quiet my impatience by following 
the course of the proceedings as closely as I could. 

The London solicitor of the deceased (Mr. Merriman) was among 
the persons present. But he was quite unable to assist the objects of 
the inquiry. He could only say that he was inexpressibly shocked 
and astonished, and that he could throw no light whatever on the 
mysterious circumstances of the case. At intervals dtiring the ad¬ 
journed investigation, he suggested questions, which the Coroner put, 
but which led to no results. After a patient inquiry, which lasted 
nearly three hours, and which exhausted every available source of 
information, the jury pronounced the customary verdict in cases of 
sudden death by accident. They added to the formal decision a 
statement; that there had been no evidence to show how the keys had 
been abstracted, how the fire had been caused, or what the purpose 
was for which ^e deceased had entered the vestry. This act closed 
the proceedings. The legal representative of the dead man was left 
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to provide for the necessities of the interment; and the witnesses 
were free to retire. 

Resolved not to lose a minute in getting to Knowlesbury, I paid my 
bill at the hotel, and hired a fly to take me to the town. A gentleman 
who heard me give the order, and who saw that I was going alone, 
informed me that he lived in the neighbourhood of Knowlesbury, and 
asked if I would have any objection to his getting home by sharing tlie 
fly with me. I accepted his proposal as a matter of course. 

Our conversation during the drive was naturally occupied by the 
one absorbing subject of local interest. 

My new acquaintance had some knowledge of the late Sir Percival’s 
solicitor; and he and Mr. Merriman had been discussing the state of 
the deceased gentleman’s affairs and the succession to the property. 
Sir Percival’s embarrassments were so well known all over the county 
that his solicitor could only make a virtue of necessity and plainly 
acknowledge them. He had died without leaving a will, and he had 
no personal property to bequeath, even if he had made one; the 
whole fortune wluch he had derived from his wife having been swallowed 
up by his creditors. The heir to the estate (Sir Pcrcival having left 
no issue) was a son of Sir Felix Clyde’s first cousin—an officer in 
command of an East Indiaman. He would find his imcxpccted in¬ 
heritance sadly encumbered ; but the property would recover with 
time, and, if “ the captain ” was careful, he might be a rich man yet, 
before he died. 

Absorbed as I was in the one idea of getting to London, this in¬ 
formation (which events proved to be perfectly correct) had an interest 
of its own to attract my attention. I thought it justified me in keeping 
secret my discovery of Sir Percival’s fraud. The heir whose rights 
he had usurped was the heir who would now have the estate. The 
income from it, for the last three-and-twenty years, which should 
properly have been his, and which the dead man had squandered to the 
last fanhing, was gone beyond recall. If I spoke, my speaking would 
confer advantage on no one. If I kept the secret, my silence con¬ 
cealed the character of the man who had cheated Laura into marrying 
him. For her sake, I wished to conceal it—for her sake, still, I tell 
this story under feigned names. 

I parted with my chance companion at Knowlesbury ; and went 
at once to the town-hall. As I had anticipated, no one was present 
to prosecute the case against me—the necessary formalities were 
observed—and I was discharged. On leaving the court, a letter from 
Mr. Dawson was put into my hand. It informed me that he was 
absent on professional duty, and it reiterated the offer I had already 
received from him of any assistance which 1 might require at his hands. 
1 wrote back, warmly acknowledging my obligations to his kindness, 
and apologising for not expressing my thanks personally, in consequence 
of my immediate recall on pressing business to town. 

Half an hour later I was speeding back to London by the express train. 



4o8 


THE WO^tAN IN WHITE 


XIII 

It was between nine and ten o’clock before I reached Fulham, and 
found my way to Gower’s Walk. 

Both Laura and Marian came to the door to let me in. I think 
we had hardly known how close the tie was which bound us three 
together, until the evening came which united us again. We met as 
if we had been i arted for months, instead of for a few days only. 
Marian’s face was sadly worn and anxious. I saw who had known 
all the danger, and borne all the trouble in my absence, the moment 
I looked at her. Laura’s brighter looks and better spirits told me 
how carefully she had been spared all knowledge of the dreadful death 
at Welmingham, and of the true reason for our change of abode. 

The stir of the removal seemed to have cheered and interested her. 
She only spoke of it as a happy thought of Marian’s to surprise me. on 
my return, with a change from the close, noisy street, to the pleasant 
neighbourhood of trees and fields and the river. She was full of 
projects for the future—of the drawings she was to finish; of the 
purchasers I had found in the country’, who were to buy them ; of the 
shillings and sixpences she had saved, till her purse was so heavy that 
she proudly asked me to weigh it in my own hand. The change for 
the better which had been wrought in her, during the few days of my 
absence, was a surprise to me for which I was quite unprepared—and 
for all the unspeakable happiness of seeing it, I was indebted to Marian’s 
courage and to Marian’s love. 

When Laura had left us, and when we could speak to one another 
witliout restraint, I tried to give some expression to the gratitude and 
the admiration which filled my heart. But the generous creature 
would not wait to hear me. That sublime self-forgetfulness of women, 
which yields so much and asks so little, turned all her thoughts from 
herself to me. 

“ I had only a moment left before post-time,” she said, or I should 
have wTitten less abruptly You look worn and weary, Walter; I 
am afraid my letter must have seriously alarmed you ? ” 

Only at first,” I replied. “ My mind was quieted, Marian, by 
my trust in you. Was I right in attributing this sudden change of 
place to some threatened aimoyance on the part of Count Fosco ? ” 

“ Perfectly right,” she said. ” I saw him yesterday ; and, worse 
than that, Walter—I spoke to him.” 

“ Spoke to him ? Did he know where we lived ? Did he come to 
the house ? ” 

“ He did. To the house—but not up-stairs. Laura never saw 
him ; Laura suspects nothing. I will tell you how it happened : the 
danger, 1 behevc and hope, is over now. Yesterday, 1 was in the 
sitting-room, at our old lodgings. Laura was drawing at the table; 
and I was walking about and setting things to rights. I passed the 
window, and, as I passed it, looked out into the street. There, on 
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the opposite side of the way, I saw the Count, with a man talking to 
him-” 

“ Did he notice you at the window ? ” 

“ No—at least, I thought not. I was too violently startled to be 
quite sure.” 

“ Who was the other man ? A stranger ? ” 

“ Not a stranger, X^'alter. As soon as I could draw my breath 
again, I recognised him. He W’as the owner of the Lunatic Asylum.” 

“ Was the Count pointing out the house to him ? ” 

“ No ; they were talking together as if they had accidentally met in 
the street. 1 remained at tlie w'indow' looking at them from behind 
the curtain. If I had turned round, and if Laura had seen my face 

at that moment- Thank God, she was absorbed over her drawing! 

They soon parted. The man from the Asylum went one way, and the 
Count the other. I began to hope they were in the street by chance, 
till I saw the Count come back, stop opposite to us again, take out his 
card-case and pencil, write something, and then cross the road to the 
shop below us. I ran past Laura before she could see me, and said I 
had forgotten something up-stairs. As soon as I was out of the room, 
I went down to the first landing and waited—I was determined to stop 
him if he tried to come up-stairs. He made no such attempt. The 
girl from the shop came through the door into the passage, with his 
card in her hand—a large gilt card, w’ith his name, and a coronet above 
it, and these lines underneath in pencil: ‘ Dear lady ’ (yes ! the 
villain could address me in that way still)—‘ dear lady, one word, I 
implore you, on a matter serious to us bo^.’ If one can think at all, 
in serious difficulties, one thinks quick. I felt directly that it might 
be a fatal mistake to leave myself and to leave you in the dark, where such 
a man as the Count was concerned. I felt that the doubt of what he 
might do, in your absence, would be ten times more trying to me if I 
declined to see him than if I consented. ‘ Ask the gentleman to wait 
in the shop,’ I said. ‘ I will be with him in a moment.’ I ran up¬ 
stairs for my bonnet, being determined not to let him speak to me in¬ 
doors. I knew his deep ringing voice; and I was afraid Laura might 
hear it, even in the shop. In less than a minute I was down again in 
the passage, and had opened the door into the street. He came round 
to meet me from the shop. There he was, in deep mourning, with his 
smooth bow and his deadly smile, and some idle boys and women 
near him , staring at his great size, his fine black clothes, and his large 
cane with the gold knob to it. AH the horrible time at Blackwater 
came back to me the moment I set eyes on him. All the old loathing 
crept and crawled through me, when he took off his hat with a flourish, 
and spoke to me, as if we had parted on the friendliest terms hardly 
a day since.” 

“ You remember what he said ? ” 

I can’t repeat it, Walter. You shall know directly what he said 
about you —but I can’t repeat what he said to me. It was worse than 
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the polite insolence of his letter. My hands tingled to strike him, as 
if I had been a man ! I only kept them quiet by tearing his card to 
pieces under my shawl. W'ithout saying a word on my side, I walked 
away from the house (for fear of Laura seeing us); and he followed, 
protesting softly all tlie way. In the first by-street I turned, and asked 
him what he wanted with me. He wanted two things. First, if I 
had no objection, to express his sentiments. I declined to hear them. 
Secondly, to repeat the warning in his letter. I asked, what occasion 
there was for repeating it. He bowed and smiled, and said he would 
explain. The explanation exactly confirmed the fears I expressed 
before you left us. I told you, if you remember, that Sir Pcrcival 
would be too headstrong to take his friend’s advice where you were 
concerned ; and that there was no danger to be dreaded from the 
Count till his own interests were threatened, and he was roused into 
acting for himself?” 

“ I recollect, Marian.” 

“ Well; so it has really turned out. The Count offered his advice ; 
but it was refused. Sir Pcrcival would only take counsel of his own 
violence, his own obstinacy, and his own hatred of you. The Count 
let him have his way ; first privately ascertaining, in case of his own 
interests being threatened next, where he lived. You were followed, 
Walter, on returning here, after your first journey to Hampshire—by 
the lawyer’s men for some distance from the railway, and by the 
Count himself to the door of the house. How he contrived to escape 
being seen by you, he did not tell me; but he found us out on xh&t 
occasion, and in that way. Having made the discovery, he took no 
advantage of it till the news reached him of Sir Percival’s death—and 
then, as I told you, he acted for himself, because he believed you would 
next proceed against the dead man’s partner in the conspiracy. He 
at once made his arrangements to meet the owner of the Asyltim in 
London, and to take him to the place where his runaway patient was 
liiddcn; believing that the results, whichever way they ended, would 
be to involve you in interminable legal disputes and difficulties, and to 
tic your hands for all purposes of offence, so far as he was concerned. 
Tliat was his purpose, on his own confession to me. The only con¬ 
sideration which made him hesitate, at the last moment-” 

“ Yes ? ” 

“ It is hard to acknowledge it, Walter—and yet I must. I was the 
only consideration. No words can say how degraded 1 feel in my own 
estimation when I think of it—but the one weak point in that man’s 
iron character is the horrible admiration he feds for me. I have tried, 
for the sake of my own self-respect, to disbelieve it as long as I could; 
but his looks, his actions, force on me the shameful conviction of the 
truth. The eyes of that monster of wickedness moistened while he 
was speaking to me—they did, Walter ! He dedared, that at the 
moment of pointing out the house to the doctor, he thought of my 
misery if I was separated from Laura, of my responsibility if I was 
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called on to answer for effecting her escape—and he risked the worst 
that you could do to him, the second time, for my sake. All he asked 
was that I would remember the sacrifice, and restrain your rashness, 
in my own interests—interests which he might never be able to con¬ 
sult again. I made no such bargain with him ; I would have died 
first. But believe him or not—whether it is true or false that he sent 
the doctor away with an excuse—one thing is certain, I saw the man 
leave him, without so much as a glance at our window, or even at our 
side of the way.” 

“ I believe it, Marian. The best men are not consistent in good— 
why should the worst men be consistent in evil ? At the same time, 

I suspect him of merely attempting to frighten you, by threatening 
what he carmot really do. I doubt his power of annoying us, by means 
of the owner of the Asylum, now that Sir Percival is dead, and Mrs. 
Catherick is free from ^1 control. But let me hear more. What did 
the Count say of me ? ” 

“ He spoke last of you. His eyes brightened and hardened, and his 
manner changed to what I remember it, in past times—to that mixture 
of pitiless resolution and mountebank mockery which makes it so 
impossible to fathom him. ‘ Warn Mr. Hartright! ’ he said, in his 
loftiest manner. ‘ He has a man of brains to deal with, a man who 
snaps his big fingers at the laws and conventions of society, when he 
measures himself with me. If my lamented friend had taken my 
advice, the business of the Inquest would have been with the body of 
Air. Hartright. But my lamented friend was obstinate. See! I 
mourn his loss—inwardly in my soul; outwardly on my hat. This 
trivial crape expresses sensibilities which I summon Mr. Hartright to 
respect. They may be transformed to immeasurable enmities, if he 
ventures to disturb them. Let him be content with what he has got 
—with what I have unmolested, for your sake, to him and to you. Say 
to him (with my compliments), if he stirs me, he has Fosco to de^ 
with. In the English of the Popular Tongue, I inform him—Fosco 
sticks at nothing. Dear lady, good morning.' His cold grey eyes 
settled on my face—he took off Ws hat solemnly—bowed, bare-headed 
—and left me.” 

“ Without returning ? without saying more last words ? ” 

“ He turned at the comer of the street, and waved his hand, and 
then struck it theatrically on his breast. I lost sight of him, after 
that. He disappeared in the opposite direction to our house ; and I 
ran back to Laura. Before I was in-doors again, I had made up my 
mind that we must go. The house (especially in your absence) was 
a i^ace of danger instead of a place of safety, now that the Count 
had discovered it. If I could have felt certain of your return, I should 
have risked waiting till you came back. But I was certain of nothing, 
and 1 acted at once on my own impulse. You had spoken, before 
leaving us, of moving into a quieter neighbourhood and purer air, for 
the sake of Laura’s health. I had only to remind her of that, and to 
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suggest surprising you and saving you trouble by managing the move 
in your absence, to make her quite as anxious for the change as I was. 
She helped me to pack up your things—and she has arranged them all 
for you in your new working-room here.” 

“ What made you think of coming to this place ? ” 

“ My ignorance of other localities in the neighbourhood of London. 

I felt the necessity of getting as far aw’ay as possible from our old 
lodgings ; and I knew something of Fulham, because I had once been 
at school there. I despatched a messenger with a note, on the chance 
that the school might still be in existence. It was in existence ; the 
daughters of my old mistress were carrying it on for her; and they 
engaged this place from the instructions I had sent. It was just post¬ 
time when the messenger returned to me with the address of the house. 
We moved after dark—we came here quite unobserved. Have I 
done right, Walter ? Have I justified your trust in me ? ” 

I answered her warmly and gratefully, as I really felt. But the 
anxious look still remained on her face while I was speaking ; and the 
first question she asked, when I had done, related to Count Fosco. 

I saw that she was thinking of him now with a changed mind. No 
fresh outbreak of anger against him, no new appeal to me to hasten the 
day of reckoning, escaped her. Her conviction that the man’s hateful 
admiration of herself was really sincere, seemed to have increased a 
hundredfold her distrust of his unfathomable cunning, her inborn 
dread of the wicked energy' and vigilance of all his factilties. Her 
voice fell low, her manner was hesitating, her eyes searched into mine 
with an eager fear, when she asked me what I tliought of his message, 
and what I meant to do next, after hearing it. 

“ Not many weeks have passed, Marian,” I answered, “ since my 
interview with Mr. Kyrlc. When he and I parted, the last words I 
said to him about Laura were these : ‘ Her uncle’s house shall open to 
receive her, in the presence of every soul who followed the false funeral 
to the grave ; the lie that records her death shall be publicly erased 
from the tombstone by the authority of the head of the family ; and 
the two men who have wronged her shall answer for their crime to mb, 
though the justice that sits in tribunals is powerless to pursue them.’ 
One of those men is beyond mortal reach. The other remains—and 
my resolution remains.” 

Her eyes lit up j her colour rose. She said nothing ; but I saw all 
her sympathies ga^cring to mine, in her face. 

“ I don’t disguise from myself, or from you,” I went on, “ that the 
prospect before us is more than doubtful. The risks we have run 
already are, it may be, trifles, compared with the risks that threatens 
us in the future—but the venture shall be tried, Marian, for all that. 
I am not rash enough to measure myself against such a man as the 
Coimt, before I am well prepared for him. I have leamt patience; 
I can wait my time. Let him beUeve that his message has produced 
its cflfect; let him know nothing of us, and hear nodting of us; let 
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US give him full time to feel secure—his own boastful nature, unless I 
seriously mistake him, will hasten that result. This is one reason for 
waiting; but there is anotlier more important sail. My position, 
Marian, towards you and towards Laura, ought to be a stronger one 
than it is now, before I try our last chance.” 

She leaned near to me, with a look of surprise. 

“ How can it be stronger ? ” she asked. 

“ I will tell you,” I replied, “ when the time comes. It has not 
come yet: it may never come at all. I may be silent about it to Laura 
for ever—I must be silent now, even to youy till I see for myself that I 
can harmlessly and honourably speak. Let us leave that subject. 
There is another which has more pressing claims on our attention. 
You have kept Laura, mercifully kept her, in ignorance of her husband’s 
death-” 

“ Oh, Walter, surely it must be long yet before we tell her of it ? ” 

“ No, Marian. Better that you should reveal it to her now, than 
that accident which no one can guard against, should reveal it to her at 
some future time. Spare her all the details—break it to her very 
tenderly—but tell her that he is dead.” 

“ You have a reason, Walter, for wishing her to know of her hus¬ 
band’s death, besides the reason you have just mentioned ? ” 

“ I have.” 

“ A reason connected with that subject which must not be mentioned 
between us yet ?—which may never be mentioned to Laura at ail ? ” 

She dwelt on the last words, meaningly. When I answered her, in 
the affirmative, I dwelt on them too. 

Her face grew pale. For a while, she looked at me with a sad, 
hesitating interest. An unaccustomed tenderness trembled in her 
dark eyes ancLsoftcned her firm lips, as she glanced aside at the empty 
chair in which the dear companion of all our joys and sorrows had 
been sitting. 

“ I think I understand,” she said. “ I think 1 owe it to her and to 
you, Walter, to tell her of her husband’s death.” 

She sighed, and held my hand fast for a moment—then dropped it 
abruptly, and left the room. On the next day Laura knew diat his 
death had released her, and that the error and the calamity of her life 
lay buried in his tomb. 

His name was mentioned among us no more. Thenceforward, we 
shrank from the slightest approach to the subject of his death; and, 
in the same scrupulous manner, Marian and I avoided all further 
reference to that other subject, which, by her consent and mine, was 
not to be mentioned between us yet. It was not the less present to 
our minds—it was rather kept alive in them by the restraint which we 
had imposed on ourselves. We both watched Laura more anxiously 
than ever; sometimes waiting and hoping, sometimes waiting and 
fearing, till the time came. 
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By degrees, wc returned to our accustomed way of life. I resumed 
the daily work, which had been suspended during my absence in 
Hampshire. Our new lodgings cost us more than the smaller and less 
convenient rooms which we had left; and the claim thus implied on 
my increased exertions was strengtlicncd by the doubtfulness of our 
future prospects. Emergencies might yet happen which would 
exhaust our little fund at the banker’s ; and the work of my hands 
might be, ultimately, all wc had to look to for suppoit. More per¬ 
manent and more lucrative employment than had yet been offered to 
me was a necessity of our position—a necessity for which I now 
diligently set myself to provide. 

It must not be supposed that the interval of rest and seclusion of 
which I am now writing, entirely suspended, on my part, all pursuit 
of the one absorbing purpose with which my thoughts and actions are 
associated in these pages. That purpose was, for months and months 
yet, never to relax its claims on me. The slow ripening of it still left 
me a measure of precaution to take, an obligation of gratitude to 
perform, and a doubtful question to solve. 

The measure of precaution related, necessarily, to the Count It 
was of the last importance to ascertain, if possible, whether his plans 
committed him to remaining in England—or, in other words, to re¬ 
maining within my reach. I contrived to set this doubt at rest by 
very simple means. His address in St. John’s Wood being known to 
me, 1 inquired in die neighbourhood ; and having found out the agent 
who had the disposal of the furnished house in which he lived, I asked 
if number five, Forest Road, was likely to be let within a reasonable 
time. The reply was in the negative. 1 was informed that the foreign 
gendeman then residing in the house bad renewed his term of occupa¬ 
tion for another six months, and would remain in possession until 
the end of June in the following year. We were then at the beginning 
of December only. I left the agent with my mind relieved from all 
present fear of the Count^s escaping me. 

The obligation 1 had to p^orm, took me once more into the 
presence of Mrs. Qcments. 1 had promised to return, and to confide 
to hex those particulars relating to the death and burial of Anne 
Catherick, which I had been obliged to withhold at our first inter¬ 
view. Changed as circumstances now were, there was no hindrance 
to my trusting the good woman with as mudi of the story of the con¬ 
spiracy as it was necessary to tell. I bad every reason that sympathy 
and friendly feeling could suggest to urge on me the speedy perform¬ 
ance of my promise—and I did conscientiously and carefully perform 
it. There is no need to burden these pages with any statement of 
what passed at the interview. It will be more to the purpose to say 
that the interview itself necessarily brought to my min d the one doubt¬ 
ful question still remaining to be solved—question of Anne 
Catherick’s parentage on the father’s side. 

A multitude of small considerations in connexion with this subject 
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—trifling enough in themselves, but strikingly important, when 
massed together—had latterly led my mind to a conclusion which I 
resolved to verify. I obtained Marian’s permission to write to Major 
Donthome, of Vameck Hall (where Mrs. Catherick had lived in service 
for some years previous to her marriage), to ask him certain questions. 
I made the inquiries in Marian’s name, and described them as relating 
to matters of personal history in her family, which might explain and 
excuse my appheation. When I wrote the letier, I had no certain 
knowledge that Major Donthome was still alive ; I despatched it on 
the chance that he might be living, and able and willing to reply. 

After a lapse of two days, proof came, in the shape of a letter, tliat 
the Major was living, and that he was ready to help us. 

The idea in my min d when I wrote to him, and the nature of ray 
inquiries, will be easily inferred from his reply. His letter answered 
my questions, by communicating these important facts : 

In the first place, “ the late Sir Percival Glyde, of Blackwater Park,” 
bad never set foot in Vameck Hall. The deceased gentleman was a 
total stranger to Major Donthome, and to all his family. 

In the second place, “ the late Mr. Philip Pairlie, of Limmeridgc 
House,” had been, in his younger days, the intimate friend and con¬ 
stant guest of Major Donthome. Having refreshed his memory by 
looking back to old letters and other papers, the Major was in a position 
to say positiviely, that Mr. Philip Fairlic was staying at Vameck Hall 
in the month of August, eighteen himdrcd and twenty-six, and that 
he remained there, for the shooting, during the month of September 
and part of October following. He then left, to tiie best of the Major’s 
belief, for Scotland, and did not return to Vameck Hall till after a lapse 
of time, when he reappeared in the character of a newly-married man. 

Taken by itself, this statement wa^ perhaps, of little posiuve value 
—but, taken in connexion with certain facts, every one of which either 
Marian or 1 knew to be true, it suggested one plain conclusion that was, 
to our minds, irresistible. 

Knowing, now, that Mr. Philip Fairlic had been at Vameck Hail 
in the autumn of eighteen himdred and twenty-six, and that Mrs. 
Catherick HaH been living there in service at the same time, we knew 
also first, that Ann e had been bom in June, eighteen hundred and 
twenty-seven i secondly, that she had always presented an extraordinary 
personal resemblance to Laura i and, thirdly, that Laura herself was 
strikingly like her father. Air. Philip Fairlie had been one of 
notoriously handsome men of his time. In disposition entirely unlike 
his brother Frederick, be was the spoilt darling of sooety, especially 
of the wnmi»r>—-an easy, light-hearted, impulsive, aflcctionate man j 
generous to a fault; constitutionally lax in his principles, and notor¬ 
iously thoughtless of moral obligations where women were concerned. 
Such were the facts we knew; such was the character of the m a n . 
Surely, the plain inference that follows needs no pointing out ? 

Read by the new li^t which had now broken upon me, even Mrs. 
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Catherick's letter, in despite of herself, rendered its mite of assistance 
towards strengthening the conclusion at which I had arrived. She 
had described Mrs. Fairlie (in writing to me) as “ plain-looking,” and 
as having ” entrapped the handsomest man in England into marrying 
her.” Both assertions were gratuitously made, and both were false. 
Jealous dislike (which, in such a woman as Mrs. Catherick, would 
express itself in petty malice rather than not express itself at all) 
appeared to me to be the only assignable cause for the peculiar insolence 
of her reference to Mrs. Fairlie, under circumstances which did not 
necessitate any reference at all. 

The mention here of Mrs. Fairlie’s name naturally suggests one other 
question. Did she ever suspect whose child the little girl brought to 
her at Limmeridgc might be ? 

Marian’s testimony was positive on this point. Mrs. Fairlie’s letter 
to her husband, which had been read to me in former days—the letter 
describing Anne’s resemblance to Laura, and acknowledging her 
alTcciionatc interest in the little stranger—had been written, beyond 
all question, in perfect innocence of heart. It even seemed doubtful, 
on consideration, whether Mr. Philip Fairlie himself had been nearer 
ilian his wife to any suspicion of the truth. The disgracefully deceit¬ 
ful circumstances under which Mrs. Catherick had married, the pur¬ 
pose ol concealment which the marriage was intended to answer, might 
well keep her silent for caution's sake, perhaps for her own pride’s s^c 
also—even assuming that she had the means, in his absence, of com¬ 
municating with tile father of her unborn cliild. 

As this surmise floated through my mind, there rose on my memory 
die remembrance of the Scripture denunciation which we have all 
thought of, in our time, with wonder and with awe: “ The sins of 
die fadicrs shall be visited on the children.” But for the fatal re¬ 
semblance bet^veen the two daughters of one father, the conspiracy of 
which Anne had been the innocent instrument and Laura the innocent 
victim, could never have been planned. With what unerring and 
terrible directness the long chain of circumstances led down from the 
thoughdess wrong committed by the father to the hcardcss injury 
inflicted on the child ! 

These thoughts came to me, and others with them, which drew my 
mind away to the litde Cumberland churchyard where Anne Catheri^ 
now lay buried, i thought of the bygone days when I had met her by 
Mrs. Fairlie’s grave, and met her for the last time. 1 thought of her 
poor helpless hands beadng on the tombstone, and her weary, yearning 
words, murmured to die dead remains of her protectress and her friend: 
“ Oh, ii' I could die, and be hidden and at rest with you ! ” Litde 
more than a year had passed since she breathed that wish; and how 
inscrutably, how awfully, it bad been f ulfill ed i The words she had 
spoken to Laura by die shores of the lake, the very words had now 
come true. “ Oh, if 1 could only be buried with your mother 1 If 1 
could only wake at her side when the angel’s trumpet sounds, and the 
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graves give up their dead at the resurrection ! " Through what mortal 
crime and horror, through what darkest windings of the way down to 
Death, the lost creature had wandered in God’s leading to the last home 
that, living, she never hoped to reach ! In that sacred rest, I leave her 
—in that ^ead companionship, let her remain undisturbed. 

So the ghostly figure which has haunted these pages as it haunted 
my life, goes down into the impenetrable gloom. Like a Shadow she 
first came to me, in the loneliness of the night. Like a Shadow she 
passes away in the loneliness of the dead. 


XIV 

Four months elapsed. April came—the month of spring ; the month 
of change. 

The course of Time had flowed through the interval since the winter, 
peacefully and happily in our new home. I had turned my long 
leisure to good account; I had largely increased my sources of employ¬ 
ment ; and had placed our means of subsistence on surer grounds. 
Freed from the suspense and the anxiety which had tried her so sorely 
and hung over her so long, Marian’s spirits rallied ; and her natural 
energy of character began to assert itsetf again, with something, if not 
all, of the freedom and the vigour of former times. 

More pliable under change than her sister, Laura showed more 
p lainl y the progress made by the healing influences of her new life. 
The worn and wasted look which bad prematurely aged her face, was 
fast leaving it; and the expression which had been the first of its 
charms in past days, was the first of its beauties that now returned. 
My closest observation of her detected but one serious result of the 
conspiracy which had once threatened her reason and her life. Her 
memory of events, from the period of her leaving Blackwater Park to 
the period of our meeting in the burial-ground of Limmeridge Church, 
was lost beyond all hope of recovery. At the slightest reference to the 
time she changed, and trembled still; her words became confused ; 
her memory wandered and lost itself as helplessly as ever. Here, and 
here only, the traces of the past lay deep—too deep to be effaced. 

In all else she was now so far on the way to recovery, that, on her 
best and brightest days, she sometimes looked and spoke like the 
Laura of old times. The happy change wrought its natural result in 
us both. From their long slumber, on her side and on min e, those 
imperishable memories of our past life in Cumberland now awoke, 
which were one and all alike, the memories of our love. 

Gradually and insensibly, our daily relations towards each other 
became constrained. The fond words which 1 had spoken to her so 
naturally, in the days of her sorrow and her suffering, faltered strangely 
on my lips. In the Ame when my dread of losing her was most present 
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to my mind, I had always kissed her when she left me at night and 
when she met me in the morning. The kiss seemed now to have 
dropped between us—to be lost out of our lives. Our hands began to 
tremble again when they met. We hardly ever looked long at one 
another out of Marian’s presence. The talk often Bagged between us 
when we were alone. When I touched her by accident, I felt my heart 
beating fast, as it used to beat at Limmeridge House—I saw the lovely 
answeting Bush again in her cheeks, as if we were back among the 
Cumberland Hills, in our past characters of master and pupil once 
more. She had long intervals of silence and thoughtfulness ; and 
denied she had been Blinking, when Marian asked her the question. I 
surprised myself, one day, neglecting my work, to dream over the little 
water-colour portrait of her which I had taken in the summer-house 
where wc first met—just as I used to neglect Mr. Fairlie’s drawings, to 
dream over the same likeness, when it was newly finished in the bygone 
time. Changed as all the circumstances now were, our position to¬ 
wards each other in the golden days of our first companionship, seemed 
to be revived with the revival of our love. It was as if Time had 
drifted us back on the wreck of our early hopes, to the old familiar 
shore ! 

To any other woman, I could have spoken the decisive words which 
I still hesitated to speak to her. The utter helplessness of her position; 
her friendless dependence on all the forbearing gentleness that I could 
show her ; my fear of touching too soon some secret sensitiveness in 
her, which my instinct, as a man, might not have been fine enough to 
discover—these considetations, and others like them, kept me self- 
distrustfully silent. And yet, 1 knew that the lustraint on botli sides 
must be ended; that the relations in which we stood towards one 
anothet must be altered, in some settled manner, for the future ; and 
that it tested UTth me, in the first instance, to recognise the necessity 
for a change. 

The more I thought of our position, the harder the attempt to alter 
it appeared, while the domestic conditions on which we three had been 
living together since tiie \vinter, remained undisturbed. I cannot 
account mr the capricious state of mind in which this feeling originated 
—but the idea nevertheless possessed me, that some previous change 
of place and circumstances, some sudden break in the quiet monotony 
of oUr lives, so managed as to vary the home aspect under which we 
bad been accustomed to see eatA other, might prepare the way for me 
to speak, and might make it easier and less embarrassing for Laura 
and Marim to hear. 

Widi this purpose in view, I said, one toOtning, that I thought we 
had all earned a little hoUcky and a change of sc^e. After some 
consideration, it Was decided that we should go for a fbrcoight to the 
seaside. 

On the next day, We left Fulham fbt a 'quiet town on the south coast. 
At that tally season of the year, we \vere the only visitort in die place. 
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The cliffs, the beach, and the walks inland, were all in a solitary con¬ 
dition which was roost w-elcorae to us. The air was mild ; the prospects 
over hill and wood and down were beautifully varied by the shifting 
April light and shade ; and the restless sea leapt under our windows, 
as if it felt, like the land, the glow and freshness of spring. 

1 owed it to Marian to consult her before I spoke to Laura, and to 
be guided afterwards by her advice. 

On the third day from our arrival, I found a fit opportunity of 
speaking to her alone. The moment we looked at one another, her 
quick instinct detected the thought in my mind betore I could give it 
expression. With her ctistomary energy and directness, she spoke at 
once, and spoke first. 

“ You are thinking of that subject which was mentioned benveen 
us on the evening of your return from Hampshire,” she said. “ I 
have been expecting you to allude to it, for some time past. There 
must be a change in our little household, Walter; we cannot go on 
much longer as we are now. I see it as plainly as you do—as plainly 
as Laura sees it, though she says nothing. How strangely the old 
times in Cumberland seem to have come back ! You and I are to¬ 
gether again and the one subject of interest between us is Laura once 
more. I could almost fancy that this room is the summer-house at 
Limmeridge, and that those waves beyond us are beating on our sea¬ 
shore.” 

‘‘ 1 was guided by your advice in those past days,” I said; “ and now, 
Marian, with reliance tenfold greater, I will be guided by it again. 

She answered by pressing my hand. I saw that she was deeply 
touched by my reference to the past. We sat together near the wmdow; 
and, while I spoke and she listened, we looked at the glory of the sun¬ 
light shining on the majesty of the sea. 

“ Whatever comes of this confidence between us,” I said, whether 
it ends happily or sorrowfully for me, I-aura’s interests will still be the 
interests of my life. When we leave this place, on whatever terms we 
leave it, my determination to wrest from Count Fosco the confession 
which I failed to obtain from his accomplice, goes back with me to 
London, as certainly as I go back myself. Neither you nor I can tell 
how that man may turn on me, if I bring him to bay ; we only know 
by his own words and actions, that he is capable of striking at me, 
through Laura, without a moment’s hesitation, or a moment’s remorse. 
In our present position, I have no claim on her, which society sanctions, 
which the law allows, to strengthen me in resisting /urn, and in protect¬ 
ing fur. This places me at a serious disadv^tage. If I am to fight our 
cause with the Count, strong in the consciousness of Laura’s safety, I 
must fight it for my Wife. Do you agree to that, Marian, so far ? 

“ To every word of it,” she answered. 

“ I will not plead out of my own heart,” I went on; 1 wiU not 

appeal to the love which has survived all changes and all shocks-—I will 
rest my only vindication of myself for t h i nkin g of her and speaking or 
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her as my wife, on what I have just said. If the chance of forcing a 
confession from the Count is, as I believe it to be, the last chance left 
of publicly establishing the fact of Laura’s existence, the least selfish 
reason that I can advance for our marriage is recognised by us both. 
But I may be wrong in my conviction ; other means of achieving our 
purpose may be in our power, wliich arc less uncertain and less 
dangerous. I have searched anxiously, in my own mind, for those 
means—and I have not found them. Have you ? ” 

“ No. I have thought about it too, and thought in vain.” 

“ In all likelihood,” I continued, “ the same questions have occurred 
to you, in considering this difficult subject, which have occurred to 
me. Ought wc to return with her to Limmcridge, now that she is 
like herself again, and trust to the recognition of her by the people of 
the village, or by the children at the school ? Ought we to appeal to 
the practical test of her handwriting ? Suppose we did so. Suppose 
the recognition of her obtained, and the identity of the handwriting 
established. Would success in both those cases do more than supply 
an excellent foundation for a trial in a court of law ? Would the 
recognition and the handwriting prove her identity to Air. Fairlie and 
take her back to Limmcridge House, against the evidence of her aunt, 
against the evidence of the medical certificate, against the fact of the 
funeral and the fact of the inscription on the tomb ? No ! We could 
only hope to succeed in throwing a serious doubt on the assertion of 
her death—a doubt which nothing short of a legal inquiry can settle. 

1 will assume that wc possess (what we have certainly not got) money 
enough to carry this inquiry on through all its stages. I will assume 
that Mr. Fairlie's prejudices might be reasoned away; that the false 
testimony of the Count and his wife, and all the rest of the false testi¬ 
mony, might be confuted ; that the recognition could not possibly be 
ascribed to a mistake beuvecn Laura and Anne Catherick, or the hand- 
WTiting be declared by our enemies to be a clever fraud—all these are 
assumptions which, more or less, set plain probabilities at defiance, 
but let them pass—and let us ask ourselves what would be the first 
consequence of the first questions put to Laura herself on the subject 
of the conspiracy. We know only too well what the consequence 
would be—for wc know’ that she has never recovered her memory of 
what happened to her in London. Examine her privately, or examine 
her publicly, she is utterly incapable of assisting the assertion of her own 
case. If you don’t see this, Marian, as plainly as 1 see it, we will go 
to Limmeridgc and try the experiment, to-morrow.” 

“ I do sec it, Walter. Even if wc had the means of paying all the 
law expenses, even if we succeeded in the end, the delays would be 
unendurable; the perpetual suspense, after what we have suffered 
already, would be heart-breaking. You are right about the hope¬ 
lessness of going to Limmcridge. I wish I could feel sure that you are 
right also in determining to try that last chance with the Count, h 
it a chance at aU ? ” 
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“ Beyond a doubt, Yes. It is the chance of recovering the lost date 
of Laura’s journey to London. Without returning to tlie reasons I 
gave you some time since, I am still as firmly persuaded as ever, that 
there is a discrepancy between the date of that journey and the date on 
the certificate of death. There lies the weak point of tlic whole con¬ 
spiracy—it crumbles to pieces if we attack in that way ; and the 
means of attacking it are in possession of the Count. If I succeed in 
wresting them from him, the object of your life and mine is fulfilled. 
If I fail, the wrong that Laura has sutTcred, will, in this world, never 

be redressed.” 

“ Do you fear failure, yourself, Walter ? ” . 

“ I dare not anticipate success ; and, for that very reason, Marian, 
I speak openly and plainly, as I have spoken now. In ray heart and 
my conscience, I can say it—Laura’s hopes for the future are at their 
lowest ebb I know that her fortune is gone ; I know mat the last 
chance of restoring her to her place in the world Ues at the mercy of her 
worst enemy, of a man who is now absolutely unassaUable, and who may 
remain unassailable to the end. With every worldly advantage gone 
from her; with all prospect of recovering her rank and stauon more 
than doubtful; with no clearer future before her tlian the future 
which her husband can provide—the poor drawing-master may harm¬ 
lessly open his heart at last. In the days of her prosperity, Marian, 1 
was only the teacher who piided her hand—I ask for it, m her adversity, 

as the hand of my wife ! ” 

Marian’s eyes met mine affectionately—I could say no more. My 
heart was full, my lips were trembling. In spite of niysclf, I was m 
danger of appealing to her pity. I got up to leave the room, hhe 
rose at the s£ne moment, laid her hand gently on my shoulder, and 


“Walter ! ” she said, ‘'-I once parted you both, for your good and 
for hers. Wait here, my brother '.—wait, my dearest, best friend, tiU 

Laura comes, and tells you what I have done now 1 

For the first time since the farewell morning at Limmeridgc, she 
touched my forehead with her lips. A tear dropped on my face as 
she kissed me. She turned quickly, pointed to the chair from which 


I had risen, and left the room. _ 

I sat down alone at the window, to wait tlirough the crisis of my life. 
My mind, in that breathless interval, felt like a total blank. I \yas 
conscious of nothing but a painful intensity of ^1 famdiar petcepuons. 
The sun grew blinding bright; the white sea birds chasmg 
far beyond me, seemed to be flitting before my face, the 
murmur of the waves on the beach was like thunder m my ^s. 

The door opened i and Laura came m alone. So she ^^d entered 
the breakfast-room at Limmeridge House, on the morning 
parted. Slowly and falteringly, in sorrow and m 
once approached me. Now, she came with the haste of 
her feet, with the light of happiness radiant m her face. Ut tneir 
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own accord, ihosc dear arms clasped themselves round me of their own 
accord, the sweet lips came to meet mine. My darling ! ” she 
whispered, “ we may owm wc love each other, now ? ” Her head 
nestled with a tender conteniedness on my bosom. “ Oh,” she said, 
innocently, “ I am so happy at last! ” 

'I'en days later, we were happier still. We were married. 


XV 

The course of this narrative, steadily flowing on, bears me away 
from the morning-time of our married life, and carries me forward 
to the end. 

In a fortmght more we three were back in London ; and the shadow 
was stealing over us of the struggle to come. 

Marian and I w’ere careful to keep Laura in ignorance of the cause 
that had hurried us back—die necessity of making sure of the Count. 
It was now the beginning of May, and his term of occupadon at the 
house in Forest-Road expired in June. If he renewed it (and I had 
reasons, shorUy to be mentioned, for anticipating that he would), I 
might be certain of his not escaping me. But, if by any chance he 
disappointed my expectadons, and left the country—then, I had no 
dme to lose in arming myself to meet him as I best might. 

Ill the first fulness of my new happiness, there had been moments 
when my rcsoludon faltered—moments, when I was tempted to be 
safely content, now that the dearest aspiradon of my life was ful¬ 
filled in the possession of Laura’s love. For die first dme, I thought 
faint-heartedly of the greatness of the risk; of the adverse chances 
arrayed against me ; of the fair promise of our new lives, and of the 
jicril in w-hich I might place the happiness which we had so hardly 
earned. Yes ! let me own it honesdy. For a brief time, I wandered, 
in the sweet guiding of love, far from the purpose to whidi I had been 
true, under sterner discipline and in darker days. Innocendy, Laura 
had tempted me aside from the hard padi—innocendy, she was destined 
to lead me back again. 

At times, dreams of the terrible past still disconnectedly recalled 
to her, in the mystery of sleep, the events of which her waking memory 
had lost all trace. One night (barely two weeks after our marriage), 
when I was watdung her at rest, I saw the tears come slowly through 
her closed cyelids> I heard the faiot murmuring words escape her 
which told me that her spirit was back again on the fatal journey 
fr(^ Blackwatcr Park. That unconscious appeal, so touching an d so 
awful in the sacredness of her sleep, ran through me like fire. The 
next day was the day we came back to London—the day when my 
resolution returned to me with tenfold strength. 
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The first necessity was to know something of the man. Thus far, 
the true story of his life was an impenetrable mystery to me. 

I began with such scanty sources of information as were at my own 
disposal. The important narrative written by Mr. I-redcrick Fairlie 
(which Marian had obtained by following tlic directions I had given 
to her in the winter) proved to be of no service to the special object 
with which I now looked at it. While reading it, I reconsidered the 
disclosure revealed to me by Mrs. Clements, of the series of deceptions 
which had brought Ann e Catherick to London, and which had there 
devoted her to the interests of tlie conspiracy. Here, again, the Count 
had not openly committed himself; here, again, he was, to all practical 
purpose, out of my reach. 

I next returned to Alarian’s journal at Blackwater Park. At my 
request she read to me again a passage which referred to her past 
curiosity about the Count, and to the few particulars which she had 
discovered relating to him. 

The passage to which I allude occurs in that part of her journal 
which delineates his character and his personal appearance. She 
describes him as “ not having crossed the frontiers of his native country 
for years past ”—as “ anxious to know if any Italian gentlemen were 
settled in the nearest town to Blackwater Park"—as "receiving 
letters with all sorts of odd stamps on them, and one with a large, 
official-looking seal on it.” She is inclined to consider that his long 
absence from his native country may be accounted for by assuming 
that he is a political exile. But she is, on the other hand, unable to 
reconcile this idea with the reception of the letter from abroad, bearing 
“ the large official-looking seal ”—letters from the Continent addressed 
to political exiles being usually the last to court attention from foreign 
post-offices in that way. 

The considerations thus presented to me in the diary, joined to 
cer tain surmises of my own that grew out of them, suggested a con¬ 
clusion which I wondered I had not arrived at before. I now said to 
myself—what Laura had once said to Marian at Blackwater Park; 
what Madame Fosco had overheard by listening at the door—the 
Count is a Spy ! 

Laura had applied the word to him at hazard, in natural anger at 
his proceedings towards herself. / applied it to him, witli the deliber¬ 
ate conviction that his vocation in life was the vocation of a Spy. On 
this assumption, the reason for his extraordinary stay in England, so 
long after the objects of the conspiracy had been gained, became, to 
my mind, quite intelligible. 

The year of which I am now writing, was the year of the famous 
Crystal Palace Exhibition in Hyde Park. Foreigners, in unusually 
large numbers, had arrived already, and were still arriving in England. 
Men were among us, by hundreds, whom the ceaseless distrustfulness 
of their governments had followed privately, by means of appointed 
agents, to our shores. My surmises did not for a moment class a man 
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of the Count’s abilities and social position with the ordinary rank and 
file of foreign spies. I suspected him of holding a position of authority, 
of being entrusted by the government which he secretly served, wi^ 
the organisation and management of agents specially employed in this 
country, both men and women ; and I believe Mrs. Rubellc, who had 
had been so opportunely found to act as nurse at Blackw’ater Park, to 
be, in all probability, one of the number. 

Assuming that this idea of mine had a foundation in truth, the 
position of the Count might prove to be more assailable than I had 
hitherto ventured to hope. To whom could I apply to know something 
more of the man’s history, and of the man himself, than 1 knew now ? 

In this emergency, it naturally occurred to my mind that a country¬ 
man of his own, on whom, I could rely, might be the fittest person to 
help me. The first man whom I thought of, under these circumstances, 
was also the only Italian with whom I w'as intimately acquainted— 
my quaint little friend. Professor Pesca. 

The Professor has been so long absent from these pages, that he has 
run some risk of being forgotten altogether. 

It is the necessary law of such a story as mine, that the persons 
concerned in it only appear when the course of events takes them up 
—they come and go, not by favour of my personal partiality, but by 
right of their direct connection with the circumstances to be detailed. 
For this reason, not Pesca alone, but my mother and sister as well, 
have been left far in the back-ground of the narrative. My visits to 
tlic Hampstead cottage ; my mother’s belief in the denial of Laura’s 
identity which the conspiracy had accomplished; my vain efforts to 
overcome tlic prejudice, on her part and on my sister’s, to which, in 
their jealous affection for me, they both continued to adhere ; the 
painful necessity which that prejudice imposed on me of concealing my 
marriage from them till they had learnt to do justice to my wife—all 
tlicsc little domestic occurrences have been left unrecorded, because 
they were not essential to the main interest of the sto^. It is nothing 
that they added to my anxieties and embittered my disappointments— 
the steady march of events has inexorably passed ffiem by. 

For the same reason, I have said nothing, here, of the consolation 
that I found in Pcsca’s brotherly affection for me, when I saw him 
again after the sudden cessation of my residence at Limmeridgc House. 
I have not recorded the fidelity with which my warm-hearted little 
friend followed me to the place of embarkation, when I sailed for 
Central America, or the noisy transport of joy with which he received 
me when we next met in London. If I had felt justified in accepting 
the offers of service which he made me, on my return, he would have 
appeared again, long ere this. But, though I knew that his honour 
and his courage were to be implicitly relied on, I was not so sure that 
his discretion was to be trusted ; and, for that reason only, I followed 
the course of all my inquiries alone. It will now be sufficiently 
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understood that Pesca was not separated from all connexion with me 
and my interests, although he has hitherto been separated from all 
connexion with the progress of this narrative. He was as true and 
as ready a friend of mine still, as ever he had been in his lile. 

Before I summoned Pesca to my assistance, it was necessary' to see 
for myself what sort of man I had to deal with. Up to tliis time, I had 
never once set eyes on Count Fosco. 

Three days after my return with Laura and Marian to London, I 
set forth alone for Forest-Road, St. John’s Wood, between ten and 
eleven o’clock in the mor nin g. It was a fine day—I had some hours 
to spare—and I thought it likely, if I waited a Uttle for him, that the 
Count might be tempted out. I had no great reason to fear the chance 
of his recognising me in the day-time, for the only occasion when I 
had been seen by him was the occasion on which he had followed me 
home at night. 

No one appeared at the windows in the front of the house. I 
walked down a turning which ran past the side of it, and looked over 
the low garden wall. One of the back windows on the lower floor was 
thrown up, and a net was stretched across the op>cning. I saw no¬ 
body ; but I heard, in the room, first a shrill whistling and singing of 
birds—then, the deep ringing voice which Marian’s description had 
made familiar to me. “ (^me out on my little finger, my pret-pret- 
pretties ! ” cried the voice. “ Come out, and hop upstairs ! One, 
two, three—and up! Three, two, one—and down ! One, two, 
three—twit-twit-twit-tweet! ” The Count was exercising his canaries, 
as he used to exercise them in Marian’s time, at Blackwater Park. 

I waited a httle while, and the singing and the whistling ceased. 
“ Come, kiss me, my pretties ! ” said the deep voice. There was a 
responsive twittering and chirping—a low, oily laugh—a silence of a 
minute or so—and then I heard the opening of the house door. I 
turned and retraced my steps. The magiuficent melody of the Prayer 
in Rossini’s “ Moses,” sung in a sonorous bass voice, rose grandly 
through the suburban silence of the place. The front garden gate 
opened and closed. The Count had come out. 

He crossed the road, and walked towards the western boundary of 
the Regent’s Park. I kept on my own side of the way, a little behind 
him , and walked in that direction also. • 

Marian had prepared me for his high stature, his monstrous cor¬ 
pulence, and his ostentatious mourning garments—but not for the 
horrible freshness and cheerfulness and vitality of the man. He 
carried his sixty years as if they had been fewer than for^- 
sauntered along, wearing his hat a little on Qne side, with a light jaunty 
step; swinging his big stick; humming to himself looking up, 
from timn to time, at the houses and gardens on either side of him, with 
superb, s miling patronage. If a stranger had been told that the whole 
neighbourhood belonged to him, that stranger would not have been 
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surprised to hear it. He never looked back : he paid no apparent 
attention to me, no apparent attention to anyone who passed him on his 
own side of the road—except, now and then, when he smiled and 
smirked, with an easy, paternal good humour, at the nursery-maids 
and the children whom he met. In this way, he led me on, till we 
reached a colony of shops outside the western terraces of the Park. 

Here, he stopped at a pastrycook’s, w'ent in (probably to give an 
order), and came out again immediately with a tart in his hand. An 
Italian was grinding an organ before the shop, and a miserable little 
shrivelled monkey was sitting on the instrument. The Count stopped ; 
bit a piece for himself out of the tart; and gravely handed the rest to 
the monkey. “ My poor little man 1 ” he said, with grotesque tender¬ 
ness ; “ you look hungry. In the sacred name of humanity, I offer 
you some lunch ! ” The organ-grinder piteously put in his claim to 
a penny from the benevolent stranger. The Count shrugged his 
shoulders contemptuously—and passed on. 

We reached the streets and the better class of shops, between the 
New-Road and Oxford-Street. The Count stopped again, and entered 
a small optician’s shop, with an inscription in the window, announcing 
that repairs were neatly executed inside. He came out again, with an 
opera-glass in his hand ; walked a few paces on ; and stopped to look 
at a bill of the Opera placed outside a music-seller’s shop. He read 
the bill attentively, considered a moment, and then hail^ an empty 
cab as it passed him. “ Opera Box-officc,” he said to the man—and 
was driven away. 

I crossed the road, and looked at the bill in my turn. The per¬ 
formance announced was “ Lucrezia Borgia,” and it was to take place 
that evening. The opera-glass in the Count’s hand, his careful reading 
of the bill, and his direction to the cabman, all suggested that he 
proposed making one of the audience. I had the means of getting an 
admission for myself and a friend, to the pit, by applying to one of the 
scene-painters attached to the tlieatrc, with whom I had been well 
acquainted in past times. There was a chance, at least, that the Count 
might be easily visible among the audience, to me, and to any one with 
me ; and, in this case, I had the means of ascertaining whether Pcsca 
knew his countryman, or not, that very night. 

This consideration at once decided the disposal of my evening. I 
procured the tickets, leaving a note at the Professor’s lodgings on the 
way. At a quarter to eight, I called to take him with me to the theatre. 
My little friend was in a state of the highest excitement, with a festive 
flower in his button-hole, and the largest opera-glass I ever saw hugged 
up under his arm. 

“ Arc you ready ? ” I asked. 

" Right-all-right,” said Pesca. 

Wc started for the theatre. 
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XVI 

The last notes of the introduction to the opera were being played, and 
the seats in the pit were all filled, when Pcsca and I reached the 
theatre. 

There was plentv' of room, however, in the passage that ran round 
the pit—precisely the position best calculated to answer lire purpose 
for which I was attending the performance. I went first to the barrier 
separating us from the stalls ; and looked for the Count in that part 
of the theatre. He was not there. Returning along the passage, on 
the left-hand side from the stage, and looking about me attentively, 
I discovered him in the pit. He occupied an excellent place, some 
twelve or fourteen seats from the end of a bench, within three rows of 
the stalls. I placed mj'self exactly on a line with him ; Pesca standing 
by my side. The professor was not yet aware of the purpose for which 
I had brought him to the theatre, and he was rather surprised that we 
did not move nearer to the stage. 

The curtain rose, and the opera began. 

Throughout the whole of the first act, we remained in our position ; 
the Count, absorbed by the orchestra and the stage, never casting so 
much as a chance glance at us. Not a note of Donizetti s delicious 
music was lost on him. There he sat, hi^ above his neighbours, 
smiling, and nodding his great head enjoyingly, from time to time. 
When the people near him applauded the close of an air (as an Hnghsb 
audience in such circumstances always zotll applaud), w'ithout the least 
consideration for the orchestral movement which immediately 
followed it, he looked round at tliera with an expression of compassion¬ 
ate remonstrance, and held up one hand with a gesture of polite 
entreaty. At the more refined passages of the singing, at the more 
delicate phrases of the music, which passed unapplauded by others, 
his fat hands adorned with perfectly-fitting black kid gloves, softly 
patted other, in token of the cultivated appreciation of a musical 
man . At sucb timcs, his oily murmur of approval. Bravo. 
Bra-a-a-a! ” hummed through the silence, like the purring of a 
cat. His immediate nei gh bours on eitlier side—hearty, ruddy-faccd 
people from the country, basking amazedly in the sunshine of fashion¬ 
able London—seeing and hearing liim, beg^ to follow his lead. Ma^ 
a burst of applause from the pit, that night, started from the wft, 
comfortable patting of the black-gloved hands. The man’s voracious 
vanity devoured this implied tribute to his local and critical supremacy 
with an appearance of the highest r elish . Smiles rippled continuously 
over his fat face. He looked about him, at the pauses in the music, 
serenely satisfied with him.self and his fellow-creatures. ‘‘ Yes ! yes ! 
these barbarous Fnglish people are l earning something from MB. 
Here, there, and everywhere, I—Fosco—am an Influence that is fell, 
a Man who sits supreme I ” If ever fecc spoke, his face spoke then 
and that was its language. 
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The curtain fell on the first act; and the audience rose to look about 
them. This was the time I had waited for—the time to try if Pesca 
knew him. 

He rose witli the rest, and surveyed the occupants of the boxes 
grandly with his opera-glass. At first, his back was towards us ; 
but he turned round in time, to our side of the theatre, and looked 
at the boxes above us ; using his glass for a few minutes—then 
removing it, but still continuing to look up. This was the moment 
I chose, when his full face was in view, for directing Pesca’s attention 
to him. 

“ Do you know that man ? ” I asked. 

“ Which man, my friend ? ” 

“ The tall, fat man, standing there, with his face towards us.*’ 

Pesca raised himself on tiptoe, and looked at the Count. 

“ No,” said the Professor. “ The big fat man is a stranger to me. 
Is he famous ? Why do you point him out ? ” 

“ Because I have particular reasons for wishing to know something 
of him. He is a countryman of yours ; his name is Count Fosco. Do 
you know that name ? ” 

” Not I, Walter. Neither the name nor the man is known to me.” 

“ Are you quite sure you don’t recognise him ? Look again ; look 
carefully. I will tell you why I am so anxious about it, when we leave 
the theatre. Stop ! let me help you up here, where you can see him 
better.” 

I helped the little man to perch himself on the edge of the raised 
dais upon which the pit-seats were all placed. Here, his small stature 
was no hindrance to him ; here, he could see over the heads of the 
ladies who were seated near the outermost part of the bench. 

A slim, light-haired man, standing by us, whom 1 had not noticed 
before—a man with a scar on his left cheek—looked attentively at 
Pesca as I helped him up, and then looked still more attentively, 
following the direction of Pesca’s eyes, at the Count. Our conversa¬ 
tion might have reached his cars, and might, as it struck me, have 
roused his curiosity. 

Meanwhile, Pesca fixed his eyes earnestly on the broad, ftiU, smiling 
face, turned a little upward, exactly opposite to him. 

” No,” he said ; ” 1 have never set my two eyes on that big fat man 
before, in all my life.” 

As he spoke, the Count looked downwards towards the boxes be¬ 
hind us on tlic pic tier. 

The eyes of the two Italians met. 

The instant before, I had been perfectly satisfied, from his own 
reiterated assertion, that Pesca did not know the Count. The instant 
afterwards, I was equally certain that the Count knew l^esca ! 

Knew him j and—more surprising stiU— -feared him as well! There 
was no misca^g the change that passed over the villain’s face. The 
leaden hue diet altered liis yellow complexion in a moment, the sudden 
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rigidity of all his features, the furtive scrutiny of his cold grey eyes, 
the motionless stillness of him from head to foot, told tlieir own tale. 
A mortal dread had mastered him, body and soul—and his own 
recognition of Pesca was the cause of it! 

The slim man, with the scar on his cheek, was still close by us. He 
had apparently drawn his inference from the effect produced on the 
Count by the sight of Pesca, as I had drawn mine. He was a mild, 
gentlemanlike man, looking like a foreigner ; and his interest in our 
proceedings was not expressed in anything approaching to an offensive 

manner. , 

For my own part, I was so startled by the change in the Count s 
face, so astounded at the entirely unexpected turn which events had 
taken, that I knew neither what to say or do next. Pesca roused me 
by stepping back to his former place at my side, and speaking first. 

“ How the fat man stares ! ” he exclaimed. “ Is it at me ? Am / 
famous ? How can he know me, when I don’t know liim ? ” 

I kept my eye still on the Count. I saw him move for the first time 
when Pesca moved, so as not to lose sight of the little man, in the lower 
position in which he now stood. I was emrious to see what would 
happen, if Pesca’s attention, under these circumstances, was with¬ 
drawn from him; and I accordingly asked the Professor if he recognised 
any of his pupils that evening, among the ladies in the boxes. Posca 
immediately raised the large opera-glass to his eyes, and rnoved it 
slowly all round the upper part of the theatre, searching for his pupils 

with the most conscientious scrutiny. 

The moment he showed himself to be thus engaged, the Count 
turned round; slipped past the persons who occupied seats on the 
farther side of him from where we stood ^ and disappeared in the 
middle passage down the centre of the pit. I caught Pesca by the 
arm j and, to his inexpressible astonishment, hurried him round with 
me to the back of the pit, to intercept the Count before he could get 
to the door. Somewhat to my surprise, the slim man hastened out 
before us, avoiding a stoppage caused by some people on our side of 
the pit leaving their places, by which Pesca and myself were delayed. 
When we reached the lobby the Count had disappeared and the 

foreigner with the scar was gone too. . 

“ Come home,” I said ; “ come home, Pesca, to your lodgings, l 
must speak to you in private—I must speak directly.” 

" My-soul-bless-my-soul! ” cried the Prcjfcssor, in a sate of the 
extremes! bewilderment. “ What on earth is the matter ? 

I walked on rapidly, without answering. The circumstances under 
which the Count had left the theatre suggested to me that his extra¬ 
ordinary anxiety to escape Pesca might carry him to further exucmitics 
still. He might escape me, too, by leaving London. I doubted tne 
future, if I allowed him so much as a day’s freedom to act as he pleascch 
And I doubted that foreign stranger who had got the start 01 us, ana 
whom I suspected of intentionally following him out. 
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With this double distrust in my mind, I was not long in making 
Pesca understand what I wanted. As soon as we nvo were alone in 
his room, I increased his confusion and amazement a hundredfold by 
telling him what my purpose was, as plainly and unreservedly as I 
have acknowledged it here. 

“ My friend, what can I do ? ” cried the Professor, piteously appeal¬ 
ing to me with both hands. “ Deuce-what-the-deuce ! how can I 
help you, Walter, when I don’t know the man ? ” 

“ He knows you —he is afraid of you—he has left the theatre to 
escape you. Pesca ! there must be a reason for this. Look back into 
your own life, before you came to England. You left Italy, as you 
have told me yourself, for political reasons. You have never mentioned 
those reasons to me; and I don’t inquire into them, now, I only ask 
you to consult your own recollections, and to say if they suggest no 
past cause for the terror wliich the first sight of you produced in that 
man.” 

To my unutterable surprise, these words, harmless as they appeared 
to mcy produced the same astounding effect on Pesca which the sight 
of Pesca had produced on the Count. The rosy face of my little 
friend whitened in an instant; and he drew back from me slowly, 
trembling from head to foot. 

” Walter ! ” he said. “ You don’t know what you ask.” 

He spoke in a whisper—he looked at me as if I had suddenly re¬ 
vealed to him some hidden danger to boilt of us. In less than one 
minute of time, he was so altered from die easy, lively, quaint little 
man of all my past experience, that if I had met him in the street, 
changed as I saw him now, I should most certainly not have known 
him again. 

" Forgive me, if I have unintentionally pained and shocked you,” I 
replied. “ Remember the cruel wrong my wife has suffered at Coimt 
Fosco’s hands. Remember that the wrong can never be redressed, 
unless the means are in my power of forcing him to do her justice. I 
spoke in }icr interests, Pesca—I ask you again to forgive me—I can 
say no more.” 

1 rose to go. He stopped me before 1 reached the door. 

“ Wait,” he said. “ You have shaken me from head to fool. You 
don’t know how I left my country, and why I left my country. Let 
me compose myself, let me think, if I can.” 

I returned to my chair. He walked up and down the room, talking 
to himself incoherently in his own language. After several turns 
backwards and forwards, he suddenly came up to me, and laid his 
little bands with a strange tenderness and solemhity on my breast. 

‘‘ On your heart and soul, Walter,” he said, “ is there no other way 
to get to that man but the chance-way through me ? ” 

" There is no other way,” I answered. 

He left me again: opened the door of the room and looked out 
cautiously into the passage closed it once more ; and came back. 
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“ You won your right over me, Walter,” he said, “ on the day when 
you saved my life. It was yours from that moment, when you pleased 
to take it. Take it now. Yes ! I mean what I say. My next words, 
as true as the good God is above us, will put ray life into your hands.” 

The trembling earnestness with which he uttered this extraordinary 
warning, carried with it to my mind the conviction that he spoke the 
truth. 

“ Mind this ! ” he went on, shaking liis hands at me in the vehe¬ 
mence of his agitation. “ I hold no thread, in my own mind, between 
that man Fosco, and the past time which I call back to me, for your 
sake. If you find the thread, keep it to yourself—tell me nothing— 
on my knees, I beg and pray, let me b c ignorant, let me be innocent, 
let me be blind to all the future, as I am now ! ” 

He said a few words more, hesitatingly and disconnectedly—then 
stopped again. 

I saw that the effort of expressing himself in English, on an occasion 
too serious to permit him the use of the quaint rums and phrases of 
his ordinary vocabulary, was painfully increasing the difficiUty he had 
felt from the first in speaking to me at all. Having learnt to read and 
understand his native language (though not to speak it), in the earlier 
days of our intimate companionship, I now suggested to him that he 
should expre.ss himself in Italian, while I used English in putting any 
questions which might be necessary to my enlightenment. He accepted 
the proposal. In his smooth-flowing language, spoken with a vehement 
agitation which betrayed itself in the perpetual working of his features, 
in the wildness and the suddenness of his foreign gesticulations, but never 
in the raising of his voice—I now heard the words which armed me to 
meet the last struggle that is left for this story to record.* 

“ You know nothing of my motive for leaving Italy,” he began, 
“ except that it was for politick reasons. If I had been driven to this 
country by the persecution of my government, I should not have kept 
those reasons a secret from you or from anyone. I have concealed 
them because no government authority has pronounced the sentence 
of my exile. You have heard, Walter, of the political Societies that 
are hidden in every great city on the continent of Europe ? To one 
of those Societies I belonged in Italy—and belong still, in England. 
When I came to this country, I came by the direction of my Chief. 
I was over-zealous, in my youi^er time—I ran the risk of compromising 
myself and others. For those reasons, I was ordered to emigrate to 
England and to wait. I emigrated—I have waited—1 wait, still. 
To-morrow, I may be called away; ten years hence, I may be called 
away. It is all one to' me—I am here, 1 support myself by teachi^, 
and 1 wait. I violate no oath (you shall hear why presently) in making 

* It is only right to mention here, that I repeat Pcsca’s statement to me, with the 
careful suppressions and alterations which the serious nature of the subject and my 
own sense of duty to my friend demand. My first and last concealments from the 
reader are those which caution renders absolutely necessary in this portion of the 
narrative. 

15 
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my confidence complete by telling you the name of the Society to 
which I belong. All I do is to put ray life in your hands. If what I 
say to you now is ever known by others to have passed my lips, as 
certainly as we two sit here, I am a dead man.” 

He whispered the next words in my ear. I keep the secret which he 
thus communicated. The Society to which he belonged, will be 
sufficiently individualised for the purpose of these pages, if I call it 
“ The Brotherhood,” on the few occasions when any reference to the 
subject will be needed in this place. 

“ The object of the Brotherhood,” Pesca went on, “ is, briefly, the 
object of other political societies of the same sort—the destruction of 
tyranny, and the assertion of the rights of the people. The principles 
of the Brotherhood are nvo. So long as a man’s life is useful, or even 
harmless only, he has the right to enjoy it. But, if his lifiS inflicts 
injury on the well-being of his fellow-men, from that moment he for¬ 
feits the right, and it is not only no crime, but a positive merit, to 
deprive him of it. It is not for me to say in what frightful circum¬ 
stances of oppression and suffering this Society took its rise. It is 
not for you to say—you Englishmen, who have conquered your freedom 
so long ago, that you have conveniently forgotten what blood you shed, 
and what extremities you proceeded to in the conquering—it is not 
for you to say how far the worst of all exasperations may, or may not, 
carry tlic maddened men of an enslaved nation. The iron that has 
entered into our souls has gone too deep iox you to find it. Leave the 
refugee alone ! Laugh at him, distrust him, open your eyes in wonder 
at that secret self which smoulders in him, sometimes under the every¬ 
day respectability and tranquillity of a man like me ; sometimes under 
the grinding poverty, the fierce squalor, of men less lucky, less pliable, 
less patient than I am—but judge us not! In the time of your first 
Charles you might have done us justice ; the long luxury of your own 
freedom has made you incapable of doing us justice now.” 

All the deepest feelings of his nature seemed to force themselves 
to the surface in those words ; all his heart was poured out to me, for 
the first time in our lives—but still, his voice never rose; stiB his 
dread of the terrible revelation he was making to me, never left him. 

" So far,” he resumed, “ you think the Society like other Societies. 
Its object (in your English opinion) is anarchy and revolution. It 
takes the life of a bad King or a bad Minister, as if the one and the other 
were dangerous wild beasts to be shot at the first opportunity. I 
grant you this. But the laws of the Brotherhood arc the laws of no 
other political society on the face of the earth. The members are not 
known to one another. There is a President in Italy; there arc 
Presidents abroad.^ Each of these has his secretary. The presidents 
and the secretaH^ know the members, but the nlSl^ers, among them¬ 
selves, are all strangers, until their chiefs see fit, in the political necessity 
of the Society, to make them known to each other. With such a safe¬ 
guard as this there is no oath amQtSg 'U^ 'on'~admittance. We are 
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identified with the Brotherhood by a secret mark, which we all bear, 
which lasts while our lives last. We are told to go about our ordinary 
business, and to report ourselves to the President, or the Secretary, 
four times a year, in the event of our services being required. We are 
warned, if we betray the Brotherhood, or if we injure it by serving other 
interests, that we die by the principles of the Brotherhood—die by the 
hand of a stranger who may be sent from the other end of the world to 
strike the blow—or by the hand of our own bosom-friend, who may 
have been a member unknown to us through all the years of our 
intimacy. Sometimes, the death is delayed ; sometimes, it follows 
close on the treachery'. It is our first business to know how to wait— 
our second business to know how to obey when the word is spoken. 
Some of us may wait our lives through, and may not be w'anted. Some 
of us may be called to the work, or to the preparation for the work, the 
very day of our admission. I myself—the little, easy, cheerful man 
you know, who, of his own accord, would hardly lift up his handkerchief 
to strike down the fly that buzzes about his face—I, in my younger 
time, under provocation so dreadful that I will not tell you of it, entered 
the Brotherhood by an impulse, as I might have killed myself by an 
impulse. I must remain in it, now—it has got me, whatever I may 
think of it in my better circumstances and my cooler manhood, to my 
dying day. While I was still in Italy, I was chosen Secretary ; and all 
the members of that time, who were brought face to face with my 
President, were brought face to face also with nie." 

I began to understand him; I saw the end towards which his 
extraordinary disclosure was now tending. He waited a moment, 
watching me earnestly—watching, till he had evidently guessed what 
was passing in my mind, before he resumed. 

“ You have drawn your own conclusion already,” he said. “ I 
see it in your face. Tell me nothing ; keep me out of the secret of 
your thoughts. Let me make my one last sacrifice of myself, for your 
sake—and then have done with this subject, never to return to it again.” 

He signed to me not to answer him—rose—removed his coat—and 
rolled up the shirt-sleeve of his left arm. 

“ I promised you that this confidence should be complete,” he 
whispered, speaking close at my ear, with his eyes looking watchfully 
at the door. “ Whatever comes of it, you shall not reproach me with 
having hidden anything from you which it was necessary to your in¬ 
terests to know. I have said that the Brotherhood identifies its 
members by a mark that lasts for life. See the place, and the mark 
on it for yourself.” 

He raised his bare arm, and showed me, high on the upper part of 
it and in the inner side, a brand deeply burnt in the flesh and stained 
of a bright blood-red colour. I abstain from describing the device 
which the brand represented. It will be sufficient to say that it was 
circular in form, and so small that it would have been completely 
covered by a s hilling coin. 
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“ A man who has this mark, branded in this place,” he said, covering 
his arm again, “ is a member of the Brotherhood. A man who has been 
false to Ae Brotherhood is discovered sooner or later, by the Chiefs 
who know him—Presidents or Secretaries, as the case may be. And a 
man discovered by the Chiefs is dead. No human laws can protect him. 
Remember what you have seen and heard ; draw what conclusions you 
like; act as you please. But, in the name of God, whatever you dis¬ 
cover, whatever you do, tell me nothing ! Let me remain free from a 
responsibility which it horrifies me to think of—which I know, in my 
conscience, is not my responsibility, now. For the last time, I say it 
—on my honour as a gentleman, on my oath as a Christian, if the man 
you pointed out at the Opera knows me, he is so altered, or so disguised, 
that I do not know him. I am ignorant of his proceedings or his pur¬ 
poses in England—I never saw him, I never heard the name he goes 
by, to my knowledge, before to-night. I say no more. Leave me a 
little, Walter : I am overpowered by what has happened ; I am shaken 
by what I have said. Let me try to be like myself again, when we meet 
next.” 

He dropped into a chair ; and, turning away from me, hid his face 
in his hands. I gently opened the door, so as not to disturb him— 
and spoke my few parting words in low tones, which he might hear or 
not, as he pleased. 

“ I will keep the memory of to-night in my heart of hearts,” I said. 
“ You shall never repent the trust you have reposed in me. May I 
come to you to-morrow ? May I come as early as nine o’clock ? ” 

“ Yes, Walter,” he replied, looking up at me kindly, and speaking in 
English once more, as if his one anxiety, now, was to get back to our 
former relations towards each other. “ Come to my little bit of 
breakfast, before I go my ways among the pupils that I teach.” 

“ Good night, Pcsca.” 

“ Good night, my friend.” 


XVII 

My first conviction, as soon as I fbimd myself outside the house, was 
that no alternative was left me but to act at once on the information I 
had received—to make sure of the Count, that night, or to risk the loss, 
if I only delayed till the morning, of Laura’s last chance. 1 looked at 
my watch ; it was ten o’clock. 

Not the shadow of a doubt crowed my mind of the purpose for 
which the Count had left the thratre. His escape from us, that 
evening, was beyond all question, the preUminary only to his escape 
from London. The mark of the Brotherhood was on his arm—I 
felt as certain of it as if he had shown me the brand—and the betrayal 
of the Brotherhood was on his conscience—I had seen it in his recogn> 
tion of Pcsca. 
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It was easy to understand why that recognition had not been mutual. 
A man of the Count’s character would never risk the terrible conse¬ 
quences of turning spy without looking to his personal security quite 
as carefully as he looked to his golden reward. The shaven face, 
which I had pointed out at the Opera, might have been covered by a 
beard in Pesca’s lime ; his dark brown hair might be a wig ; his name 
was evidently a false one. The accident of time might have helped 
him as well—his immense corpulence might have come with his later 
years. There was ever)’ reason why Pcsca should not have known him 
again—every reason, also, why he should have known Pesca, whose 
singular personal appearance made a marked man of him, go where 
he might. 

I have said that I felt certain of the purpose in the Count’s mind when 
he escaped us at the theatre. How could I doubt it, when I saw, with 
my own eyes, that he believed himself, in ^ite of the change in his 
appearance, to have been recognised by Pesca, and to be therefore in 
danger of his life ? If I could get speech of him that night, if I could 
show him that I, too, knew of the mortal peril in which he stood, 
what result would follow ? Plainly this. One of us must be master 
of the situation—one of us must inevitably be at the mercy of the other. 

I owed it to myself to consider tlie chances against me, before I 
confronted them. I owed it to my wife to do all that lay in my power 
to lessen the risk. 

The chances against me wanted no reckoning up : they were all 
merged in one. If the Count discovered, by my own avowal, that the 
direct way to his safety lay through my life, he was probably the last 
man in existence who would shrink from throwing me off my guard 
and taking that way, when he had me alone within his reach. The 
only means of defence against him on which I could at all rely to lessen 
the risk, presented themselves, after a little careful thinking, clearly 
enough. Before I made any personal acknowledgment of my discovery 
in his presence, I must place the discovery itself where it would be 
ready for instant use against him, and safe from any attempt at sup¬ 
pression on his part. If I laid the mine under his feet before 1 
approached him, and if I left instructions with a third person to fne it, 
on the expiration of a certain time, unless directions to the contrary 
were previously received under my own hand, or from my own lips— 
in that event, the Count’s security was absolutely dependent upon 
mine, and I might hold the vantage ground over him securely, even in 
his own house. 

This idea occurred to me when I wa? close to the new lodgings 
which wc had taken on returning frqm the,sea-side. I went in, without 
disturbing any one, by the help of my'Key. A light was in the hall y 
and I stole up with it to my work-room to make my preparations, and 
absolutely to commit myself to an interview with the Count, before 
either Laura or Marian could have the slightest suspicion of what I 
intended to do. 
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A letter addressed to Pesca represented the surest measure of pre¬ 
caution which it was now possible for me to take. I tvrote as follows : 

“ The man whom I pointed out to you at the Opera, is a member of 
the Brotherhood, and has been false to his trust. Put both these 
assertions to the test, instantly. You know the name he goes by in 
England. His address is No. 5 , Forest-Road, St. John’s Wood. On 
the love you once bore me, use the power entrusted to you, without 
mercy and without delay, against that man. I have risked all and 
lost all—and the forfeit of my failure has been paid with my life.” 

I signed and dated these lines, enclosed them in an envelope, and 
sealed it up. On the outside, I wrote this direction : “ Keep the 
enclosed unopened, until nine o’clock to-morrow morning. If you 
do not hear from me, or see me, before that time, break the seal when 
the clock strikes, and read the contents.” I added my initials ; and 
protected the whole by enclosing it in a second s^ed envelope, 
addressed to Pesca at his lodgings. 

Nothing remained to be done after this, but to find the means of 
sending my letter to its destination immediately. I should then have 
accomplished all that lay in my power. If anything happened to me 
in the Count’s house, I had now provided for his answering it with 
his life. 

That the means of preventing his escape under any circumstances 
whatever, were at Pesca’s disposal, if he chose to exert them, I did not 
for an instant doubt. The extraordinary anxiety which he had 
expressed to remain unenlightened as to the Count’s identity—or, in 
other words, to be left uncertain enough about facts to justify him to his 
own conscience in remaining passive—betrayed plainly that the 
means of exercising the terrible justice of the Brotherhood were ready 
to his hand, although, as a naturally humane man, he had shrunk 
from plainly saying as much in my presence. The deadly certainty 
with which the vengeance of foreign political societies can hunt down 
a traitor to the cause, hide himself where he may, had been too often 
exemplified, even in my superficial experience, to allow of any doubt. 
Considering the subject only as a reader of newspapers, cases recurred 
to my memory, both in London and in Paris, of foreigners found 
stabbed in the streets, whose assassins could never be traced—of bodies 
and parts of bodies, thrown into the Thames and the Seine, by hands 
that could never be discovered—of deaths by secret violence which 
could only be accounted for in one way. I have disguised nothing 
relating to myself in these pages—and I do not disguise here—that I 
believed I had written Count Fosco’s death-warrant, if the fatal emer¬ 
gency happehed which authorised Pesca to open my enclosure. 

I left my room to go down to the ground-fioor of the house, and 
speak to the landlord about finding me a messenger. He happened 
to be ascending the stairs at the time, and we met on the landing. His 
son, a quick lad, was the messenger he proposed to me on hearing 
what I wanted. We had the boy up-stairs; and I gave him his 
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directions. He was to take the lener in a cab, to put it into Professor 
Pesca’s own hands, and to bring me back a line of acknowledgment 
from that gentleman ; returning in the cab, and keeping it at the door 
for my use. It w’as nearly half-past ten. I calculated that the boy 
might be back in twenty minutes ; and that I might drive to St. John’s 
Wood, on his return, in twenty minutes more. 

When the lad had departed on his errand, I returned to my own 
room for a little while, to put certain papers in order, so that they might 
be easily fotmd in case of the worst. The key of the old-fashioned 
bureau in which the papers were kept, I sealed up, and left it on my 
table, with Marian’s name wTitten on the outside of the little packet. 
This done, I went down-stairs to the sitting-room, in which I expected 
to find Laura and Marian awaiting my return from the Opera. I fell 
my hand trembling for the first time, when I laid it on the lock of the 
door. 

No one was in the room but Marian. She was reading ; and she 
looked at her watch, in surprise, when I came in. 

“ How early you are back ! ” she said. “ You must have come 
away before the opera was over.” 

“ Yes,” I replied ; “ neither Pesca nor I waited for the end. Where 
is Laura ? ” 

“ She had one of her bad headaches this evening ; and I advised her 
to go to bed, when we had done tea.” 

I left the room again, on the pretext of wishing to sec whether Laura 
was asleep.' Marian’s quick eyes were beginning to look inquiringly 
at my face; Marian’s quick instinct was beginning to discover that I 
had something weighing on my mind. 

When I entered the bed-chamber, and softly approached the bed¬ 
side by the dim flicker of the night-lamp, my wife was asleep. 

We had not been married quite a month yet. If my heart was 
heavy, if my resolution for a moment faltered again, when I looked 
at her face turned faithfully to my pillow in her sleep—when 1 saw her 
hand resting open on the coverlid, as if it was waiting unconsciously 
for mine—surely there was some excuse for me ? I only allowed 
myself a few minutes to kneel down at the bedside, and to look close 
at her—so close that her breath, as it came and went, fluttered on my 
face. 1 only touched her han d and her cheek with my lips, at parting. 
She stirred in her sleep, and murmured my name—but without waking. 
I lingered for an instant at the door to look at her again. “ God bless 
and keep you, my darling ! ” 1 whisii^red—and left her. 

Marian was at the stair-head waiting for me. She had a folded 
slip of paper in her hand. 

“ The landlord’s son has brought this for you,” she said. “ He has 
got a cab at the door—he says you ordered him to keep it at your 
disposal.” 

‘‘ Quite right, Marian. I want the cab ; I am going out again.” 

I descended the stairs as I spoke, and looked into the sitting-room to 
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read die slip of paper by the light on the table. It contained these 
two sentences, in Pesca’s handwriting :— 

“ Y’our letter is received. If I don’t see you before the time you 
mention, I will break the seal when the clock strikes.” 

I placed the paper in my pocket-book and made for the door. Marian 
met me on the threshold, and pushed me back into the room where the 
candle-light fell full on my face. She held me by both hands, and her 
eyes fastened scarchingly on mine. 

“ I see ! ” she said, in a low eager whisper. “ You are trying the 
last chance to-night.” 

” Yes—the last chance and the best,” I whispered back. 

“ Not alone ! Oh, Walter, for God’s sake, not alone ! Let me go 
with you. Don’t refuse me because I’m only a woman. I must go ! 

I will go ! I’ll wait outside in the cab ! ” 

It was my turn now to hold her. She tried to break away from me, 
and get down first to the door. 

“ If you want to help me,” I said, “ stop here, and sleep in my 
wife’s room to-night. Only let me go away, with my mind easy about 
Laura, and I answer for everything else. Come, Marian, give me a 
kiss, and show that you have the courage to wait till 1 come back.” 

I dared not allow her time to say a word more. She tried to hold 
me again. I unclasped her hands—and W'as out of the room in a 
moment. The boy below heard me on the stairs, and opened the hall- 
door. I jumped into the cab, before the driver could get off the box. 
” Forest-Road, St. John’s Wood,” 1 called to him through the front 
window. “ Double fare, if you get there in a quarter of an hour.” 
“ I’ll do it, sir.” I looked at my watch. Eleven o’clock—not a minute 
to lose. 

The rapid motion of the cab, the sense that every instant now was 
bringing me nearer to the Count, the conviction that I was embarked at 
last, without let or hindrance, on my hazardous enterprise, heated me 
into such a fever of excitement that I shouted to the man to go faster 
and faster. As we left tlie streets, and crossed St. John’s Wood-Road, 
my impatience so completely overpowered me that I stood up in the 
cab and stretched my head out of the window, to see the end of the 
journey before we reached it. Just as a church clock in the distance 
struck the quarter past, we turned into the Forest-Road. I stopped the 
driver a little away from the Count’s house—paid and dismissed him— 
and walked on to the door. 

As I approached the garden gate, I saw another person advancing 
towards it also, from the direction opposite to mine. We met tmder 
the gas-lamp in the road, and looked at each other. I instantly 
recognised the light-haired foreigner, with the scar on his check; and 
I thought he recognised me. He said nothing; and, instead of stopping 
at the house, as I did, he slowly walked on. Was he in the Forest- 
Road by accident ? Or had he followed the Count home from the 
Opera ? 
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I did not pursue those questions. After waiting a little, till the 
foreigner had slowly passed out of sight, I rang the gate bell. It was 
then twenty minutes past eleven—late enough to make it quite easy 
for the Count to get rid of me by the excuse that he was in bed. 

The only way of providing against this contingency was to send in 
my name, without asking any preliminary questions, and to let him 
know, at the same time, that I had a serious motive for wishing to see 
him at that late hour. Accordingly, while I was waiting, I took out 
my card, and wrote under my name “ On important business.” The 
maid-servant answered the door while I was writing the last word in 
pencil; and asked me distrustfully what I “ pleased to want.” 

“ Be so good as to take that to your master,” I replied, giving her 
the card. 

I saw, by the girl’s hesitation of manner, that if I had asked for the 
Count in the first instance, she would only have followed her instruc¬ 
tions by telling me he was not at home. She was staggered by the 
confidence wiA which I gave her the card. After staring at me in 
great perturbation, she went back into the house with my message, 
closing the door, and leaving me to wait in the garden. 

In a minute or so, she reappeared. “ Her master’s compliments, 
and would I be so obliging as to say what my business was ? ” “ Take 

my compliments back,” I replied ; “ and say that the business cannot 
be mentioned to any one but your master.” She left me again—again 
returned—and, this time, ask(^ me to walk in. 

I followed her at once. In another moment, I was inside the 
Count’s house. 


XVIII 

There was no lamp in the hall; but by the dim light of the kitchen 
candle which the girl had brought upstairs with her, I saw an elderly 
lady steal noiselessly out of a back room on the ground floor 
and walk slowly up-stairs without returning my bow. My familiarity 
with Marian’s journal sufficiently assured me that the elderly lady was 
Madame Fosco. 

The servant led me to the room which the Countess had just left. 1 
entered ii^ and found myself face to face with the Count. 

He was still in his evening dress, except his coat, which he had 
thrown across a chair. His shirt-sleeves were turned up at the wrists 
—but no higher. A carpet-bag was on one side of him , and a box on 
the other. Books, papers, and articles of wearing apparel were 
scattered about the room. On the table, at one side of the door, stood 
the cage, so well known to me by description, which con tain ed his 
white mice. The canaries and the cockatoo were probably in some 
other room. He was seated before the box, packing it, when I went 
in, and rose with some papers in his hand to receive me. His face still 
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betrayed plain traces of the shock that had overwhelmed him at the 
Opera. His fat cheeks hung loose ; his cold grey eyes were ftirtively 
vigilant ; his voice, look, and manner were all sharply suspicious alike, 
as he advanced a step to meet me, and requested, with distant civility, 
that I would take a chair. 

“ You come here on business, sir ? ” he said. “ I am at a loss to 
know what that business can possibly be.” 

The unconcealed curiosity with which he looked hard in my face 
while he spoke, convinced me that I had passed unnoticed by him at the 
Opera. He had seen Pcsca first; and from that moment, till he 
left the theatre, he had evidently seen nothing else. My name W’ould 
necessarily suggest to him that 1 had not come into has house with 
other than a hostile purpose towards himself—but he appeared to be 
utterly ignorant thus far, of the real nature of my errand. 

“ I am fortunate in finding you here to-night,” I said. “ You seem 
to be on the point of taking a journey ? ” 

“ Is your business connected with my journey ? ” 

” In some degree.” 

“ In what degree ? Do you know where I am going to ? ” 

“ No. I only know why you are leaving London.” 

He slipped by me with the quickness of thought; locked the door 
of the room ; and put the key in his pocket. 

” You and I, Mr. Hartright, are excellently well acquainted with one 
another by reputation,” he said. “ Did it, by any chance, occur to 
you when you came to this house that I was not the sort of man you 
could trifle with ? ” 

“ It did occur to me,” I replied. “ And I have not come to trifle 
with you. I am here on a matter of life and death—and if that door 
which you have locked was open at this moment, nothing you could 
say or do would induce me to pass through it.” 

I walked farther into the room; and stood opposite to him, on the 
rug before the fireplace. He drew a chair in front of the door, and sat 
down on it, with his left arm resting on the table. The cage with the 
white mice was close to him; and the little creatures scampered out 
of their sleeping-place, as his heavy arm shook the table, and peered at 
him through the gaps in the smartly painted wires. 

“ On a matter of life and death ? ” he repeated to himself. “ Those 
words are more serious, perhaps, than you think. What do you 
mean ? ” 

” What I say.” 

The perspiration broke out thickly on his broad forehead. His left 
hand stole over the edge of the table. There was a drawer in it, with 
a lock, and the key was in the lock. His finger and thumb dosed over 
the key, but did not turn it. 

“ So you know why I am leaving London ? ” he went on. " Tell 
me the reason, if you please.” He turned the key, and unlocked the 
drawer as he spoke. 
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“ I can do better than that,” I replied ; “ I can show you the reason, 
if you like.” 

“ How can you show it ? ” 

“ You have got your coat off,” I said. “ Roll up the shirt-sleeve on 
your left arm—and you will see it there.” 

The same livid, leaden change passed over his face, which I had 
seen pass over it at the theatre. The deadly glitter in his eyes shone 
steady and straight into mine. He said nothing. But his left hand 
slowly opened the table-drawer, and softly slipped into it. The harsh 
grating noise of something heavy that he was moving, unseen by me, 
sounded for a moment—3ien ceased. The silence that followed was 
so intense, that the faint ticking nibble of the white mice at their wires 
was distinctly audible where I stood. 

My life hung by a thread—and I knew it. At that final moment, I 
thought with his mind ; I felt with his fingers—I was as certain, as if I 
had seen it, of what he kept hidden from me in the drawer. 

“ Wait a little,” I said. “ You have got the door locked—you see 
1 don’t move—you see my hands are empty. Wait a little. I have 
some thin g more to say,” 

“ You have said enough,” he replied, with a sudden composure, so 
unnatural and so ghastly that it tried my nerves as no outbreak of 
violence could have tried them. “ I want one moment for ray own 
thoughts, if you please. Do you guess what I am thinking about ? ” 

“ Perhaps I do.” 

“ I am thinking,” he remarked quietly, “ whether I shall add to the 
disorder in this room, by scattering your brains about the fireplace.” 

If I had moved at that moment, 1 saw in his face that he would have 
done it. 

” 1 advise you to read two lines of writing which I have about me,” 
I rejoined, “ before you finally decide that question.” 

The proposal appeared to excite his curiosity. He nodded his head. 
I took Pcsca’s acknowledgment of the receipt of my letter out of my 
pocket-book; handed it to him at arm’s length, and returned to my 
former position in front of the fireplace. 

He read the lines aloud : “ Your letter is received. If I don’t hear 
from you before the time you mention, I will break the seal when the 
clock strikes.” 

Another man, in his position, would have needed some explanation 
of those words—the Count felt no such necessity. One reading of the 
note showed him the precaution that I had taken, as plainly as if he had 
been present at the time when I adopted it. The expression of his face 
changed on the instant; and his hand came out of the drawer, empty. 

” I don’t lock up my drawer, Mr. Hartright,” he said ; “ and I don’t 
say that I may not scatter your brains about the fireplace, yet. But 
I am a just man, even to my enemy—and 1 will acknowledge, before¬ 
hand, that they are cleverer brains than I thought them. Come to 
the point, sir ! You want something of me ? ” 
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“ I do—and I mean to have it.” 

“ On conditions ? ” 

“ On no conditions.” 

His hand dropped into the drawer again. 

” Bah ! we are travelling in a circle,” he said ; “ and those clever 
brains of yours are in danger again. Your tone is deplorably im¬ 
prudent, sir—moderate it on the spot! The risk of shooting you on 
the place where you stand, is less to we, than the risk of letting you 
out of this house, except on conditions that I dictate and approve. 
You have not got my lamented friend to deal with, now—you are face 
to face with Fosco ! If the lives of twenty Mr. Hartrights were the 
stepping-stones to my safety, over all those stones I would go, sustained 
by my sublime indifference, self-balanced by my impenetrable calm. 
Respect me, if you love your own life ! I summon you to answer 
three questions, before you open your lips again. Hear them—they 
arc necessary to this interview. Answer them—they are necessary to 
ME.” He held up one hngcr of his right hand. “ First question ! ” 
he said. ” You come here possessed of information, which may be 
true, or may be false—where did you get it ? ” 

“ I decline to tell you.” 

” No matter: I shall find out. If that information is true—mind 
I say, with the whole force of my resolution, j/—you are making your 
market of it here, by treachery of your own, or by treachery of some 
other man. I note that circumstance, for future use, in my memory 
which forgets nothing, and proceed.” He held up another finger. 
“ Second question ! Those lines you invited me to read, are without 
signature. Who wrote them ? ” 

" A man whom / have ever)' reason to depend on ; and whom you 
have every reason to fear.” 

My answer reached him to some purpose. His left hand trembled 
audibly in the drawer. 

” How long do you give me,” he asked, putting bis third question 
in a quieter tone, “ before the clock strikes and the seal is broken ? ” 

“ Time enough for you to come to my terms,” I replied. 

” Give me a plainer answer, Mr. Hartright. What hour is the clock 
to strike ? ” 

” Nine, to-morrow morning.” 

“ Nine, to-morrow morning ? Yes, yes—your trap is laid for me, 
before 1 can get my passport regulated, and leave London. It is not 
earlier, I suppose ? We will sec about that, presently—1 can keep 
you hostage here, and bargain with you to send for your letter before 
I let you go. In the meantime, be so good, next, as to mention your 
terms.” 

“ You shall hear them. They are simple, and soon stated. You 
know whose interests I represent in coming here ? ” 

He smiled with the most supreme composure ; and carelessly waved 
his right hand. 
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I consent to hazard a guess,” he said, jeeringly. “ A lady’s 
interests, of course ! ” 

My Wife’s interests.” 

He looked at me with the first honest expression that had crossed his 
face in my presence—an expression of blank amazement. I could see 
that I sank in his estimation, as a dangerous man, from that moment. 
He shut up the drawer at once, folded his arms over his breast, and 
listened to me with a smile of satirical attention. 

“ You are well enough aware,” I went on, “ of the course which my 
inquiries have taken for many months past, to know that any attempted 
denial of plain facts will be quite useless in my presence. You are 
guilty of an infamous conspiracy. And the gain of a fortune of ten 
thousand pounds was your motive for it.” 

He said nothing. But his face became overclouded suddenly by a 
lowering anxiety. 

“ Keep your gain,” I said. (His face lightened again immediately, 
and his eyes opened on me in wider and wider astonishment). “ I 
am not here to disgrace myself by bargaining for money which has 
passed through your hands, and which has been the price of a vile 
crime-” 

“ Gently, Mr. Hartright. Your moral clap-traps have an excellent 
effect in England—keep them for yourself and your own countrymen, 
if you please. The ten thousand pounds was a legacy left to my 
excellent wife by the late Mr. Fairlie. Place the alfair on those grounds ; 
and I will discuss it if you like. To a man of my sentiments, however, 
the subject is deplorably sordid. I prefer to pass it over. I invite you 
to resume the discussion of your terms. What do you demand ? ” 

“ In the first place, I demand a full confession of the conspiracy, 
written and si^ed in my presence, by yourself.” 

He raised his finger again. ” One ! ” he said, checking me off with 
the steady attention of a practical man. 

In the second place, I demand a plain proof, which does not 
depend on your personal asseveration, of the date at which my tvife 
left Blackwater Park, and travelled to London.” 

** Sol so ! you can lay your finger, I see, on the weak place,” he 
remarked, composedly. “ Any more ? ” 

“At present, no more.” 

“ Good ! you have mentioned your terms ; now listen to mine. 
Tbe^ responsibility to myself of admitting, what you are pleased to 
the * conspiracy,’ is less, perhaps, upon Ac whole, than Ae responsi¬ 
bility of laying you dead on Aat hearA-rug. Let us say Aat I meet 
your proposal—^n my own conAtions. The statement you demand of 
me shall be written ; and Ae plain proof shall be produced. You call 
a letter from my late lamented friend, infor ming me of Ae day and 
hour of his wife’s arrival in London, written, signed, and dated by 
himself, a proof, I suppose ? I can give you this. I can also send 
you to Ae man of whom I hired the’carriage to fetch my visitor from 
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the railway, on the day when she arrived—his order-book may help 
you to your date, even if his coachman who drove me proves to be of 
no use. These things I can do, and will do, on conditions. I recite 
them. First condition ! Madame Fosco and I leave this house, when 
and how we please, without interference of any kind, on your part. 
Second condition ! You wait here, in company with me, to see my 
agent, who is coming at seven o’clock in the morning to regulate my 
affairs. You give my agent a wrinen order to the man who has got 
your scaled letter to resign his possession of it. You wait here till my 
agent places that letter unopened in my hands; and you then allow 
me one clear half-hour to leave the house—after which you resume your 
o\Mi freedom of action, and go where you please. Third condition! 
you give me the satisfaction of a gentleman, for your intrusion into my 
private affairs, and for the language you have atllowed yourself to use 
to me, at this conference. The time and place, abroad, to be fixed in a 
letter from my hand when I am safe on the Continent; and that letter 
to contain a strip of paper measuring accurately the length of my 
sword. Those are my terms. Inform me if you accept them—Yes 
or No.” 

The extraordinary mixture of prompt decision, far-sighted cunning, 
and mountebank bravado in this speech, staggered me for a moment— 
and only for a moment. The one question to consider was, whether 
I was justified, or not, in possessing myself of the means of establishing 
Laura’s identity, at the cost of allowing the scoundrel who had robbed 
her of it to escape me with impunity. I knew that the motive of secur¬ 
ing the just recognition of my wife in the birthplace from which she 
had been driven out as an imposter, and of publicly erasing the lie that 
still profaned her mother’s tombstone, was far purer, in its freedom 
from all taint of evil passion, than the vindictive motive which had 
mingled itself with my purpose from the first. And yet I cannot 
honestly say that my own moral convictions were strong enough to 
decide the struggle in me, by themselves. They were helped by my 
remembrance of Sir Percival’s death. How awfully, at the last 
moment, bad the working of the retribution, there^ been snatched from 
my feeble hands 1 What right had I to decide, in my poor mortal 
ignorance of the future, that this man, too, must escape with impunity, 
because he escaped me} I thought of these things—perhaps with the 
superstition inherent in my nature; perhaps with a sense worthier of 
me than superstition. It was bard, when I had fastened my hold on 
him, at last, to loosen it again of my own accord—but I fdreed myself 
to make the sacrifice. In plainer words, I determined to be guided by 
the one higher motive of which 1 was certain, the motive of serving 
the cause of Laura and the cause of Truth. 

“ I accept your conditions,” I said. With one reservation, on my 
part.” 

“ What reservation may that be ? ” he asked. 

” It refers to the sealed letter,” I answered. 


** I require you to 
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destroy it, unopened in my presence, as soon as it is placed in your 
hands.” 

My object in making this stipulation was simply to prevent him 
from caiT>’ing away written evidence of the nature of my communica¬ 
tion with Pesca. The fact of my communication he would necessarily 
discover, when I gave the address to his agent, in the morning. But he 
could make no use of it, on his o^vn unsupported testimony—even if he 
really ventured to try the experiment—which need excite in me the 
slightest apprehension on Pesca’s account. 

“ I grant your reservation,” he replied, after considering the question 
gravely for a min ute or two. “ It is not worth dispute—the letter 
shall be destroyed when it comes into my hands.” 

He rose, as he spoke, from the chair in which he had been sitting 
opposite to me, up to this time. With one effort, he appeared to free 
his mind from the whole pressure on it of the interview between us, 
thus far. “ Ouf! ” he cried, stretching his arms luxuriously ; “ the 
skirmish was hot while it lasted. Take a seat, Mr. Hartright. We 
meet as mortal enemies hereafter—let us, like gallant gentlemen, 
exchange polite attention in the mean-time. Permit me to take the 
liberty of calling for my wife.” 

He unlocked and opened the door. “ Eleanor ! ” he called out, in 
his deep voice. The lady of the viperish face came in. “ Madame 
Fosco—Mr. Hartright,” said the Count, introducing us with easy 
dignity. “ My angel,” he went on, addressing his wife ; “ will your 
labours of packing-up allow you time to make me some nice strong 
coffee ? I have writing business to transact with Mr. Hartright—and 
I require the full possession of my intelligence to do justice to myself.” 

Madame Fosco bowed her head twice—once sternly to me ; once 
submissively to her husband—and glided out of the room. 

The Count walked to a writing-table near the window ; opened his 
desk, and took from it several quires of paper and a bundle of quill 
pens. He scattered the pens about the table, so that they might lie 
ready in all directions to be taken up when wanted, and then cut the 
paper into a heap of narrow slips, of the form used by professional 
writers for the press. “ I shall make this a remarkable document," he 
said, looking at me over his shoulder. “ Habits of literary composition 
arc perfectly familiar to me. One of the rarest of all the intellectual 
accomplishments that a man can possess, is the grand faculty of 
arranging his ideas. Immense privilege 1 I possess it. Do you ? ” 

He marched backwards and forwards in the room, until the coffee 
appeared, h umming to him self, and marking the places at which 
obstacles occurred in the arrangement of his ideas, by striking his 
forehead, from time to time, with the palm of his hand. The enor¬ 
mous audacity with which he seized on the situation in which I placed 
him, and made it the pedestal on which his vanity mounted for the 
one cherished purpose of self-display, mastered my astonishment by 
main force. Sincerely as I loathed the man, the prodigious strength 
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of his character, even in its most trivial aspeas, impressed me in spite 
of mvsclf 

The coffee was brought in by Madame Fosco. He kissed her hand, 
in grateful acknowledgment, and escorted her to the door ; returned, 
poured out a cup of coffee for himself, and took it to the writing-table. 

“ May I offer you some coffee, Mr. Hartright ? ” he said, before he 
sat down. 

I declined. 

“ What! you think I shall poison you ? ” he said, gaily. “ The 
English intellect is sound, so far as it goes,” he continued, seating 
himself at the table ; “ but it has one grave defect—it is always cautious 
in the wrong place.” 

He dipped his pen in the ink; placed the first slip of paper before 
him, with a thump of his hand on the desk ; cleared his throat; and 
began. He wrote with great noise and rapidity, in so large and bold a 
hand, and with such wide spaces between the lines that he reached 
the bottom of the slip in not more than two minutes certainly from the 
time when he started at the top. Each slip as he finished it, was paged, 
and tossed over his shoulder, out of his way, on the floor. When his 
first pen was worn out, that went over his shoulder, too; and he 
pounced on a second from the supply scattered about the table. Slip 
after slip, by dozens, by fifties, by hundreds, flew over his shoulder on 
cither side of him, till he had snowed himself up in paper all round his 
chair. Hour after hour passed—and there I sat watching ; there he 
sat, writing. He never stopped, except to sip his coffee; and when 
that was exhausted, to smack his forehead, from time to time. One 
o’clock struck, two, three, four—and still the slips flew about all roimd 
him ; still the untiring pen scraped its way ceaselessly from top to 
bottom of the page ; still the white chaos of paper rose higher and higher 
all round his chair. At four o’clock I heard a sudden splutter of the 
pen, indicative of the flourish with which he signed his name. “ Bravo! ” 
he cried, springing to his feet with the activity of a young man, and 
looking me straight in the face with a smile of superb triumph. 

“ Done, Mr. Hartright! ” he announced, with a self-renovating 
thump of bis fist on his broad chest. “ Done, to my own profound 
satisfaction—to your profoimd astonishment, \^en you read what I 
have written. The subjea is exhausted: the Man—Fosco—is not. 
I proceed to the arrangement of my slips, to the revision of my slips, 
to the reading of my slips—addressed, emphatically, to your private 
car. Four o’clock has just struck. Good! Arrangement, revision, 
reading, from four to five. Short snooze of restoration for myself, 
from five to six. Final preparations, from six to seven. Affair of 
agent and sealed letter from seven to eight. At eight, en route. Be¬ 
hold the programme I ” 

He sat down cross-legged on the floor, among his papers; strung 
them together with a bodkin and a piece of string; revisit them; wrote 
all the titles and honours by which be was personally distingoished, 
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at the head of the first page ; and then read the manuscript to me, 
with loud theatrical emphasis and profuse theatrical gesticulation. 
The reader will have an opportunity, ere long, of forming his own 
opinion of the document. It will be suflBcicnt to mention here that it 
answered my pmrpose. 

He next wrote me the address of the person from whom he had 
hired the fly, and handed me Sir Percival’s letter. It was dated from 
Hampshire, on the 25 th of July ; and it announced the journey of 
“ Lady Glyde ” to London, on the 26 th. Thus, on the very day (the 
25 th) when the doctor’s certiiicate declared that she had died in St. 
John’s Wood, she was alive, by Sir Perdval’s own showing, at Black- 
water—and, on the day after, she was to take a journey! When the proof 
of that journey was obtained from the flyman, the evidence would be 
complete. 

“ A quarter-past five,” said the Count, looking at his w'atch. “ Time 
for my restorative snooze. I personally resemble Napoleon the Great, 
as you may have remarked. Air. Hartright—I also resemble that 
immortal man in my power to command sleep at will. Excuse me, one 
moment. I will summon Aiadamc Fosco, to keep you from feeling 
dull.” 

Knowdng as well as he did, that he was summoning Madame Fosco 
to ensure my not leaving the house while he was asleep, I made no 
reply, and occupied mys^ in tying up the papers which he had placed 
in my possession. 

The lady came in, cool, pale, and venomous as ever. “ Amuse 
Mr. Hartright, my angel,” said the Count. He placed a chair for her, 
kissed her hand for the second time, withdrew to a sofa, and, in three 
minutes, was as peacefully and happily asleep as the most virtuous 
man in existence. 

Madame Fosco took a book from the table, sat down, and looked at 
me, with the steady, vindictive malice of a woman who never forgot 
and never forgave. 

“ I have been listening to your conversation wdth my husband,” she 
said. If I had been in his place—/ would have laid you dead on the 
hearthrug.” 

With those words she opened her book ; and never looked at me, or 
spoke to me, from that time till the time when her husband woke. 

He opened his eyes and rose from the sofa, accurately to an hour 
from the time when he had gone to sleep. 

“ I feel infinitely refreshed,” he remarked. “ Eleanor, my good 
wife, are you all ready up-stairs ? That is well. My little packing 
here can be completed in ten minutes—my travelling-dress assumed in 
ten minutes more. What remains, before the agent comes ? ” He 
looked about the room, and noticed the cage with his white mice in it. 
” Ah I ” he cried piteously j ** a last laceration of my sympathies still 
re m ains. My innocent pets ! my little cherished chil dren ! what am 
I to do with them ? For the present, we are settled nowhere ; for the 
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present, we travel inccssanUv—the less baggage we carry, the better for 
ourselves. My cockatoo, my canaries, and my little mice—who will 

cherish them, when their good Papa is gone ? ” 

He walked about the room deep in thought. He had not been at all 
troubled about writing his confession, but he was visibly perplexed and 
distressed about the far more important question of the disposal ot lus 
pets. After long consideration, he suddenly sat down agam at the 

“ An idea ! ” he exclaimed. “ I will offer my canaries and my 
cockatoo to this vast Metropolis—my agent shaU present them, in my 
name, to the Zoological Gardens of London. The Document that 

describes them shall be drawn out on the spot.” 

• He began to \vriic> repeating the words as the flowed from ms pen, 

“ Number one. Cockatoo of transcendent plumage : attracuon, ot 
himself, to all visitors of taste. Number two. Canaries of unrivalled 
vivacity and intelligence : worthy of the garden of Eden, wo^y also 
of tlic garden in die Regent’s Park. Homage to Briush Zoology. 

Offered by Fosco.’’ j u* 

The pen spluttered again ; and the flourish was attached to ms 

Count! you have not included the mice,” said Madame Fosco. 

He left the table, took her hand, and placed it on tus heart. 

” All human resolution, Eleanor,” he said solemnly, has its limts. 
My limits arc inscribed on that Document. I cannot part with my 
white mice. Bear with me, my angel, and remove them to their 

travelling-cage up-stairs.” , • • u .. 

“Admirable tenderness!” said Madame Fosco, admirmg her 

husband, with a last viperish look in my direction. She took up the 

cacc carefully ; and left the room. 

The Count looked at his watch. In spite of liis resolute assumpQon 

of composure, he was getting anxious for the agent s 
candles had long since been extinguished ; and the sunlight of the new 
morning poured into the room. It was not tiU five minutes past seven 
that the gate bcU rang, and the agent made his appearance. He was a 

foreigner with a dark beard. ...... j 

“ Mr. Hartright—Monsieur Rubellc,” said the Co^t, introducing 

us He took the agent (a foreign spy, in every line of his faw, if ever 

there was one yet) into a comer of the room; whispered some direcuons 

to him ; and then left us together. “ Monsiem RubcUc, as soon « 

we were alone, suggested, with great politeness that I should favour him 

with his instructions. I wrote two lines to Pesca, authorismg him to 

deliver my sealed letter “ to the Bearer; ” directed the note; and 

handed it to Monsieur Rubellc. • j 

The agent waited with me tiU his employer returned, equipped m 

travelling costume. The Count examined the adchess of my letter before 
he dismissed tiie agent. »I thought so 1 ” he said, turning on me, with 
a dark look, and altering again in his manner from that moment. 
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He completed his packing; and then sat consulting a travelling 
map, making entries in his pocket-book, and looking, every now and 
then, impatiently at his watch. Not another word, addressed to myself, 
passed his lips. The near approach of the hour for his departure, and 
the proof he had seen of the communication established between Pesca 
and myself, had plainly recalled his whole attention to the measures 
that were necessary for securing his escape. 

A little before eight o’clock, Monsieur Rubcllc came back with my 
unopened letter in his hand. The Count looked carefully at the super¬ 
scription and the seal—lit a candle—and burnt the letter. “ I perform 
my promise,” he said ; “ but this maner, Mr. Hartright, shall not 
end here.” 

The agent had kept at the door the cab in which he had returned. 
He and the maid-servant now busied themselves in removing the 
luggage. Madame Fosco came down-stairs, thickly veiled, with the 
travelling-cage of the while mice in her hand. She neither spoke to 
me, nor looked towards me. Her husband escorted her to the cab. 
“ Follow me, as far as the passage,” he whispered in my ear ; “ I may 
want to speak to you at the last moment.” 

I went out to the door; the agent standing below me in tlie front 
garden. The Count came back alone, and drew me a few steps inside 
the passage. 

” Remember the Third condition ! ” he whispered. “ You shall 
hear from me, Mr. Hartright—I may claim from you the satisfaction 
of a gentleman sooner than you think for.” He caught my hand, 
before I was aware of him, and wrung it hard—then turned to the 
door, stopped, and came back to me again. 

“ One word more,” he said, confidentially. “ When I last saw 
Miss Halcombe, she looked thin and ill. I am anxious about that 
admirable woman. Take care of her, sir ! With my hand on my 
hean, I solemnly implore you—take care of Miss Halcombe ! ” 

Those were the last words he said to me before he squeezed his huge 
body into the cab, and drove off. 

The agent and I waited at the door a few moments, looking after 
him. While we were standing together, a second cab appeared from 
a turning a little way down the road. It followed the Erection pre¬ 
viously taken by the Count’s cab ; and, as it passed the house and the 
open garden gate, a person inside looked at us out of the window. The 
stranger at the Opera again !—the foreigner with a scar on his left cheek. 

” You wait here with me, sir, for half an hour more ! ” said Monsieur 
Rubelle. 

” I do.” 

Wc returned to the sitting-room. I was in no humour to speak to 
the agent, or to allow him to speak to me. I took out the papers which 
the Count had placed in my hands ; and read the terrible story of the 
conspiracy told by the man who had planned and perpetrated it. 
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The Sior>' continued by IsiDOR, Ottavio, Baldassare Fosco, Count of 
the Holy Roman Empire ; Knight Grand Cross of the Order of the 
Brazen Crown ; Perpetual Arch-Aiaster of the Rosicrucian Masons 
of Mesopotamia ; Attached (in Honorary Capacities) to Societies 
Musical, Societies Medical, Societies Philosophical, and Societies 
General Benevolent, throughout Europe ; &c. &c. &c. 

the count’s narrative 

In the summer of eighteen hundred and fifty, I arrived in England, 
charged with a delicate political mission from abroad. Confidential 
persons were semi-officially connected with me, whose exertions I was 
authorised to direct—Monsieur and Madame Rubelle being among the 
number. Some weeks of spare time were at my disposal, before I 
entered on my functions by establishing myself in the suburbs of 
London. Curiosity may stop here, to ask for some explanation of 
those functions on my part. I entirely sympathise with the request. 

I also regret that diplomatic reserve forbids me to comply with it. 

I arranged to pass the preliminary period of repose, to which I have 
just referred, in the superb mansion of my late lamented friend, Sir 
Pcrcival Glydc. He arrived from the Continent with his wife. I 
arrived from the Continent with mine. England is the land of domestic 
happiness—how appropriately we entered it under these domestic 
circumstances ! 

The bond of friendship which united Percival and myself, was 
strengthened, on this occasion, by a touching similarity in the pecuniary 
position, on his side and on mine. We both w'anted money. Immense 
necessity! Universal want! Is there a dviUsed human being who 
docs not fed for us ? How insensible must that man be! Or how 
rich ! 

1 enter into no sordid particulars, in discussing this part of the 
subject. My mind recoils from them. With a Roman austerity, I 
show my empty purse and Percival’s to the shrinking public gaze. Let 
us allow the deplorable faa to assert itself, once for all, in that manner 
—and pass on. 

We were received at the mansion by the magnificent creature who 
is inscribed on my heart as “ Marian ”—who is known in the colder 
atmosphere of Society as “ Aiiss Halcombe.** 

Just Heaven! with what inconceivable rapidity I learnt to adore 
that woman. At sixty, I worshipped her with the volcanic ardour of 
eighteen. All the gold of my rich nature was poured hopelessly at her 
feet. My wife—poor angel!—my wife who adores me, got notliing 
but the shillings and the pennies. Such is the World; such Man; 
such Love. What are we (I ask) but puppets in a showbox ? Oh, 
omnipotent Destiny, pull our strings gently I Dance us merdfiiUy 
off our miserable little stage ! 
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The preceding lines, rightly understood, express an entire system 
of philosophy. It is mine. 

I resume. 


The domestic position at the commencement of our residence at 
Blackwater Park has been drawn with amazing accuracy, with pro¬ 
found mental insight, by the hand of Marian herself. (Pass me the 
intoxicating familiarity of mentioning this sublime creature by her 
Christian name). Accurate knowledge of the contents of her journal 
—to which I obtained access by clandestine means, unspeakably 
precious to me in the remembrance—warns my eager pen from topics 
which this essentially exhaustive woman has already made her own. 

The interests—interests, breathless and immense !—with which I 
am here concerned, begin with the deplorable calamity of Marian’s 
illness. 

The situation, at this period, was emphatically a serious one. Large 
sums of money, due at a certain time, were wanted by Percival (I say 
nothing of the modicum equally necessary to myself); and the one 
source to look to for supplying them was the fortune of his wife, of 
which not one farthing was at his disposal until her death. Bad, so 
far; and worse still farther on. My lamented friend had private 
troubles of his own, into which the delicacy of my disinterested attach¬ 
ment to him forbade me from inquiring too curiously. I knew 
nothing but that a woman named Aime Cathcrick, was hidden in the 
neighbourhood ; that she was in communication with Lady Clyde i 
and that the disclosure of a secret, which would be the certain ruin of 
Percival, might be the result. He had told me himself that he was a 
lost man, uiUess his wife was silenced, and unless Anne Cathcrick was 
found. If he was a lost man, what would become of our pecuniary 
interests ? Courageous as I am by nature, I absolutely trembled at 
the idea ! 

The whole force of my intelligence was now directed to the finding 
of Anne Catherick. Our money affairs, important as they were, 
admitted of delay—but the necessity of discovering-the woman ad¬ 
mitted of none. I only knew her, by description, as presenting an 
extraordin^ personal resemblance to Lady Clyde. The statement 
of the curious fact—intended merely to assist me in identifying the 
person of whom we were in search—when coupled with the additional 
information that Anne Catherick had escaped from a madhouse, started 
the first immense conception in my mind, which subsequently led to 
such amazing results. That conception involved nothing less than the 
complete transformation of two separate identities. Lady Clyde and 
Anne Catherick were to change names, places, and destinies, the one 
with the other—the prodigious consequences contemplated by the 
change, ^ing the gain of thirty thousand pounds, and the eternal 
preservation of Sir Percival’s secret, 
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My instinas (which seldom err) suggested to me, on review’ing the 
circumstances, ^at our invisible Anne would, sooner or later, return 
to the boat-house at the Blackwatcr lake. There I posted myself; 
previously mentioning to Mrs. Aiichelson, the housekeeper, that I 
might be found when wanted, immersed in study, in that solitary place. 

It is my rule never to make unnecessary mysteries, and never to set 
people suspecting me for want of a little seasonable candour, on my 
part. Mrs. Michclson believed in me from first to last. This lady¬ 
like person (widow of a Protestant priest) overflowed with faith. 
Touched by such superfluity of simple confidence, in a woman of her 
mature years, I opened the ample reservoirs of my nature, and ab¬ 
sorbed it all. 

I was rewarded for posting myself sentinel at the lake, by the 
appearance—not of Anne Catherick herself, but of the person in charge 
of her. This individual also overflowed with simple faith, which I 
absorbed in myself, as in the case already mentioned. I leave her to 
describe the circumstances (if she has not done so already) under which 
she introduced me to the object of her maternal care. When I first 
saw Anne Catherick, she was asleep. I was electrified by the likeness 
between this unhappy woman and Lady Clyde. The details of the 
grand scheme, which had suggested themselves in outline only, up to 
that period, occurred to me, in all their masterly combination, at the 
sight of the sleeping face. At the same time, my heart, always accessible 
to tender influences, dissolved in tears at the spectacle of suffering 
before me. I instantly set myself to impart relief. In other words, I 
provided the necessary stimulant for strengthening Anne Catherick to 
perform the journey to London. 

At this point, I enter a necessary protest, and correct a lamentable 
error. 

The best years of my life have been passed in the ardent study of 
medical and chemical science. Chemis^, especially, has always had 
irresistible attractions for me, from the enormous, the illimitable power 
which the knowledge of it confers. ChemistSj_I asser t it emphatic all y^, 
might sw ay, if they plpa^<^dj thp deg^ies of humanity me explain 
this before I go further. 

Mind, they say, rules the world. But what rules the mind ? The 
body (follow me closely here) lies at the mercy of the most omnipotent 
of all mortal potentates—the Chemist. Give me—Fosco—chemistry; 
and when Shakespeare has conceived Hamlet, and sits down to execute 
the conception—with a few grains of powder dropped into his daily 
food, I will reduce his mind, by the action of his body, till his pen pours 
out the most abject drivel that has ever degraded paper. Under 
similar circumstances, revive me the illustrious Newton. I guarantee 
that, when he secs the apple fall, he shall eat it, instead of discoverag 
the principle of gravitation. Nero’s dinner, shall transform Nero into 
the mildest of men, before he has done digesting it; and the morning 
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draught of Alexander the Great, shall make Alexander run for his life, 
after the first sight of the enemy, the same afternoon. On my 
sacred word of honour, it is lucky for society that modem chemists are, 
by incomprehensible good fortune, the most harmless of mankind. 
The mass are worthy fathers of families who keep shops. The few, 
are philosophers besotted with admiration for the sound of their own 
lecturing voices ; visionaries who waste their lives on fantastic im¬ 
possibilities ; or quacks whose ambition soars no higher than our corns. 
Thus Society escapes ; and the illimitable power of Chemistry remains 
the slave of Ae most superficial and the most insignificant ends. 

Why this outburst ? Why this withering eloquence ? 

Because my conduct has been misrepresented ; because my motives 
have been misunderstood. It has been assumed that I used my vast 
chemical resources against Anne Catherick ; and that I would have 
used them, if I could, against the magnificent Marian herself. Odious 
insinuations both ! All my interests were concerned (as will be seen 
presently) in the preservation of Anne Catherick’s life. All my 
anxieties were concentrated on Marian’s rescue from the hands of the 
licensed Imbecile who attended her ; and who found my advice con¬ 
firmed, from first to last, by the physician from London. On two 
occasions only—both equally harmless to the individual on whom I 
practised—did I summon to myself the assistance of chemical know¬ 
ledge. On the first of the nvo, after following Marian to the inn at 
Blackwater (studying, behind a convenient waggon which hid me from 
her, the poetry of motion, as embodied in her walk), I availed myself 
of tht services of my invaluable wife, to copy one and to intercept the 
other of two letters which my adored enemy had entrusted to a dis¬ 
carded maid. In this case, the letters being in the bosom of the girl’s 
dress, Madame Fosco could only open them, read them, perform her 
instructions, seal them, and put them back again, by scientific assistance 
—which assistance I rendered in a half-ounce bottle. The second 
occasion when the same means were employed, was the occasion (to 
which I shall soon refer) of Lady Clyde’s arrival in London. Never, 
at any other time, was I indebted to my Art, as distinguished from 
myself. To all other emergencies and complications my natural 
capacity for grappling, single-handed, with circumstances, was in¬ 
variably equal. I affirm the all-pervading intelligence of that capacity. 
At the expense of the Chemist, I vindicate the Man. 

Respect this outburst of generous indignation. It has inexpressibly 
relieved me. En routeJ us proceed . 

Having suggested to Mrs. Clement (or Clements, I am not sure 
which) that the best method of keeping Anne out of Pcrcival’s reach 
was to remove her to London; having found that my proposal was 
eagerly received ; and having appointed a day to meet the travellers 
at the station, and to see them leave it—I was at liberty to return to 
the house, and to confront the difficulties which still remained to be met. 
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Aly first proceeding was to avail myself of the sublime devotion of 
my wife. I bad arranged with Mrs. Clements tliat she should com¬ 
municate her London address, in Anne’s interests, to Lady Clyde. 
But this was not enough. Designing persorts, in my absence, might 
'^hakc the simple confidence of Mrs. Clements, and she might not 
write, after all. Who could I find capable of travelling to London by 
the train she travelled by, and of privately seeing her home ? I asked 
myself this question. The coniugal part of me immediately answered 
—Aiadamc Fosco. 

After deciding on my wife’s mission to London, I arranged that the 
journey should scrv'c a double purpose. A nurse for the suffering 
Marian, equally devoted to the patient and to myself, was a necessity 
of my position. One of the most eminently confidential and capable 
women in existence, was by good fortune at my disposal. I refer to 
that respectable matron, Madame Rubclle—to whom I addressed a 
letter, at her residence in London, by the hands of my wife. 

On the appointed day, Mrs. Clements and Anne Catherick met me 
at the station. I politely saw them off. I politely saw Madame Fosco 
off by the same train. The last thing at night, my wife returned to 
Blackwatcr, having followed her iastructions with the most unimpeach¬ 
able accuracy. She was accompanied by Aiadame Rubelle; and she 
brought me the London address of Mrs. Clements. After-events 
proved this last precaution to have been unnecessary. Mrs. Clements 
punctually informed Lady Clyde of her place of abode. With a wary 
eye on future emergencies, I kept the letter. 

The same day, I had a brief interview with the doctor, at which I 
protested in the sacred interests of humanity, against his treatment of 
Marian’s case. He was insolent, as all ignorant people arc. I showed 
no resentment; I deferred quarrelling with him till it was necessary 
to quarrel to some purpose. 

Aiy next proceeding W’as to leave Blackwatcr myself. I had my 
London residence to take, in anticipation of coming events. I had 
also a little business, of the domestic sort, to transact with Mr. Frederick 
Fairlic. I found the house I wanted, in St. John’s Wood. I found 
Mr. Fairlic at Limmeridge, Cumberland. 

My ow n private familiarity with the nature of Marian’s correspond¬ 
ence, had previously informed me tliat she had written to Mr. Fairlic 
proposing, as a relief to Lady Clyde’s matrimonial embarrassments, 
to take her on a visit to her uncle in Cumberland. This letter I had 
wisely allowed to reach its destination; feeling, at the time, that it 
could do no harm, and might do good. I now presented myself before 
Mr. Fairlic to support Marian’s owti proposal—with certain modifica¬ 
tions which, happily for the success of my plans, were rendered really 
inevitable by her illness. It was necessary that Lady Clyde should 
leave Blackwatcr alone, by her uncle’s invitation, and that she should 
rest a night on the journey, at her aunt’s house (the house I had in 
St. John’s Wood), by her uncle’s express advice. To achieve these 
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results, iind to secure a note of invitation, and that she should rest a 
night on the journey, objects of my visit to Mr. Fairlic. When I have 
mentioned that this gentleman was equally feeble in mind and body, 
and that I let loose the whole force of my character on him, I have 
said enough. I came, saw, and conquered Fairlie. 

On my return to Blackwater Park (with the letter of invitation) I 
found that the doctor’s imbecile treatment of Marian’s case had led to 
the most alarming results. The fever had turned to Typhus. Lady 
Glyde, on the day of my return, tried to force herself into the room to 
nurse her sister. She and I had no affinities of sympathy ; she had 
committed the impardonable outrage on my sensibilities of calling me 
a Spy; she was a stumbling-block in ray way and in Percival’s—but, 
for all that, my magnanimity forbade me to put her in danger of in¬ 
fection with my own hand. At the same time, I offered no hindrance 
to her putting herself in danger. If she had succeeded in doing so, 
the intricate knot which I was slowly and patiently operating on, might 
perhaps have been cut, by circumstances. As it was, the doctor 
interfered, and she was kept out of the room. 

I had myself previously recommended sending for advice to London. 
This course had been now taken. The physician, on his arrival, 
confirmed my view of the case. The crisis was serious. But we had 
hope of our charming patient on the fifth day from the appearance of 
the Typhus. I was only once absent from Blackwater at this time— 
when I went to London by the morning train, to make the final arrange¬ 
ments at my house in St. John’s Wood ; to assure myself, by private 
inquiry, that Mrs. Clements had not moved ; and to settle one or tNVO 
little preliminary matters with the husband of Madame Rubellc. I 
returned at night. Five days aftenvards, the physician pronounced 
our interesting Marian to be out of all danger, and to be in need of 
nothing but careful nursing. This was the time I had waited for. 
Mow that medical attendance was no longer indispensable, 1 played the 
first move in the game by asserting myself against the doctor. He was 
one among many witnesses in my way, whom it was necessary to re¬ 
move. A lively altercation between us (in which Percival, previously 
instruaed by me, refused to interfere) served the purpose in view. 
I descended on the miserable man in an irrestistible avalanche of 
indignation—and swept him from the house. 

The servants were the neict encumbrances to get rid of. Again I 
instructed Percival (whose moral courage required perpetual stimu¬ 
lants), and Mrs. Michelson was amazed, one day, by bearing from her 
master that the establishment was to be broken up. We deared the 
house of all the servants but one, who was kept for domestic purposes, 
and whose lumpish stupidity we could trust to make no embarrassing 
discoveries. When they were gone, nothing remained but to relieve 
ourselves of Mrs. Michelson—a result which was easily achieved by 
sending this amiable lady to find lodgings for her mistress at the sea-side. 

The circumstances were now—exactly what they were required to 
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be. Lady Glyde was confined to her room by nervous illness ; and 
the lumpish housemaid (I forget her name) was shut up there, at night, 
in attendance on her mistress. Marian, though fast recovering, still 
kept her bed, with Mrs. Rubelle for nurse. No other living creatures 
but my wife, myself, and Percival were in the house. With all the 
chances thus in our favour, I confronted the next emergency, and 
played the second move in the game. 

The object of the second move was to induce Lady Glyde to leave 
Blackwatcr, unaccompanied by her sister. Unless we could persuade 
her that Marian had gone on to Cumberland first, there was no chance 
of removing her, of her own free will, from the house. To produce 
this ncccssar}’ operation on her mind, we concealed our interesting 
invalid in one of the uninhabited bedrooms at Blackwater. At the dead 
of night Madame Tosco, Madame Rubelle, and myself (Percival not 
being cool enough to be trusted), accomplished the concealment. 
The scene was picturesque, mysterious, dramatic, in the highest 
degree. By my directions, the bed had been made, in the morning, 
on a strong movable framework of w’ood. We had only to lift the 
framework gently at the head and foot, and to transport our patient 
where we pleased, without disturbing herself or her bed. No chemical 
assistance was needed, or used, in this case. Our interesting Marian 
lay in the deep repose of convalescence. We placed the candles and 
opened the doors, beforehand. I, in right of my great personal 
strength, took the head of the framework—my wife and Madame 
Rubelle took the foot. I bore my share of that inestimably precious 
burden w'ith a manly tenderness, wTth a fatherly care. Where is the 
modern Rembrandt who could depict our midnight procession ? Alas 
for the Arts ! alas for this most pictorial of subjects ! The modem 
Rembrandt is nowhere to be found. 

The next morning, my wife and I started for London—leaving 
Marian secluded, in the uninhabited middle of the house, under care 
of Madame Rubelle ; who kindly consented to imprison herself with 
her patient for two or three days. Before taking our departure, I 
gave Percival Mr. Fairlie’s letter of invitation to his niece (instructing 
her to sleep on the journey to Cumberland at her aunt’s house), with 
directions to show it to Lady Glyde on hearing from me. I also 
obtained from him the address of the Asylum in which Anne Catherick 
had been confined, and a letter to the proprietor, announcing to that 
gentleman the return of his runaway patient to medical care 

I had arranged, at my last visit to the metropolis, to have our modest 
domestic establishment ready to receive us whm we amv^ in London 
by the early train. In consequence of this wise precaution, we were 
enabled that same day to play the third move in the game—the getting 
possession of Anne Catherick, 

Dates are of importance here. I combine in myself the opposite 
characteristics of a Man of Sentiment and a Man of Business. I have 
all the dates at my fingers* ends. 
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On Wednesday, the 24th of July, 1850, I sent my wife, in a cab, to 
clear Mrs. Clements out of the way, in the first place. A supposed 
message from Lady Clyde in London, was sufficient to obtain this 
result. Mrs. Clements was taken away in the cab, and was left in the 
cab, while my wife (on pretence of purchasing something at a shop) 
gave her the slip, and returned to receive her expected visitor at our 
house in St. John’s Wood. It is hardly nccessar>’ to add that the visitor 
had been described to the servants as “ Lady Clyde.” 

In the meantime I had followed in another cab, with a note for Anne 
Catherick, merely mentioning that Lady Clyde intended to keep 
Mrs. Clements to spend the day with her, and that she was to )oin 
them, under care of the good gentleman waiting outside, who had 
already saved her from discovery in Hampshire by Sir Pcrcival. The 
“ good gentleman ” sent in this note by a street boy, and paused for 
results, a door or tNvo farther on. At the moment when Anne appeared 
at the house-door and closed it, this excellent man had the cab-door 
open ready for her—absorbed her into the vehicle—and drove off. 

(Pass me, here, one exclamation in parenthesis. How interesting 
this is !) 

On. the way to Forest-Road, my companion showed no fear. I can 
be paternal—no man more so—when I please ; and I was intensely 
paternal on this occasion. What titles I had to her confidence ! I 
had compounded the medicine which had done her good ; I had warned 
her of her danger from Sir Percival. Perhaps, I trusted too implicitly 
to these titles ; perhaps, I underrated the keenness of the lower instincts 
in persons of weak intellect—it is certain that I neglected to prepare 
her sufficiently for a disappointment on entering my house. When I 
took her into the drawing-room—when she saw no one present but 
Madame Fosco, who was a stranger to her—she exhibited the most 
violent agitation ; if she had scented danger in the air, as a dog scents 
the presence of some creature unseen, her alarm could not have dis¬ 
played itself more suddenly and more causelessly. I interposed in 
vain. The fear from which she was suffering, I might have sootlied— 
but the serious heart-disease, under which she laboured, was beyond 
the reach of all moral palliatives. To my unspeakable horror, she was 
seized with convulsions—a shock to the system, in her condition, which 
might have laid her dead at any moment, at our feet. 

The nearest doctor was sent for, and was told that “ Lady Clyde ” 
required his immediate services. To my infinite relief, he was a 
capable man. I represented my visitor to him as a person of weak 
intellect, and subject to delusions ; and I arranged that no nurse but 
my wife should watch in the sick-room. The unhappy woman was 
too ill, however, to cause any anxiety about what she might say. The 
one dread which now oppressed me, was the dread that the false Lady 
Clyde might die, before the true Lady Clyde arrived in London. 

I had written a note in the morning to Madame Rubelle, telling her 
to join me, at her husband’s house, on the evening of Friday, the 26th j 
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with another note to PercivaJ, warning him to show his wife her uncle’s 
letter of invitation, to assert that Marian had gone on before her, and 
to despatch her to town, by the mid-day train, on tlie 26th, also. On 
reflection, 1 had felt the necessity, in Anne Cathcrick’s state of health, 
of precipitating events, and of having Lady Clyde at my disposal 
earlier than I had originally contemplated, ^^at fresh directions, in 
the terrible uncertainty of my position, could I now issue ? I could do 
nothing but trust to chance and the doctor. My emotions expressed 
themselves in pathetic apostrophes—which I was just self-possessed 
enough to couple, in the hearing of other people, with the name of 
“ Lady Clyde.” In all other respects, Fosex), on that memorable 
day, was Fosco shrouded in total eclipse. 

She passed a bad night—she awoke worn out—but, later in tlie day, 
she revived amazingly. My clastic spirits revived with her. I could 
receive no answers from Percival or Madame Rubelle till the morning 
of the next day—the 26th. In anticipation of their following my 
directions, which, accident apart, I knew they w’ould do, I went to 
secure a fly to fetch Lady Clyde from the railway ; directing it to be at 
my house on the 26th, at two o’clock. After seeing the order entered 
in the book, I went on to arrange matters with Monsieur Rubefle. I 
also procured the services of nvo gentlemen, who could furnish me 
with the necessary certificates of lunacy. One of them I knew per¬ 
sonally : the otlier was known to Monsieur Rubelle. Both were men 
whose vigorous minds soared superior to narrow scruples—both were 
labouring under temporary embarrassments—both believed in me. 

It was past five o’clock in the afternoon before I returned from the 
performance of these duties. When I got back, Anne Catherick was 
dead. Dead on the 25th; and Lady Clyde was not to arrive in 
London till tlie 26tli! 

I was stunned. Aleditatc on that. Fosco stunned ! 

It was too late to retrace our steps. Before my return, the doctor 
had officiously undertaken to save me all trouble, by registering the 
death on the date when it happened, with his own hand. My grand 
scheme, unassailable hitherto, had its weak place now—no efforts, on 
my part, could alter the fatal event of the 25tb. I turned manfully to 
the future. Percival’s interests and mine being still at stake, nothing 
was left but to play the game through to the end. I recalled my im¬ 
penetrable calm—and played it. 

On the morning of the 26th, Percival’s letter reached me, an¬ 
nouncing his wife’s arrival by the mid-day train. Madame Rubelle 
also wrote to say she would follow in the evening. I started in the 
fly, leaving the false Lady Clyde dead in the house, to receive tlie true 
Lady Clyde, on her arrival by the railway at three o’clock. Hidden 
under the seat of the carriage, I carried with me all the clothes Anne 
Catherick had worn on coming into my house—they were destined to 
assist the resurrection of the woman who was dead in the person of ffie 
woman who was living. What a situation I I suggest it to the rising 
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romance writers of England. I offer it, as totally new, to the wom-out 
dramatists of France. 

Lady Glyde was at the station. There was great crov/ding and 
confusion, and more delay than I liked (in case any of her friends had 
happened to be on the spot), in reclaiming her luggage. Her first 
questions, as we drove off, implored me to tell her news of her sister. 

I invented news of the most pacifying kind ; assuring her that she was 
about to see her sister at my house. My house, on this occasion only, 
was in the neighbourhood of Leicester-Square, and was in the occupa¬ 
tion of Monsieur Rubelle, who received us in the hall. 

I took my visitor up-stairs into a back room ; the two medical 
gentlemen being there in waiting on the floor beneath, to see the 
patient, and to give me their certificates. After quieting Lady Glyde 
by the necessary assurances about her sister, I introduced my friends, 
separately, to her presence. They performed the formalities of the 
occasion lariefly, intelligently, conscientiously. I entered the room 
again, as soon as they had left it; and at once precipitated events by a 
reference, of the alarming kind, to “ Miss Halcombc’s ” state of health. 

Results followed as I had anticipated. Lady Glyde became 
frightened, and turned faint. For the second time, and the last, I 
called Science to my assistance. A medicated glass of water, and a 
medicated bottle of smelling-salts, relieved her of all further em¬ 
barrassment and alarm. Additional applications, later in the evening, 
procured her the inestimable blessing of a good night’s rest. Madame 
Rubelle arrived in time to preside at Lady Glyde’s toilet. Her own 
clothes were taken away from her at night, and Anne Cathcrick’s were 
put on her in the morning, with the strictest regard to propriety, by 
the matronly hands of the good Rubelle. Throughout the day, I 
kept our patient in a state of partially-suspended consciousness, until 
the dexterous assistance of my medical friends enabled me to procure 
the necessary order, rather earlier than I had ventured to hope. That 
evening (the evening of the 27th) Madame Rubelle and I took our 
revived “ Anne Catherick ” to the Asylum. She was received, with 
great surprise—but, without suspicion ; thanks to the order and 
certificates, to Percival’s letter, to the likeness, to the clothes, and to the 
patient’s own confused menud condition at the time. I returned at 
once to assist Madame Fosco in the preparation for the burial of the false 
“ Lady Glyde,” having the clothes and luggage of the true ” Lady 
Glyde ” in my possession. They were afterwards sent to Cumberland 
by the conveyance which was used for the funeral. I attended the 
funeral, with becoming dignity, attired in the deepest mourning. 

My narrative of these remarkable events, written under equally 
remarkable circumstances, closes here. The minor precautions which 
I observed, in co mmuni cating with Limmeridge House, are already 
known—so is the ma gnifi cent success of my enterprise—so are the 
solid pecuniary results which followed it. I have to assert, with the 
whole force of my conviction, that the one weak place in my scheme 
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would never have been found out, if the one weak place in my heart 
had not been discovered first. Nothing but my fatal admiration for 
Marian restrained me from stepping in to my own rescue, when she 
effected her sister’s escape. I ran the risk, and trusted in the complete 
destruction of Lady Clyde’s identity. If either Marian or Mr. 
Hartright attempted to assert that identity, they would publicly expose 
themselves to the imputation of sustaining a rank deception, they 
would be distrusted and discredited accordingly ; and they would, 
therefore, be powerless to place my interests or Percival’s secret in 
jeopardy. I committed one error in trusting myself to such a blind¬ 
fold calculation of chances as this. I committed another when Percival 
had paid the penalty of his own obstinacy and violence, by panting 
Lady Clyde a second reprieve from the mad-house, and allowing Mr. 
Hartright a second chance of escaping me. In brief, Fosco, at this 
serious crisis, was untrue to himself. Deplorable and uncharacteristic 
fault! Behold the cause, in my heart—behold, in the image of Marian 
Halcombc, the first and last weakness of Fosco’s life ! 

At the ripe atic of sixty . I make this unparalleled confession . Youths ! 
I invoke your s^’mpathy. Maidens 1 1 claTm y ouF tears. 

A word more—^hd the attention of the reader (concentrated breath¬ 
lessly on myself) shall be released. 

My own mental insight informs me that three inevitable questions 
will be asked, here, by persons of inquiring minds. They shall be 
stated : they shall be answered. 

First question. What is the secret of Madame Fosco’s unhesitating 
devotion of herself to the fulfilment of my boldest wishes, to the 
furtherance of my deepest plans ? I might answer this, by simply 
referring to my own character, and by asking, in my turn :—Where, 
in the history of the world, has a man of my order ever been found 
without a woman in the background, self-immolated on the altar of 
his life ? But I remember that I am writing in England ; I remember 
that I was married in England—and I ask, if a woman’s married 
obligations, in this country, provide for her private opinion of her 
husband’s principles ? No ! They charge her unreservedly to love, 
honour, and obey him. That is exactly what my wife has done. I 
stand, here, on a supreme moral elevation; and I loftily assert her 
accurate performance of her conjugal duties. Silence, Calumn y 1 
Your sympathy, Wives of England, for Madame Fosco ! 

Second question. If Anne Catherick had not died when she did, 
what should I have done ? I should, in that case, have assisted worn- 
out Nature in finding permanent repose. I should have opened the 
doors of the Prison of Life, and have extended to the captive (incurably 
afflicted in mind and body both) a happy release. 

Third question. On a calm revision of all the circumstances—Is 
my conduct worthy of any serious blame ? Most emphatically. No ! 
Have I not carefuUv avoided expos ing mvself to the odium of com- 
mitting mmecessary CTime i with my vast resQurc«"Tn ch Sm stryj I 
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might have taken Lady Clyde’s life. At immense personal sacrifice, 
I followed the dictates of my own ingenuity, my own humanity, my 
own caution—and took her identity, instead. Judge me by what I 
might have done. How comparatively innocent! how indirectly 
virtuous I appear, in what I really did ! 

I announced, on beginning it, that this narrative would be a re¬ 
markable document. It has entirely answered ray expectations. 
Receive these fervid lines—ray last legacy to the country I leave for 
ever. They are worthy of the occasion, and worthy of FOSCO. 


THE STORY CONCLUDED BY WALTER HARTRIGHT 


I 


When I closed the last leaf of the Count’s manuscript, the half-hour 
during which I had engaged to remain at Forest-Road had expired. 
Monsieur Rubelle looked at his watch, and bowed. I rose immediately, 
and left the agent in possession of the empty house. I never saw him 
again ; I never heard more of him or of his wife. Out of the dark 
byways of villainy and deceit, they had crawled across our path—into 
the same byways they crawled back secretly and were lost. ‘ 

In a quarter of an hour after leaving Forest-Road, I was at home 
again. 

But few words sufficed to tell Laura and Marian how my desperate 
venture had ended, and what the next event in our lives was likely to 
be. I left all details to be described later in the day ; and hastened 
back to St. John’s Wood, to see the person of whom Count Fosco had 
ordered the fly, when he went to meet Laura at the station. 

The address in my possession led me to some “ livery stables,” about 
a quarter of a mile distant from Forest-Road. The proprietor proved 
to be a civil and respccuble man. When I explained that an important 
family matter obliged me to ask him to refer to his books, for the pur¬ 
pose of ascertaining a date with which the record of his business trans- 
a^ons nught supply me, he offered no objection to granting my request. 
The book was produced; and there, under the date of “ July 26th, 
1850, the order was entered, in these words : 

5 , Forest-Road. Two o’clock. 

(John Owen).” 

I found, on inquiry, that the name of “ John Owen,” attached to the 
entry, referred to the man who had been employed to drive the fly. He 

was then at work in the $table-yard> and was sent for to see me, at 
my request. 


” Do you remember driving a gentleman, in the month of July last, 

from Number Five, Forest-Road to the Waterloo Bridge station ? ” 
1 asked* 


‘‘ sir,” said the man; “ I can’t exactly say I do.” 

Perhaps you remember the gentleman himself ? Can you call to 
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mind driving a foreigner, last summer—a tall gentleman, and re¬ 
markably fat ? ” The man’s face brightened directly. 

“ I remember him, sir ! The fattest gentleman as ever I see—and 
the heaviest customer as ever I drove. Yes, yes—I call him to mind, 
sir ! Wc did go to the station, and it was from Forest-Road. There 
was a parrot, or summat like it, screeching in the window. The gentle¬ 
man was in a mortal hurr>' about the lady’s luggage ; and he give me 
a handsome present for looking sharp and getting the boxes.” 

Getting the boxes ! I recollected immediately that Laura’s own 
account of herself, on her arrival in London, described her luggage as 
being collected for her by some person whom Count Fosco brought 
with him to tlic station. This was the man. 

“ Did you see the lady ? ” I asked. “ What did she look like ? Was 
she young or old ? ” 

“ Well, sir, what with the hurry and the crowd of people pushing 
about, I can’t rightly say what the lady looked like. I can’t call 
nothing to mind about her that I know of—excepting her name.” 

“ You remember her name !” 

“ Yes, sir. Her name was Lady Clyde.” 

“ How do you come to remember that, when you have forgotten 
what she looked like ? ” 

The man smiled, and shifted his feet in some little embarrassment. 

“ Why, to tell you the truth, sir,” he said, “ I hadn’t been long 
married at that time ; and my wife’s name, before she changed it for 
mine, was the same as the lady’s—meaning the name of Glydc, sir. 
The lady mentioned it herself. ‘ Is your name on your boxes, ma’am ? ’ 
says I. ‘ Yes,’ says she, ‘ my name is on my luggage—it is Lady 
Clyde.’ ‘ Come ! ’ I says to myself, ‘ I’ve a bad head for gentlefolks’ 
names in general—but this one comes like an old friend, at any rate.’ 
I can’t say nothing about the time, sir, it might be nigh on a year ago, 
or it mightn’t. But I can swear to the stout gentleman, and swear to 
the lady’s name.” 

There was no need that he should remember the time; the date 
was positively established by his master’s order-book. I felt at once 
that the means were now in my power of striking down the whole 
conspiracy at a blow with the irresistible weapon of plain fact. Without 
a moment’s hesitation, I took the proprietor of the livery stables aside, 
and told him what the real importance was of the evidence of his order- 
book and the evidence of his driver. An arrangement to compensate 
him for tlie temporary loss of the man’s services was easily made ; and 
a copy of the entry in the book was taken by myself, and certified as 
true by the master’s own signature. I left the livery stables, having 
settled that John Owen was to hold himself at my disposal for the next 
three days, or for a longer period, if necessity required it. 

I now had in my possession all the papers that I wanted ; the district 
registrar’s own copy of the certificate of death, and Sir Percival’s dated 
letter to the Count, being safe in my pocket-book. 
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With this WTitten evidence about me, and with the coachman's 
answers fresh in my memory, I next turned my steps, for the first time 
since the beginning of all my inquiries, in the direction of Mr. Kyrle’s 
office. One of my objects, in paying him this second visit, was, 
necessarily, to tell him what I had done. The other, was to warn him 
of my resolution to take my wife to Limmeridge ffie next morning, 
and to have her publicly received and recognised in her uncle’s house. 

I left it to Mr. Kyrle to decide, under these circumstances, and in 
Mr. Gilmore’s absence, whether he was or was not bound, as the 
family solicitor, to be present, on that occasion, in the family interests. 

I will say nothing of Mr. Kyrlc’s amazement, or of the terms in 
which he expressed his opinion of my conduct, from tlic first stage of 
the investigation to the last. It is only necessary to mention that he 
at once decided on accompanying us to Cumberland. 

We started the next morning, by tlic early train. Laura, Marian, 
Mr. Kyrle, and myself in one carriage j and Jolin Owen, witlt a clerk 
from Mr. Kyrle’s office, occupying places in another. On reaching the 
Limmeridge station, we went first to the farm-house at Todd’s Comer. 
It was my firm determination that Laura should not enter her uncle’s 
house till she appeared there publicly recognised as his niece. I left 
Marian to settle the question of accommodation with Mrs. Todd, as 
soon as the good woman had recovered from the bewilderment of 
hearing what our errand was in Cumberland ; and I arranged with her 
husband that John Owen was to be committed to the ready hospitality 
of tlie faim-scrvants. These preliminaries completed, Mr. Kyrle and 
I set forth together for Limmeridge House. 

I cannot write at any length of our interview with Mr. Fairlic, for I 
cannot recall it to mind, without feelings of impatience and contempt, 
which make the scene, even in remembrance only, utterly repulsive to 
me. I prefer to record simply that I carried my point. Mr. Fairlic 
attempt^ to treat us on his customary plan. We passed witliout 
notice his polite insolence at the outset of the interview. We heard 
without sympathy the protestations with which he tried next to persuade 
us that the disclosure of the conspiracy had overwhelmed him. He 
absolutely whined and whimpered, at last, like a fretful child. “ How 
was he to know that his niece was alive, when he was told that she was 
dead ? He would welcome dear Laura, with pleasure, if we would 
only allow him time to recover. Did we think he looked as if he wanted 
him7ing into his grave ? No. Then, why hurry him ? ” He 
reiterated these remonstrances at every available opportunity, until 1 
checked them once for all, by placing him firmly between two inevitable 
alternatives. I gave him his choice between doing his niece justice, on 
my terms—or facing the consequences, of a public assertion of her 
existence in a court of law. Mr. Kyrle, to whom he turned for help, 
told him plainly that he must decide the question, then and there. 
Characteristically choosing the alternative which promised soonest to 
release him from all personal anxiety, he announced, with a sudden 
16 
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outburst of cnerg)', that he was not strong enough to bear any more 
bullying, and that we might do as we pleased. 

Air. ivyrlc and 1 at once went down-stairs, and agreed upon a form 
of letter which was to be sent round to the tenants who had attended 
the false funeral, summoning them, in Mr. Fairlie’s name, to assemble 
in Limmeridge House, on the next day but one. An order, referring 
to the same date, was also written, directing a statuary in Carlisle to 
send a man to Limmeridge churchyard, for the purpose of erasing an 
inscription—Mr. Kyrle, who had arranged to sleep in the house, 
undertaking that Mr. Fairlic should hear these letters read to him, and 
should sign them with his own hand. 

I occupied the interval day, at the farm, in writing a plain narrative 
of the conspiracy, and in adding to it a statement of the practical 
contradiction which facts offered to the assertion of Laura’s death. 
This I submitted to Mr. Kyrle, before I read it, the next day, to the 
assembled servants. We also arranged the form in which the evidence 
should be presented at the close of the reading. After these matters 
were settled, Mr. Kyrle endeavoured to turn the conversation, next, 
to Laura’s affairs. Knowing, and desiring to know, nothing of those 
affairs ; and doubting whether he would approve, as a man of business, 
of my conduct in relation to my wife’s life-interest in the legacy left to 
Madame Fosco ; 1 begged Mr. Kyrle to excuse me if I abstained from 
discussing the subject. It was connected, as I could truly tell him, with 
those sorrows and troubles of the past which we never referred to among 
ourselves, and which we instinctively shrank from discussing with others. 

My last labour, as tlic evening approached, was to obtain “ The 
Narrative of the Tombstone,” by taking a copy of the false inscription 
on the grave, before it was erased. 

The day came—tlic day when Laura once more entered the familiar 
breakfast-room at Limmeridge House. All the persons assembled 
rose from their scats as Marian and I led her in. A perceptible shock 
of surprise, an audible murmur of interest, ran through ftiem, at the 
sight of her face. Mr. Fairlie was present (by my express stipulation), 
witli Mr. Kyrle by his side. His valet stood behind him with a smelling- 
bottle ready in one hand, and a white handkerchief, saturated with 
eau-de-Cologne, in the other. 

I opened the proceedings by publicly appealing to Mr. Fairlie to 
say whether I appeared there with his authority and under his express 
sanction. He extended an arm, on either side, to Mr. Kyrle and to his 
valet; was by them assisted to stand on his legs ; and then expressed 
himself in these terms : “ Allow me to present Mr. Hartright. I am 
as great an invalid as ever; and he is so very obliging as to speak for 
me. The subject is dreadfully embarrassing. Please hear him —and 
don’t make a noise ! ” With those words, he slowly sank back again 
into the chair, and took refuge in his scented pocket-handkerchief. 

The disclosure of the conspiracy followed—after I had offered my 
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preliminary explanation^ first of all, in tlie fewest and the plainest words. 
I was there present (I informed my hearers) to declare first, that my 
wife, then sitting by me, was the daughter of the late Air. Philip Fairlie ; 
secondly, to prove, by positive facts, that the funeral which they had 
attended in Limmeridge churchyard, was the funeral of another woman; 
thirdly, to give them a plain account of how it had all happened. With¬ 
out fuller preface, I at once read the narrative of the conspiracy, 
describing it in clear outline, and dwelling only upon the pecuniary 
motive for it, in order to avoid compheating my statement by un- 
necessa^ reference to Sir Percival’s secret. This done, I reminded 
my audience of the date on the inscription in the churchyard (the 25th), 
and confirmed its correctness by producing the certificate of death. I 
then read them Sir Percival’s letter of the 25th, aimouncing his wife’s 
intended journey from Hampshire to London on the 26th. I next 
showed that she had taken that journey, by the personal testimony of 
the driver of the fly; and I proved that she had performed it on the 
appointed day, by the order-book at the livery stables. Marian then 
added her own statement of the meeting between Laura and herself 
at the madhouse, and of her sister’s escape. After which, I closed the 
proceedings by informing the persons present of Sir Percival’s death, 
and of my marriage. 

Mr. Kyrlc rose, when I resumed my scat, and declared, as the legal 
adviser of the family, that my case was proved by the plainest evidence 
he had ever heard in his life. As he spoke those words, I put my arm 
round Laura, and raised her so that she was plainly visible to every one 
in the room. “ Are you all of the same opinion ? ” I asked, advancing 
towards them a few steps, and pointing to my wife. 

The effect of the question was electrical. Far down at the lower end 
of the room, one of the oldest tenants on the estate, started to his 
f^t, and led the rest with him in an instant. 1 sec the man now, with 
his honest b^o^^ face and his iron-grey hair, mounted on the window- 
s^t, waving his heavy riding-whip over his head, and leading the 
cheers. ‘ There she is alive and hearty—-God bless her ! Gi’ it tongue, 
lads 1 Gi’ it tongue ! ” The shout that answered him, reiterated 
again and again, was the sweetest music I ever heard. The labourers 
m the village and the boys from the school, assembled on the lawn, 
caught up the cheering and echoed it back on us. The farmers’ 
wives clustered round Laura, and struggled which should be first to 
shake h^ds with her, and to implore her, with the tears pouring 
over tneir own cheeks^ to be^ up bravely and not to cry* She was 
so TOmpletcIy overwhelmed, that I was obliged to take her from them, 
^d cany her to the door. There 1 gave her into Mar ian *^ care— 

never failed us yet, whose courageous self-control 
did not us now. Left by myself at the door, I invited all the persons 
present (after t h an k i n g them in Laura’s name and mine) to follow me 
to the ^urchyard, and see the false inscription struck off the tombstone 
with tbcir own eyes. 
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They ail left the house, and ail joined the throng of villagers collected 
round the grave, where die statuary’s man was waiting for us. In a 
brcadiless silence, the fust sharp stroke of the steel sounded on the 
marble. Not a voice was heard ; not a soul moved, till those words, 

“ Laura, Lady Glyde,” had vanished from sight. Then there was a 
great heave of relief among the crowd, as if they felt that the last fetters 
of the conspiracy had been struck off Laura herself—and the assembly 
slowly withdrew. It was late in the day before the whole inscription 
was erased. One line only was afterwards engraved in its place: 

“ Anne Cathcrick, July 25th, 1850.” 

1 returned to Limmeridgc House early enough in the evening to 
take leave of Mr. Kyrle. He and his clerk, and the driver of the fly, 
went back to London by the night train. On their departure, an 
insolent message was delivered to me from Mr. Fairlic—who had been 
carried from the room in a shattered condition, when the first out¬ 
break of cheering answered my appeal to the tenantry. The message 
conveyed to us “ Mr. Fairlie’s best congratulations,” and requested 
to know whether “we contemplated stopping in the house.” I sent 
back word that the only object for which we had entered Ids doors 
was accomplished ; that I contemplated stopping in no man’s house 
but my own ; and that Mr. Fairlie need not entertain the slightest 
apprehension of ever seeing us, or hearing from us again. We went 
back to our friends at the farm, to rest that night; and the next morning 
—escorted to the station, with the heartiest enthusiasm and good will, 
by the whole village and by all the farmers in the neighbourhood— 
we returned to London. 

As our view of tlie Cumberland hills faded in the distance, I thought 
of the first disheartening circumstances under which the long struggle 
that was now past and over had been pursued. It was strange to look 
back and to see, now, tliat the poverty which had denied us all hope 
of assistance, had been the indirca means of our success, by forcing 
me to act for myself. If we had been rich enough to find legal help, 
what would have been the result? The gain (on Mr. Kyrle’s own 
showing) would have been more than doubtful; the loss—judging by 
the plain test of events as they had really happened—certain. The 
Law would never have obtained me my interview with Mrs. Cathehek, 
The Law would never have made Pesca the means of forcing a con¬ 
fession from the Count. 


II 

Two more events remain to be added to the chain, before it reaches 
fairly from the outset of the story to the close. 

While our new sense of freedom from the long oppression of the past 
was still strange to us, I was sent for by the fhend who had given me 
my first employment in wood engraving, to receive from him a fresh 
testimony of his regard for my welfare. He had been commissioned 
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by his employers to go to Paris, and to examine for them a fresh dis¬ 
covery in the practical application of his Art, the merits of which they 
were anxious to ascertain. His own engagements had not allowed him 
leisure time to undertake the errand ; and he had most kindly suggested 
that it should be transferred to me. I could have no hesitation in 
thankfully accepting the offer ; for if I acquitted myself of my com¬ 
mission as I hoped I should, the result would be a permanent engage¬ 
ment on the illustrated newspaper, to which I was now only occasionally 
attached. 

I received my instructions and packed up for the journey the next 
day. On leaving Laura once more (under what changed circum¬ 
stances !) in her sister’s care, a serious consideration occurred to me, 
which had more than once crossed my wife’s mind, as well as my own, 
already—I mean the consideration of Marion’s future. Had we any 
right to let our selhsh affection accept tlie devotion of all that generous 
life ? Was it not our duty, our best expression of gratitude, 10 forget 
ourselves, and to think only of her ? I tried to say this, when we 
were alone for a moment, before I went away. She took my hand, 
and silenced me, at the first words. 

“ After all that we three have suffered together,” she said, “ there 
can be no parting between us, till the last parting of all. My heart 
and my happiness, Walter, are with Laura and you. Wait a little till 
there are children’s voices at your fireside. I will teach them to speak 
for me, in their language ; and the first lesson iliey say to tlieir father 
and mother shall be—We can’t spare our aunt! ” 

My journey to Paris was not undertaken alone. At the eleventh 
hour, Pesca decided that he would accompany me. He had not re¬ 
covered his customary cheerfulness since the night at the Opera ; and 
he determined to try what a week’s holiday would do to raise his spirits. 

I performed the errand entrusted to me, and drew out the necessary 
report, on the fourth day from our arrival in Paris. The fifth day, I 
arranged to devote to sight-seeing and amusements in Pesca’s company. 

Our hotel had been too full to accommodate us both on the same floor. 
My room was on the second story, and Pesca’s was above me, on the 
third. On the morning of the fifth day, I went up-stairs to see if the 
Professor was ready to go out. Just before I reached the landing, I 
saw his door open^ from the inside; a long, delicate, nervous hand 
(not my friend’s hand certainly) held it ajar. At the same time I 
heard Pesca’s voice saying eagerly, in low tones, and in his own lan¬ 
guage ; “ I remember the name, but I don’t know the man. You saw 
at the Opera, he was so changed that I could not recognise him . I will 
forward the report—I can do no more.” “ No more need be done,” 
answered a second voice. The door opened wide; and the light- 
hair ed man with the scar on his check—the man I had seen following 
Coimt Fosco’s cab a week before—came out. He bowed, as I drew 
aside to let him pass—^his face was fearfully pale—and he held fast by 
the banisters, as he descended the stairs. 
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I pushed open the door, and entered Pesca’s room^ He was crouched 
up, in the strangest manner, in a corner of the sofa. He seemed to 
shrink from me, when I approached him. 

“ Am I disturbing you ? ” I asked. “ I did not know you had a 
friend with you till I saw him come out.” 

“ No friend,” said Pesca, eagerly. “ I see him to-day for the first 
time, and the last.” 

“lam afraid he has brought you bad news ? ” 

“ Horrible news, Walter! Let us go back to London—I don’t want 
to stop here—I am sorry I ever came. The misfortunes of my youth 
are very hard upon me,” he said, turning his face to the wall; “ ve^ 
hard upon me in my later time. I try to forget them—and they will 
not forget me f ” 

“ We can’t return, I am afraid, before the afternoon,” I replied. 

“ Would you like to come out with me in the mean time ? ” 

“ No, my friend i I will wait here. But let us go back to-day—pray 
let us go back.” 

1 left him with the assurance that he should leave Paris that after¬ 
noon. We had arranged, the evening before, to ascend the Cathedral 
of Notre Dame, witli Victor Hugo’s noble romance for our guide. 
There was nothing in the French capital that I was more anxious to 
see—and I departed by myself for tlie church. 

Approaching Notre Dame by the river-side, I passed on my way, the 
terrible dead-house of Paris—the Morgue. A great crowd clamoured and 
heaved round the door. There was evidently something inside which 
excited the popular curiosity, and fed the popular appetite for horror. 

I should have walked on to the church, if die conversation of two men 
and a woman on the outskirts of the crowd had not caught my ear. 
They had just come out from seeing the sight in the Morgue ; and the 
account they were giving of the dead body to their neighbours, des¬ 
cribed it as the corpse of a man—a man of immense size, with a strange 
mark on his left arm. 

The moment those words reached me, I stopped, and took my 
place with the crowd going in. Some dim foreshadowing of the truth 
had crosse 4 my mind, when I heard Pesca’s voice through the open 
door, and when I saw the stranger’s face as he passed me on the stairs 
of the hotel. Now, the truth itself was revealed to me—revealed, in 
die chance words ^at had just reached my cars. Other vengeance 
than mine had followed that fated man from the theatre to his own 
door; from his own door to his refuge in Paris. Other vengeance 
than mine had called him to the day of reckoning, and had exacted 
from him the penalty of his life. The moment when I had pointed 
him out to Pesca at the theatre, in the hearing of that stranger by our 
side, who was looking for him too—was the moment that sealed his 
doom. I remember the struggle in my own heart, when he and I 
stood face to face—the struggle before I could let him escape me— 
and shuddered as I recalled it. 
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Slowly, inch by inch, I pressed in with the crowd, moving nearer 
and nearer to the great glass screen that parts the dead from the living 
at the Morgue—nearer and nearer, till I was close behind the front 
row of spectators, and could look in. 

There he lay, unov^med, unknown ; exposed to the flippant curiosity 
of a French mob ! There was the dreadful end of that long life of 
degraded ability and heartless crime ! Hushed in the sublime repose 
of death, the broad, firm, massive face and head fronted us so grandly, 
that the chattering Frenchwomen about me lifted their hands in 
admiration, and cried in shrill chorus, “ Ah, what a handsome man ! ” 
The wound that had killed him had been struck with a knife or dagger 
exactly over his heart. No other traces of violence appeared about the 
body, except on the left arm ; and there, exactly in the place where I 
had seen the brand on Pesca’s arm, were two deep cuts in the shape of 
the letter T, which entirely obliterated the mark of the Brotherhood. 
His clothes, hung above him, showed that he had been himself con¬ 
scious of his danger—they were the clothes that had disguised him as 
a French artisan. For a few moments, but not for longer, I forced 
myself to see these things through the glass screen. I can write of 
them at no greater length, for I saw no more. 

The few facts, in connexion with his death which I subsequently 
ascertained (partly from Pesca and partly from other sources), may be 
stated here, before the subject is dismissed from these pages. 

His body was taken out of tlie Seine, in the disguise wliich I have 
described; nothing being found on him which revealed his name, his 
rank, or Ms place of abode. The hand that struck him was never 
traced, and the circumstances under which he was killed were never 
discovered. I leave others to draw their own conclusions, in reference 
to the secret of the assassination as I have drawn mine. When I have 
intimated that the foreigner with the scar was a member of the Brother¬ 
hood (admitted in Italy, after Pcsca’s departure from his native country) 
and when I have further added that the two cuts, in the form of a T, 
on the left arm of the dead man, signified the Italian word “Traditor,” 
and showed that justice had been done by the Brotherhood on a 
Traitor, I have contributed all tliat 1 know towards elucidating the 
mystery of Count Fosco’s death. 

The body was identified, the day after 1 had seen it, by means of an 
anonymous letter addressed to his wife. He was buried, by Madame 
Fosco, in the cemetery of P^re la Cbiuse. Fresh funeral wreaths 
continue, to this day, to be himg on the ornamental bronze-railings 
round the tomb, by the Countess’s own hand. She lives, in the 
strictest retirement, at Versailles. Not long since, she published a 
biography of her deceased husband. The work throws no light what¬ 
ever on the name that was really his own, or on the secret history of his 
life; it is almost entirely devoted to the praise of his domestic virtues, 
the assertion of his rare abilities, and the enumeration of the honours 
conferred on him. The circumstances attending his death are very 
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briefly noticed ; and arc summed up, on the last page, in this sentence:— 
“ His life was one long assertion of the right of the aristocracy, and the 
sacred principles of Order—and he died a Martyr to his cause.” 


Ill 

The summer and autumn passed, after my return from Paris, and 
brought no changes with them which need be noticed here. We 
lived so simply and quietly, that the income which I was now steadily 
earning sufficed for all our wants. 

In the February of the new year, our first child was born—a son. 
My mother and sister and Mrs. Vesey, were our guests at the little 
christening party; and Mrs. Clements was present, to assist my wife, 
on the same occasion. Marian was our boy’s godmother ; and Pesca 
and Mr. Gilmore (the latter acting by proxy) were his godfathers. I 
may add here, that, when Mr. Gilmore returned to us, a year later, he 
assisted the design of these pages, at my request, by writing the 
Narrative which appears early in the story under his name, and which, 
though first in order of precedence, was thus, in order of time, the 
last that I received. 

The only event in our lives which now remains to be recorded, 
occurred when our little Walter was six months old. 

At that time, I was sent to Ireland, to make sketches for certain 
forthcoming illustrations in the newspaper to which I was attached. 
I was away for nearly a fortnight, corresponding regularly with my 
wife and Marian, except during the last three days of my absence, 
when my movements were too uncertain to enable me to receive 
letters. I performed the latter part of my journey back at night; 
and when 1 reached home in the morning, to my utter astonishment, 
there was no one to receive me. Laura and Marian and the child had 
left the house on the day before my return. 

A note from my wife, which was given to me by the servant, only 
increased my surprise, by informing me that they had gone to Lim- 
meridge House. Marian had prohibited any attempt at written 
explanations—I was entreated to follow them the moment 1 came 
back—complete enlightenment awaited me on my arrival in Cumberland 
—and 1 was forbidden to feel the slightest anxiety, in the meantime. 
There the note ended. It was still early enough to catch the morning 
train. 1 reached Limmeridge House the same afrernoon. 

My wife and Marian were both up-stairs. They had established 
themselves (by way of completiog my amazement) in the little room 
which had been once assigned to me for a studio, when I was employed 
on Mr. Fairlie’s drawings. On the very chair which 1 used to occupy 
when I was at work, Marian was sitting now, with the child indus* 
triously sucking his coral upon her lap>-while Laura vms s tanding by 
the w^-remembered drawing-table which I had so often used, with 
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the little album that I had filled for her, in past times open under her 
hand. 

“ What in the name of heaven has brought you here ? ” I asked. 
“ Does Mr. Fairlie know-? ” 

Atoian suspended the question on my lips, by telling me that Mr. 
Fairlie was dead. He had been struck by paralysis, and had never 
rallied after the shock. Mr. Kyrlc had informed them of his death, 
and had advised them to proceedSmmediaiely to Limmeridgc House. 

Some dim perception of a great change dawned on my mind. Laura 
spoke before I had quite realised it. She stole close to me, to enjoy 
the surprise which was still expressed in my face. 

“ My darling Walter,” she said, “ must wc really account for our 
boldness in coming here ? I am afraid, love, I can only explain it by 
breaking through our rule, and referring to the past.” 

“ There is not the least necessity for doing anything of the kind,” 
said Marian. “ Wc can be just as explicit, and much more interesting, 
by referring to the future.” She rose ; and held up the child, kicking 
and crowmg in her arms. “ Do you know who this is, Walter ? ” she 
asked, with bright tears of happiness gathering in her eyes. 

“ Even my bewilderment has its limits,” I replied. “ I think X can 
still answer for knowing my own child.” 

«. ^ exclaimed, with all her easy gaiety of old times. 

Do you talk in that familiar manner of one of the landed gcntr>’ of 
England ? Arc you aware, when I present this illustrious baby to 
your notice, m whose presence you stand ? Evidently not ! Let 
me m^e two eminent personages known to one another : Mr. Walter 
lurtright —the Heir of Limmeridge?* 

So she spoke. In writing those last words, I have written all. The 

pen falters in my hand; the long, happy labour of many months is 

over . Marian was the good angel of our lives—let Marian end our 
Story. 
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THE NOTTING HILL MYSTERY 


Air. R. Henderson to tJie Secretary of the . . . Life Assurance Association. 

Private Enquiry Office, 

Clement’s Inn. 

17th Jan., 1858. 

‘ Gentlemen, 

In laying before you the extraordinary revelations arising from my 
examination into the case of the late Madame ...» I have to apologise 
for the delay in carrying out your instructions of November last. “It has 
been occa sioned, not by an y neg lect on my but by the unexpected 
extent anaTfitricacy^-orihe enquiry into which I have bwn led.' I 
confess that jft L i tills im n trte- an diabbHbus mvestigation I could kill 
have wished a more satisfactory result, but a perusal of the accompany¬ 
ing documents, on the accuracy and completeness of which you may 
ndly rely, will I doubt not fully satisfy you of the unusual difficulty 
of the case. 

My enquiries have had reference to a p)olicy of assurance for 
£5,000, the maximum amount permitted by your rules, on the life of 
die late Madame **, effected in your office by her husband, the Baron 
bearing date ist November, 1855. Similar policies were 
held m the ... of Manchester, the ... of Liverpool, the . . . of 
i^inburgh, and the ... of Dublin, the whole amounting to £25,000 ; 
me dates, 23rd December, 1855, loth January, 25th January, and 15th 
February, 1856, respectively, being in effect almost identical. These 
companies jomed in the instructions under which I have been acting ; 

11 u voluminous nature of this letter and its enclosures, I 

shall be obliged by your considering my present reply as addressed to 
thcru conjointly with yourselves. 

Before entering upon the subject of my investigations, it may be as 
to retapi^te the circumstances under which they were originated. 
Ui these the first was the coincidence of dates, above noticed ; and an 
apparent desire on the pan of the assurer to conceal from each of the 
various offi^ the fact of similar policies having been elsewhere simul¬ 
taneously effeaed. On examining further into the matter your Board 
was also struck with the peculiar conditions under which the marriage 
ap^ared to have taken place, and the relation in which Madame R** 
ormerly stood to the Baron. To these points, therefore, my 
attention ™ specially directed, and the facts thus elicited form a very 

important link in the singular chain of evidence I have been enabled to 
put together. 

The chief element of suspicion, however, was to be found in the 
very circumstances attendant on the death of Madame R**, 

especially foUowmg so speedily as it did on the assurance for so large 
an aggregate amount. This lady died suddenly on the 15th March, 
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1857, from the cft'ccts of a powerful acid taken, it is supposed, in her 
sleep, from her husband’s laboratory. In the Baron’s answers to the 
usual preliminary enquiries, forwarded for my assistance, and herewith 
returned, there is no admission of any propensity to somnambulism. 
Shortly, however, after the occurrence had been noticed in the public 
prints, a letter to the Secretary of the Association from a gentleman 
recently lodging in the same house with Baron R**, gave reason to 
suspect that, in this respect, at least, some concealment had been 
practised, and the matter was then placed in my hands. 

On receipt of your instructions, I at once put myself in communica¬ 
tion with Mr. Aldridge, the writer of the letter in question. That 
gentleman’s evidence certainly goes to show that, within at least a very 
few months after the date of the latest policy, Baron R** was not only 
himself aware of such a propensity in his wife, but desirous of con¬ 
cealing it from others. Mr. Aldridge’s statements are also to a certain 
extent supported by those of two other witnesses ; but, unfortunately, 
there are, as will be seen, circumstances calculated to throw con¬ 
siderable doubt upon the whole of this evidence, and especially on that 
of Mr. Aldridge, from which alone the more important part of the 
inference is drawn. The same must, unfortunately, be said with 
regard to some other parts of the evidence, as will be more clearly 
seen when the case itself is before you. 

From his statement, however, in conjunction with other circum¬ 
stances, I learned enough to induce me to extend my researches to 
another very singular case, which not long since had given rise to 
considerable comment. 

You will, no doubt, remember that in the autumn of 1856 a gentle¬ 
man of the name of Anderton was arrested on suspicion of having 
poisoned his wife, and that he committed suicide whilst awaiting the 
issue of a chcmic^ enquiry into the cause of her death. This enquiry 
resulted in an acquittal, no traces of the suspeaed poison being found ; 
and the aifair was hushed up as speedily as possible, many of Ms. 
Anderton’s connections being of high standing in society, and naturally 
anxious for the honour of the family. 1 must, however, acknowledge 
the readiness with which, in the interest of justice, I have been fur¬ 
nished by them with every facility for pushing my enquiries, the 
results of which are now before you. 

In reviewing the whole facts, and more especially the series of 
remarkable coinddences of dates, etc., to which 1 beg to direct your 
most particular attention, two alternatives present themselves. In 
the first we must altogether ignore a chain of circumstantial evidence 
so complete and dose-htting in every respect, as it seems almost 
impossible to disregard; in the second we arc inevitably led to a 
condusion so at variance with all the most firmly established laws of 
nature, as it seems almost equally impossible to accept. The one leaves 
us precisdy at the point from which we started; the other involves 
the imputation of a scries of most horrible and complicated crimes. 
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Between these alternatives I am constrained to confess my own 
inability, after long and careful study, to decide. I have determined, 
therefore, simply to submit for your consideration the facts of the case 
as they appear in the depositions of the several parties from whom my 
information has been obtained. These I have arranged, as far as 
possible, in the form in which they would be laid before counsel, 
should it ultimately be deemed advisable to bring the affair into Court. 
In view, however, of the extreme length of the case, I have given, in a 
condensed form, the substance of such of the depositions as did not 
seem likely to suffer from such treatment. The more important I 
have left to tell their own tale, and, in any case, my abstract may be 
at once checked by the originals, all of which are enclosed. 

Should your conclusions be such as have been forced upon myself, 
further deliberation will yet be required with reference to the course 
to be pursued ; a point on which, in such case, I confess myself almost 
equally unable to advise. Whether, in a matter so surrounded with 
suspicion, it might not be well, in any event, to resist the claim, is 
certainly a question to be considered. On the other hand, even 
assuming the fullest proof of the terrible crimes involved, it is a matter 
calling for no less careful consideration, whether they would be found 
of a nature to bring the criminal within reach of the law. For the 
present, however, our concern is with the facts of the case, and ulterior 
questions bad bener be left on one side till that issue is decided, when, 
I conclude, X shall hear further from you on the subject. 

In conclusion, I must trouble you with a few words on a point which 
seems to require explanation. I allude to the apparent prominence I 
have been compelled to afford to the workings of what is called * Mes¬ 
meric Agency.’ Those, indeed, who are so unformnate as to be the 
victims of tlus delusion, would doubtless ftnd in it a simple, though 
terrible,' solution of the mystery we arc endeavouring to solve. But 
while frankly admitting that it was the passage from the ‘ Zoist 
Magazine,’ quoted in the course of the evidence, which first suggested 
to my mind the only conclusion I have as yet been able to imagine, I 
beg at the outset most distinctly to state, that 1 would rather admit my 
own researches to have been baffled by an illusory coincidence, than 
lay myself open to giving the slightest credit to that impudent imposture. 
We must not, however, forget that those whose lives have been passed 
in the deception of others, not imfrequently end by deceiving themselves. 
There is, ^erefore, nothing incredible in the idea that the Baron R** 
may have given sufficient credence to the statement of the ‘Zoist,* above- 
mentioned, for the suggestion to his own mind of a design, which by the 
working of a true, though most mysterious law of Nature, may really have 
been carried out. Such, at least, is the only theory by which I can 
attempt, in any way, to elucidate this otherwise unfaffiomable mystery. 

Awaiting the honour of your further commands, 

I am. Gentlemen, very faithfully yours, 

Ralph liENDERSON.” 
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SECTION 1 . THE CASE 

Extracts from the Correspondence of the Hon. 

Catherine B**. 

1— Front Lady Bolton to the Hon. C. B** {iindated\ about 
October or November of 1832.* 

“ Oh, auntie, auntie, what shall I do ? For three nights I have not 
closed my eyes, and I would not wTite even to you, auntie dear, because 
I kept hoping that, after all, things might come right, and he would 
come back again. Oh, how I have listened to every sound, and 
watched the road till my poor eyes ache ! And now' this is the fourth 
day since he went away, and oh, auntie, I am so frightened, for I am 
sure he is gone after that dreadful man, and oh, if he should meet him, 

I know something terrible will happen, for you can’t tell how he looked, 
poor Edward, I mean, when he went away. But, indeed, auntie, you 
must not be angry with him, for I know it was all my own fault, for I 
ought 10 have told him everything long ago, though indeed, indeed, 1 
never cared for him, and I do love dear Edward so dearly. I was 
afraid. . . . 

(Here the MS. becomes in places very blotted and illegible). 

and I thought it was all at an end, and then . . . and only a fortnight 
ago we were so happy . , . married hardly seven months and . . . 
but you must not think I am complaining of him, dear Auntie, for you 
don’t know how. . . . Only, if you can, come to me, for I feel getting 
so ill, and you know it is only. . . . God bless you, auntie; oh, do 
come to me if you can. 

Gertrude Bolton.” 

2— Extract of letter from the Same to the Samcy written about four 
days later. 

“ I am so sorry to bear you are so ill; don’t try to come, darling 
auntie; 1 shall do somehow, and if not, anything is better than this 
horrible suspense. . . . No tidings, yet but I cannot write more, 
for I can hardly see to guide the pen, and my poor head seems to open 
and shut. God bless you, auntie. 

G.” 

“ I open my letter to thank you so much for sending dear kind 
Mrs. Ward; she came in so unexpectedly (in a blue)f just as if she had 
come from heaven. 1 wonder if she has seen Ed. . . 

(Here the MS. ends suddenly). 

* Greut-aunc of the late Mrs. Andenon. I'he object of going so far back will 
presently appear. 

I Scratclied out. 
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3 — From Mrs. Ward to Hon. C. B**, enclosing the above. 

Beechwood,* Tuesday Night. 

“ Aiy dear Catherine, 

I fear I have but a poor account to give you of our dear Gertrude. 
Poor child, when I came into the room, and saw her looking so pale 
and wan, and witii great black circles round her eyes, I could scarcely 
keep in my own tears. She gave a little cry of joy when site saw me, 
and threw herself upon my neck ; but a moment after, turned to the 
writing table and tore open the letter I send you with tliis, and which 
was lying ready for the post. The long-continued strain seems to 
have been too much for her, and she had hardly written a line when her 
head began to wander, as you will see from tlie conclusion of her 
postscript, and in trying to write her husband’s name she broke down 
altogether, and went off into a fit of hysterics which lasted for several 
hours. She is now, I am thankful to say, comparatively calm again, 
though at time her head still wanders, and she seems quite unable to 
close her eyes, but lies in her bed looking straight before her, and 
occasionally talking to herself in a low voice, but without seeming to 
notice anything. I have endeavoured, as far as I dared, to draw from 
her the history of this sad affair, but can get nothing, poor child, but 
eager assurances that it was ‘ all her fault,’ and that ‘ indeed, indeed, 
he was not to blame.’ It seems as though my coining—though cer¬ 
tainly a great relief to her—had had the effect of putting her on her guard 
lest anything should escape her unfavourable to her husband, and her 
whole faculties seem to be concentrated in the endeavour to shield him 
from reproach. I fear, however, there can be no doubt that he has been 
very seriously to blame ; indeed, from all I can gather, the fault seems 
to have been entirely on his side. What is the precise history of tltis 
unhappy business I have not been able to learn ; but it seems that Sir 
Edward, who is certainly a most violent young man, and I fear also of 
a most jealous temperament, contracted some suspicion with regard 
to that Mr. Hawker who so persevcringly persecuted poor Gertrude 
^e winter before last, and to have left Beechwood, after a very distress- 
mg scene, in pursuit of him. Mr. Hawker is supposed to be on the 
Continent, and it is known that Sir Edward took the Dover Road, 
which, as you know, passes dose by this place. This is all I can at 
present learn with any certainty, though I hear but too much from the 
servants, who are all in such a state of indignation at Sir Edward’s 
treannent of their mistress, that I have the utmost difficulty in re¬ 
straining it from finding some open vent. Should I hear more, 1 
will of course let you know at once ; but meanwhile I cannot conceal 
from you my deep anxiety for our dear Gertrude, whose poor little heart 
seems quite broken, and for whom I am in hourly dread of the effect 
but too likely to be produced, in her present delicate state, by the 
anxiety and terror ffom which she is suffering. . . . You know how 
much I always disliked the match, and 1 feel more than ever the 

* The residence of Sir Edward Bolton. 
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impropriety of consigning so young and sensitive a girl to the care of a 
man of such notoriously uncontrollable temper. Poor thing ! This 
is evidently not the first tim e she has suffered from it, and, even should 
she herself escape without permanent injur)’ to her constitution, I 
dread the effect upon the child. . . . And now I must close this 
long and sad letter, but will write again should anything fresh occur ; 
meantime, I cannot be longer away from Gertrude’s side. I hope 
your own health is improving. Aly love to little Henry, and tell him 
to be very good while I am away. 

Your affectionate, 

Helen Ward.” 


4 —The Same to the Same. 

Beechwood, Monday morning. 

“ My dear Catherine, 

I am sorry to say I can still send you no better account of poor 
Gertrude. Since I last wrote, by Saturday evening’s post* very little 
change has taken place, though she is certainly more restless, poor 
child, and 1 fear also, if anything, weaker. She now constantly asks 
for letters, and seems impressed with the idea that we are keeping them 
from her, as indeed, in her present state, I should, I think, take the' 
responsibility of doing, if any arrived. The newspaper I have always 
kept from her until it has first been carefully examined. I am dreading 
fever, though by the doctor’s advice I have not attempted to dissuade 
her from getting up. The exertion, however, is almost more than she 
can bear, and 1 am looking anxiously for his next visit. She lies all 
day on the sofa, looking out of the window, which commands a view 
of the Dover Road. This morning she seems growing more and more 
restless, and I am waiting with inexpressible anxiety for Dr. Travers. 

Eleven o’clock. 

The doctor has been, and confirms my fear of approaching fever, 
which, however, he says may possibly pass off. He has ordered me to 
lie doNvn at once for some hours, as I have hardly been in bed since I 
arrived, and he says if fever should come on I shall want all the strength 
I can get. I shall keep this letter open, to send you by the evening’s 
post the latest account. 

Wednesday. 

All is over. I can hardly command myself sufl&ciently to write, and 
yet 1 must tell you what has happened. Oh, my dear Catherine, how 
shall I ever forgive myself for leaving poor dear Gertrude ; and yet I 
know that this is foolish, for I was ordered to do so fi>r her sake. But 
1 must come at once to the sad news I have to tell. I left poor 
Gertrude in the charge of her maid, with strict injunctions to call me 
if there should be any change; but the poor chil d seems to have grown 
quieter, and at length to have fallen asleep. The maid watch^ her 
until just four o’clock, when, overcome with weariness, she herself 

This kner is omitted as containing nothing of any importance. 
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dropped off into a doze, and on waking at a little before five, was 
horrified to find herself alone. She flew at once to me, but I had hardly 
got to the top of the stairs when some one came running up to say that 
the postman was below, and had just met with poor Gertrude, who had 
been watching for him at the gate. She enquired eagerly after letters, 
and on being told there were none, asked for the newspaper, which 
she at once hurried away with into a part of the grounds called the 
Wilderness, while the postman, fearing from her mann er that there 
was something amiss, came on to the house to tell what had occurred. 
I need not tell you with what anxiety I hastened to the Wilderness, and 
there, poor girl, we found her, stretched upon the turf close by the edge 
of the lake, with the fatal newspaper in her hand. I had her taken 
carefully to the house, and a man despatched on horseback for the 
doctor ; but before he arrived she had recovered consciousness, only, 
poor child, to be seized at once with the signs of her approaching 
trouble. From that moment until she breathed her last—an hour ago 
—I have never left her side. After nearly thirty hours of the most 
terrible suffering I have ever witnessed, she at length gave birth to two 
poor little girls, both so small and wcak-looking that it was quite 
piteous to see them. The elder in especial, which was bom about 
an hour before the second, is so weak and sickly, that the doctor says 
it is scarcely possible it can live, and, indeed, one can hardly hope that 
it may. The second seems stronger, but both arc very small and 
weakly even considering their premature birth. 

Poor Gertrude now sank rapidly, and though every means was tried, 
and she still lingered on for three or four hours, she at last sank al¬ 
together, passing away at the last so quietly that we hardly knew she 
was gone. Poor darling, I always loved her as being such a favourite 
with you all. . . . One word before I close as to the paper which was 
the unhappy cause of this terrible blow. It contained, as I had feared, 
the long-dreaded intelligence of Sir Edward’s fatal quarrel with 
Mr. H.; and I send it off by the same post, as you will wish to know 
the sad particulars. I cannot write more now, for I am fairly worn 
out, and must take some rest. You know how deeply I sympathise 
with you. . . . 

Most affectionately yours, 

Helen Ward.” 

5 —Extract from ” The Morning Heraldt' of the 12th of Novembevy 
1832. 

Fatal Duel at Dieppe .—We learn from the Paris papers, that an 
extraordinary and fat^ duel took place some days since in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of Dieppe, between two Englishmen, neither of whom has 
as yet been identified. It appears that the parties encountered each 
other in the court-yard of the Hotel de I’Europe, where one of them, 
whose linen bears the mark of C.G.H., had been staying for some days. 
The new-comer at once assailed the other evidently with the most 
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opprobrious language, to which Mr. H. replied with equal warmth, 
but the conversation being carried on in English, was imfortunatcly 
not understood by any one present. The altercation at length grew 
so warm that the landlord was compelled to interfere, and the parties 
then left the hotel together. A few hours afterwards, Air. H. returned, 
and calling for his bill, hastily packed his portmanteau and departed. 
He has since been traced to Paris, where he was lost sight of altogether. 
Early the next morning a rumour spread that the body of an Englishman 
had been found in a vineyard, about a mile distant from the town, and 
on enquiry it proved that the victim was no other than the gentleman 
with whom the dispute had ocAirred on the previous night. It was 
evident on examination that the unfortunate man must have fallen in 
fair fight, though no seconds appear to have been present during the 
encounter. A pistol, recently discharged, was firmly grasped in the 
hand of the dead man ; and at a dozen paces lay its fellow, evidently 
the weapon with which he had been killed. The fetal wound, too, 
was exactly in that portion of the chest which would be exposed to an 
adversary’s fire, and had evidently pierced the heart, so that death must 
have been instantaneous. The weapons, too, with which the fetal 
duel was fought appear to have been the property of the deceased. 
1 hey were a very handsome pair of duelling pistols, hair triggers, 
evidently of English make. On the butt of each was a small silver 
shield, bearing the initials “ E.B.” and an armed hand grasping a 
crossbow. 1 he initials of the unfortunate gentleman’s opponent were, 
as wc have said, C.G.H.; and we have reason to fear that the victim 
was a young baronet, of considerable landed property, with whose 
sudden departure for the Continent rumour has for some time been 
busy. 

Since our first edition went to press, we have received further 
particulars, which leave no room to doubt that the victim of the above 
fetal occurrence was, as we feared, Sir Edward Bolton, Bart., of 
Bccchwood, Kent; but the cause of the duel, and the name of his 
opponent, still remain a mystery. The unfortunate gentleman leaves 
behind him a young wife, to whom he was united but a few months 
since. Failing a male heir, the baronetcy will now, we understand, 
become extinct, while the bulk of the estates will pass to a distant 
connection. The widow, however, is, we believe, in possession of a 
considerable independent property. 


6—Afw. Ward to Hon. C.B**. 
** My dear Catherine, 


July, 1836. 


You ask me whether I am satisfied with what I saw the other day of 
poor Gertrude Bolton’s little ones. To say that I am satisfied with 
tlieir appearance would, poor little, things, be hardly true, for they arc 
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Still anytliing but healthy—poor Gertie especially looking like a faded 
lily. The younger, however, is certainly improved, and will, I hope, 
do well, and I quite think that they both are better where they are than 
they could possibly be elsewhere. It is indeed sad, poor things, that 
they should have no near relation with whom they could live, but I 
quite agree with you, that in your state of health, it would not only be 
too great an undertaking for yourself, but would be by no means 
beneficial to them. Indeed I am convinced that on every accoimt they 
are best where they are. The air of Hastings seems to suit them, and 
in the higher part of the town where Mrs. Taylor Uves is bracing 
without being too cold. Mrs. Taylor herself is a most excellent person, 
and extremely fond of them. She seems especially interested in poor 
Gertie, and never wearies of relating instances of the wonderful 
sympathy between the twins. This sympathy seems even more 
physical than mental. According to Mrs. Taylor, every little ailment 
that affects the one is immediately felt by the other also, though with 
this difl'erence, that your namesake, Katie, is but very slightly affected 
by Gertie’s troubles, while she, poor child, I suppose from the greater 
delicacy of her constitution, is rendered seriously ill by every little 
indisposition of her sister. I have often heard of the strong physical 
sympathies between twins, but never met myself with so marked an 
instance. Both unfortunately arc sadly nervous, though here, too, the 
elder is the greatest sufferer, while in the younger, it seems to take the 
form of extreme quickness of perception. ... Of course, as they 
grow up, they should be placed with someone in their own rank of life, 
but for the present I think poor Mrs. Taylor will do very well. ... I 
shall be at Hastings again next month, and will write when I have 
seen them. 

Affectionately yours, 

Helen Ward.” 

7 —From Mrs. Taylor to Hon. C. B**. 

About January, 1837. 

“ Honnered Miss, 

With My Humbel duty to Your ladyshipp and i am trewly sory to 
sai as mis Gerterud hav took a terrabel t^d cold w'ich i was afeard 
on as she wud do has Miss Kattarrcn av Likeways Had wun for 2 dais 
past wich i Am sory to sai as mis gerterud is wuss than mis Kattaren 
but Hoping she wil be Well agan Sone wich has I hev told your 
Honnered Ladyship they as allers the same trubbels ony pore mis 
gerterud allers hav them Wust. Honnered Miss the docto have ben 
her wich he sals his mis Katteren his quite wel agen he said Honnered 
mis he hops mis gerterud will sone be wel 2. honnered Mis yore 
Humbel servt. to command 

Sarah Tayler.” 
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8 —From the Same to the Same. 

about June, 1837. 

” Ilonncrcd Mis 

with My liumbel Duty to Yore ladyshipp hand i am trewly thenkfull 
to sai tlie dere childern are both quit wel wich miss Kattarcn made 
crsclf HiJl on teusday and pore miss gertcrud were verry bade in 
consekens for 3 dais but his now quit wel agen. Honnored mis yore 
Ladyshipps humbcl servt. to command 

Sarah Tayler.” 


9 —From Same to Same. 

July, 1837. 

“ Honnered Mis 

with my humbel duty to Yore ladyshipp hand wud you please Cum 
Dirccly wich sumthink DredfuU hav apenned to pore mis Kattarcn 
honnered mis Yor Ladyshipps humbel serM. to comand 

Sarah Tayler.” 


10— Mr. Ward to Hon. C. B**. 

Marine Hotel, Hastings. 

I2th July, 1837. 

Dear Miss B**, 

Helen was unfortunately prevented from leaving home at the time 
your letter arrived, so, as the matter seemed urgent, I thought it best 
to come myself. I am sorry to have to send you such very unsatis¬ 
factory intelligence. Poor little Catherine has been lost—stolen, I am 
afraid, by gipsies—and I have hitherto been quite unable to find any 
clue to tlieir whereabouts. It appears that Mrs. Taylor took them 
with some friends of hers for a trip to Fairlic Down, where they fell 
in with a gang of gipsies, of whom, however, they did not take any 
particular notice. They had taken their dinner with them, and after 
finishing it sat talking for some time, when suddenly the child was 
missed ; and, though they hunted in every direction for several hours, 
no trace of her could be found. On returning to the place where the 
gipsies had been seen, the camp svas found broken up, and the track, 
after passing near where they had been sitting, was lost on the hard 
road. Unfortunately, poor Mrs. Taylor—who seems quite distracted 
by what has happened—could think of nothing at first but writing to 
you, and it was only by the gossip of her friends, who live at some 
distance from the town, that the intelligence at length reached the 
police. Enquiries were being set on foot when I arrived last night, 
but 1 fear that, from the time that has been lost, there is now but little 
chance of recovering the poor child. I have advertised in all directions, 
and offered a large reward, but 1 have little hope of the result, nor arc 
the police more sanguine tham myself. Unfortunately poor Catherine's 
dark, gipsy-like complexion, and black eyes and hair, will render it easy 
to disguise her features, while her quick intelligence, and lithe, active 
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figure, will make her only too valuable an acquisition to the band. I 
need not tell you how grieved I am at this fresh trouble to these poor 
children, and I fear Gertrude will suffer severely from the loss of her 
sister, with whom she has, as you know, so extraordinary a bond 
of sympathy. I am going now to the police station, to consult on 
further measures, and will write to you again by to-morrow morning’s 
post. 

Ever, dear Miss B**, 

Very truly yours, 

HE^JRY Ward.’- 


II— Mrs. Vansitlart to the Hon. C. B**. 

Grove Hill House Academy, 
Hampstead Heath, 

Wednesday, xMay ist, 1842. 

“ Madam, 

I have much pleasure in complying with your request for a monthly 
report of the health and progress of my very interesting yoimg friend 
and pupil. Miss Bolton. In a moral and educational point of view 
nothing could possibly be more satisfactory. . . . Of my dear young 
friend’s health I am compelled, however, to lament my inability to. 
address you in the same congratulatory terms which in all other matters 
I am happily so well authorised to employ. Notwithstanding the 
extreme salubrity of the atmosphere by which in this justly celebrated 
locality she is surrounded, and I trust I may venture to add the un¬ 
remitting attention she has experienced both at my own hands and 
those of my medical and educational assistants, her general health is 
still, I regret to say, very far from having attained to that condition of 
entire convalescence at which I trust she may yet, with the advantage 
of a prolonged residence upon the Heath, before very long arrive. 
My medical adviser. Dr. Winstanley—a physician of European reputa¬ 
tion, and one in whom I can repose the most entire confidence—in¬ 
forms me that Miss Bolton is suffering from no especial ailment, 
though subject from time to time to fits of illness to which it is often 
difficult to assign any sufficient cause, and which after a while disappear 
as strangely as they arose. He trusts with me that the pure air of the 
Heath, which so far as we can venture to believe has already been 
beneficial to his interesting patient, will in course of time effect a 
radical cure. The loss of her young sister, of which you informed me 
on her first joining our little society, inflicted, beyond doubt, a very 
serious blow upon her naturally feeble constitution; but I trust that 
its effects are already passing away. I shall, of course, adhere strictly 
to your instructions never in any way to allude to the sad occurrence 
in conversation with Miss Bolton, and have thought it advisable not 
to acquaint her companions with the fact. On the ist of next month 
I shall again do mys^f the honour of acquainting you with the progress 
made by my interesting young friend, and have little doubt of being 
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able at that time to furnish you with a satisfactory account of her 
physical no less than of her moral and intellectual advancement. For 
the present, dear Madam, permit me to subscribe myself. 

Yours very faithful, 

And obliged servant, 

Amelia Dorothea Vansittart. 

“ To the Hon. Catherine B**.” 

12— Airs. Ward to the Hon. C. B**. 

14th June, 1851. 

“ My dear Catherine, 

Very’ many thanks for your early intelligence of dear Gertrude’s 
engagement. I congratulate you most heartily, though as you have 
yourself alluded to it, I cannot deny that I should have been better 
pleased had Mr. Anderton, in addition to all his other good qualities, 
possessed that of a somewhat less nervous and excitable temperament. 
I have always liked him much ; but with poor Gertrude’s own delicate 
constitution I cannot but fear the results of such an union upon both. 
However, it is impossible to have everything, and in all other respects 
he seems more than unexceptionable, so once more I congratulate you 
heartily. Are you really thinking of coming up to the Exhibition? . . . 
Give my best love to dear Gertrude, and say all that is kind and proper 
for us to her fiance. Ever, dear Catlicrine, 

Affectionately yours, 

Helen Ward.” 


SECTION II 

I —Memorandum by Mr. Henderson. 

We now come to that portion of Mrs. Andenon’s* history which 
embraces the period benveen her marriage and the commencement of 
her last illness. For this I have been compelled to have recourse to 
various quarters. The information thus afforded is very complete, 
and taken in conjunction with what w’e have already seen in Miss 

B-’s correspondence of the previous life of this unfortunate lady, 

throws considerable light upon two important points to be hereafter 
noticed. The depositions, how'ever, unavoidably run to a greater 
length than at this stage of the proceedings, their bearing on the main 
points of the case would render necessary, and I have therefore con¬ 
densed them for your use in the following memorandum. Any 
portion not sufficiently clear, may be elucidated by a reference to the 
originals enclosed. 

Mr. Anderton was a gentleman of good origin, closely connected 
with some of the first families in Yorkshire, where he had formed the 
acquaintance of Miss Bolton, while staying in the house of her great- 
aunt, Miss B-. He appears to have been of a most gentle and 

* The late Miss Boltoa. 



THE NOTTING HILL MYSTERY 487 

amiable disposition, though unfortunately so shy and retiring as to 
have formed comparatively very few intimacies. All, however, who 
could be numbered among his acquaintance seem to have been equally 
astonished at the charge brought against him on the death of his wife, 
with whom he was always supposed, though from his retired habits 
little was positively known, to have lived upon terms of the most 
perfect fclidty. As the event proved, the case would in effect never 
have come on for trial; but, had it done so, the defence would have 
brought forward overwhelming evidence of the incredibility of such a 
crime on the part of one of so gentle and affectionate a disposition. 

During the four years and a half of their married life, there does not 
appear to have been a cloud upon their happiness. Mrs. Anderton’s 

letters to her great-aunt. Miss B- (to whom I am indebted for 

almost the whole of the important information I have been able to 
collect respecting the family) are full of expressions of attachment to 
her husband and instances of his devotion to her. Copies of several 
of these letters are enclosed and from these it will be seen how un- 
var^g was their attachment to each other. Throughout the entire 
series, extending over the whole period of her married life, there is 
not a single expression which could lead to any otlier conclusion. 

It is, however, evident that the delicate health with which Mrs. 
Anderton had been afflicted from her birth, still continued, and in nvo 
i ns t ances we have indications of the mysterious attacks noticed in the 
letter of Mrs. Vansittart, before quoted. These, however, appear to 
have been but very slight. They had for some years been of more 
and more rare occurrence, and from this date (October, 1852), we have 
no further record of anything of this kind. Still, Mrs. Anderton’s 
general health continued very unsatisfactory, and almost everything 
seems to have been tried by her for its improvement. Among the 
enclosed correspondence are letters dated from Baden, Ems, Lucca, 
Cairo, and other places to which the Andertons had, at different times, 
gone for the health of one or other, Mr. Anderton being also, as stated 
in Mrs. Ward’s letter of the 14th Jime, 1851,* extremely delicate. 

Of this gentleman all accounts agree in stating that the chief ailment 
was a constitutional nervousness, mental as well as physical. The 
latter showed itself in the facility with which, though by no means 
deficient in courage, he could be startled by any sudden occurrence, 
however simple; the former, in his extreme sensitiveness to the 
opinions of those about him, and his dread of the slightest shadow of 
reproach on the name of which he was so justly proud. In the accom¬ 
panying documents you will find instances of both these idiosyncrasies. 

In the summer of 1854 Mr. Anderton’s attention seems to have been 
drawn to the subject of Mesmerism. They had been spending some 
weeks at Aialvcm, where this science seems particularly in vogue, and 
had there m ade acquaintance with several of the patients at the 
different water-cure establishments, by some of whom Mr. Anderton 

♦ Section I, No. 12. 
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was Strongly urged to have recourse to mesmeric treatment both for 
Mrs. Anderton and himself. 

The constant solicitations of these enthusiastic friends seem at 
length to have’produced their effect, and the favourite opjcrator of the 
neighbourhood was requested to try his skill on these new pauents. 
On Mr. Anderton the only result seems to have been the inducing ^ 
such a state of irritation as might not unreasonably have been expetted 
from so nervously excitable a temperament, in presence of the “ mampu- 
lations ” to which the votaries of mesmerism are subjected. In the 
case of Mrs. Anderton, however, the result was, or was supposed to be, 
diflerent. VC'hclher from some natural cause that, at the time, escaped 
attention, or whether solely from that force of imagination from which 
such surprising results are often found to arise, I cannot of course 
but it is certain that some short time after the mesmeric “ seances ” 
had commenced, a decided though slight improvement was perceptible. 
This continued until the departure of the operator for Germany, 
which country’ he had only recently left on a short visit to England. 

Notwithstanding the worse titan failure in his own case, the certainly 
curious coincidence of his wife’s recovery seems to have entirely im¬ 
posed on Mr. Anderton, whose susceptibility of disposition appears 
indeed to have laid him especially open to the practices of quacks of 
every kind. So great was now his faith in this new remedy that he 
actually proposed to accompany the Professor to Germany rather than 
that his w ife should lose the benefit of the accustomed “ manipulations. 
He had proceeded to London, for the purpose of making the necessary 
prepatfitions, when he was induced to pause by the remonstrances of 
several of his friends, who represented to him that a winter in the 
severe climate of Dresden—the place to w’hich the Professor was 
bcund—w ould probably be fatal to one of Mrs. Anderton’s delicate 
constitution. 

His medical adviser also, though himself professing belief ia mes¬ 
merism, gave a similar opinion, while at the same time he obviated the 
difficulty respecting the mesmeric treatment of Mrs, Anderton, by 
offering an introduction to “ one of the most powerful mesmerists in 
Europe,” who had recently arrived in London, and who eventually 
proved to be the so-styled Baron R**. 

This introduction appears to have finally decided Mr. Anderton 
against the Dresden expedition; and, after a brief experience of lus 
manipulations, Mrs. Anderton herself seems to have derived, in 
imagmation at least, more benefit from them than even from those of 
her late attendant. So thoroughly were they both* impressed with 
the beneficial result of the Baron’s “ passes,” etc., that Mr. Andc^on, 
who had now resolved to settle in London for the autumn and winter, 
went so far as to take a ready-ftimishcd house at Netting for the 
express purpose of having his new professor in his immediate neigh¬ 
bourhood. Here the seances W’ere continued often twice or three 
times a day, and tliough, of course, no one in his senses could really 
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attribute such a result to the exercises of the Baron, it is certain that, 
from some cause or other, the health of Mrs. Anderton continued 
steadily to improve. 

Matters had continued in this position for some weeks, when objec¬ 
tions were raised by some of A-Lr. Anderton’s relations to what they 
not unnaturally considered the very questionable propriety of the 
proceeding. There seems to have been a good deal of discussion on 
this point in which, however, Mr. Anderton’s constitutional suscepti¬ 
bility finally carried the day against his newly-conceived predilections 
with respect to a practice so obviously calculated to expose him to 
unpleasant co mm ent. The Baron, however, was not disposed so 
easily to relinquish a patient from whom he derived such large and 
regular profits. On being made acquainted with the decision respecting 
the cessation of his visits, he at once declared that his own direct 
manipulations were unnecessary, and that, if considered improper for 
one of the opposite sex, they could easily be made available at second¬ 
hand. 

Having once swallowed the original imposition, any additional 
absurdity was of course easily disposed of, and it was now determined 
to avoid all occasion for offence; Mrs. Anderton should henceforth 
be operated upon through the medium of a certain Mademoiselle 
Rosalie, a clairvoyante in the employment of the Baron, who, after 
being placed “ en rapport ” with the patient, was to convey to her the 
benefit of the manipulations to which she was herself subjected by the 
operator. 

Into the precise tnodus operandi I need not now enter, but will only 
remark upon the fresh instance of the extraordinary powers of imagina¬ 
tion displayed in the still more rapid improvement of Mrs. Anderton 
under tl^s new form of treatment, and the marvellous “ sympathy ” so 
rapidly induced between her and the Baron’s ** medium.” 

Mademoiselle Rosalie was a brunette rather below the medium 
height, with slight but beautifully proportioned and active figure, 
sallow complexion, and dark hair and eyes. The only fault a con-' 
noisseur would probably find with her person would be the extreme 
breadth of her feet, though this might perhaps be accounted for by her 
former occupation, to be noticed later on. It is necessary for our 
purpose that this peculiarity should be kept in mind. In appearance 
she was at that time about thirty years old, but might very possibly 
have been younger, as the nature of her profession would probably 
entail a premature appearance of age. Altogether she formed a 
remarkable contrast to Mrs. Anderton, who was slight but tall, and 
fair, with remarkably small feet, and notwithstanding her ill-health, 
still looking a year or two less thgn her age. Between these very 
different persons, however, if we are to credit the enclosed letters, such 
a “ sympathy ” sprang up as would, on all ordinary hypotheses, be 
perfectly unaccoimtable. Mrs. Anderton could feel—or imagined 
that she felt—the approach of Mademoiselle Rosalie eveq before she 
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entered the room ; the mere touch of her hand seemed to afford 
immediate benefit, and within a very few weeks she became perfectly 
con\'alcsccnt, and stronger than she had ever been before. 

At this point I must again refer you to the depositions ^emsclves, 
that of Mr. Morton, w’hith here follows, being of too much impKjrtance 
to admit of condensation. 

2 —Statement of Frederick Morton^ Esq.^ late Lieutenant^ R.A. 

My name is Frederick George Morton. In 1854, I was a lieutenant 
in the Royal Arii!lcr>’, and was slightly wounded at the Battle of 
Inkcrman, on the 5ih of November of that year, the day after my 
arrival in the Crimea. It was before joining the battery to which I 
was appointed. I have since quitted the service, on the death of my 
father, and am now residing with my mother at Leeds. I was an old 
school friend of the late Mr. William Anderton, and knew him inti¬ 
mately for nearly fifteen years. I was present at his marriage with 
Miss Bolton, in August, 1851, and have since frequently visited at 
their house. During the time I was at WoolvNich Academy, I spent 
evert' leave-out day with them, and frequently a good portion of the 
vacations. My father encouraged the intimacy, and I was as much at 
home in their house as in our own. My father was junior partner of 
one of the large manufacturing firms in Leeds. The Andertons 
generally lived in London, w-hen they were not abroad ; and on one 
occasion I went with them to Wiesbaden. I saw very little of them in 
1854, as they were away the earlier part of the year, fist at Ilfracombe, 
and then at Malvern, but I spent the 13th of October with them. I 
particularly remember the date, as I was on my way to the Crimea, 
where I was aftcrw'ards wounded, and the order had come very suddenly. 
When it came I had just gone to a friend’s house for some pheas^t- 
shooting, and I remember I was obliged to leave the second morning, 
and I spent the night at Anderton’s, and embarked the next morning. 

I was to have gone for the first, but could not get away, and I lost the 
shooting altogether. It was on a Saturday that I embarked, because I 
remember we had church parade next day. That was the lasr time I 
saw Anderton. I was in Italy all that winter, with my wound and 
rheumatic fever; and in the summer of 1855 1 was sent for to my 
father, who w’as ill for several months before he died, and after that I 
could not leave my mother. We only took in a weekly paper, and I 
did not hear of his having been taken up till three or four days after. 
1 started to see Jiim immediately, but was too late. It was not on 
accoimt of any quarrel that we had not met. Quite the reverse. We 
were as good friends as ever to the last, and I would have given my life 
to serve him. I was on the most friendly terms with Mrs. Anderton, 
He was dotingly fond of her. I used to laugh, and say 1 was jealous 
of her, and they used to laugh too. 1 never saw two people so fond 
of one another. He was the best and kindest-hearted fellow I ever 
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knew, only awfully nervous, and very sensitiv'c about his family and his 
name. The only time we ever quarrelled was once at school, when I 
tried to chafl' him by pretending to doubt something he had said ; it 
made him quite ill. He often said he would rather die than have any 
stain upon his name, which he was very proud of. On the day I 
speak of—13th October, 1854—I telegraphed to them at Netting Hill 
that I would dine and sleep there on my way out. I found Mrs. 
Anderton better than I had ever seen her before. She said it was all 
Baron R**’s doing, and that since Rosalie came she had got well faster 
than ever. She wanted to put oflf the Baron for that night, that we 
might have a quiet talk, but I would not let her ; and, besides, I wanted 
to see him and Rosalie. They came at about nine o’clock, and Mrs. 
Anderton lay on the sofa, and Rosalie sat on a chair by her side, and 
held her hand while the Baron sent her to sleep. It was Rosalie he 
put to sleep, not Mrs. Anderton. The latter did not go to sleep, but 
lay quite still on the sofa, while Anderton and I sat together at the 
farther end of the room, because he said we might “ cross tlie mesmeric 
fluid.” I don’t know what he meant. Of course I know that it was 
all nonsense; but I don’t think Rosalie was shamming. I should go 
to sleep myself, if a man went on that way. When it was over, Mrs. 
Anderton said she felt much better, and I couldn’t help laughing ; 
then Anderton sent her up to bed, and he and I and the Baron sat 
talking for an hour and more. I never saw Mrs. Anderton again, for 
I went away before she was up, but I used to hear of her from Anderton. 
What we talked of after she was gone was mesmerism. Of course I 
did not believe in it, and I said so ; and Anderton and the Baron tried 
to persuade me it was true. We were smoking, but Rosalie was there, 
and said she did not mind it. She always seemed to say whatever the 
Baron wanted, but I don’t think she liked him. She did not join in 
the conversation. She said—or at least the Baron said—she could not 
speak English, but I am quite sure she must have understood it, or at 
all events a good deal. I have learned German, and sometimes I said 
something to her, and she answered ; and once I saw her look up so 
quickly when Anderton said something about ” Julie,” and the Baron 
said directly, in German, “ not your Julie, child.” I asked her, as 
she was going away, who Julie was, and she had just told me that she 
was her great friend, and a dancing girl, when the Baron gave her a 
look, and she stopped. That was as they were leaving. Before that, 
Rosalie was doing crochet, and we three were talking about mesmerism. 
They tried to m^e me believe it, and the Baron was telling all sorts of 
stories about a wonderful clairvoyatUe. That was his Julie, not 
Rosalie’s. Of course 1 laughed at it ail, and then they got talking 
about sympathies, and what a wonderful sympathy there was benveen 
twins, and the Baron told some more extraordinary stories. And when 
I wouldn’t believe it, Anderton got quite vexed, and reminded me about 
the twin sister his wife had had, and who had been stolen by the 
gipsies. And then the Baron asked liim about it, and he told him the 
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whole story, only making him promise not to tell it again, because they 
were afraid of her being reminded of it, and that was why it was nevCT 
spoken of. The Baron seemed quite interested, and drew his chair 
close in between us. VC'e were speaking low, that Rosalie might not 
hear. I remember the Baron said it was so curious he must take a 
note of it, and he wrote it all down in his pocket-book. He took down 
the dates, and ail about it. He was very particular about the dates. 

I am sure Rosalie could have heard nothing of all t^s ; not even if she 
had understood English. We had gone to the window, and were too 
far oft'. Besides, wc spoke low. Afterwards the Baron seemed thought¬ 
ful, and did not speak for some lime. Anderton and I got to mes¬ 
merism again, and he got a number of some magazine—the ‘ Ziost,’ 
or something of that sort—to prove me something. He read me some 
wonderful sior>- about eating by deputy, and when I would not believe 
it, he called the Baron, and asked if it was not true, and he said per¬ 
fectly, he had known it himself. He started when Anderton spoke to 
him, as if he had been thinking of something else, and he had to repeat 
it again. I know’ it was something about eating by deputy, because 
afterwards, when I was wounded and had the fever, I used to think of 
it and wish I could take physic that way. You w’ill find it in the 
“ Zoist ” for that month—October, 1854.* I remember saying at the 
time, iliat it was lucky for the young woman that the fellow didn’t eat 
anything unwholesome, and Anderton laughed at it. The Baron did 
not laugh. He stood for ever so long without saying a word, ^d 
looking quite odd. I thought that I had offended him by laughing. 
Anderton spoke to liim, and he jumped again, and I saw this time he 
had let his cigar out. I remember that, because he tried to light it 
again by mine, and his hand shook so he put mine out instead. He 
said he was cold, and shut the window. He would not have another 
cigar, but said he must go away, it was late. Anderton and I sat 
smoking for some time, i tried to persuade him to give up mesmerism, 
and he said Mrs. Anderton was so well now, he thought she could do 
without it, and that she would give it up in a few weeks. I heard from 
him afterwards, in November, that the Baron had left town for some 
weeks. When I was ill at Scutari, after my wound, I wrote to ask him 
to meet me at Naples, and he started with Mxs. Anderton in December, 
but was stopped at Dover by Mrs. Anderton’s illness. I have had 
several letters from him since, and am quite ready to give copies of 
them; all but the bits that arc private. 1 have read over tWs state¬ 
ment, and it is all quite true. I am quite ready to swear to it in a court 
of justice, if required. I wish to add, that 1 am quite certain poor 
Anderton had nothing to do with his poor wife’s death. I will swear 
to that. 

* An extraa from Uic magazine here quoted will be given later on in the case. 
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3 —Statement of Julie* 

Manchester, 3 Aug., 1857. 

“ Dear Sir, 

In compliance with your instructions of the nth ulc., I forward 
deposition of Julia Clark, alias Julie, alias Miss Montgomery, &c., at 
present of the Theatre Royal, duly attested. 

Dear Sir, 

Yours faithfully, 

William S.mith.” 

“ I am a dancer, and my name is Julia Clark: I have performed 
under the name of Julie, and other names. I am at present called 
Miss Montgomery. I knew the girl called Rosalie. We were for 
several years together in Signor Leopoldo’s company. I forget how 
many. She did the tight-rope business, and had ten shillings a week 
and her keep. In our company she was called ‘ The Little Wonder.’ 
Her real name was Charlotte Brown. She was about ten years old 
when I joined the company. I do not know her history. She did not 
know it herself. She often told me so. She would have told me if she 
did. She passed as the niece of old Mrs. Brown. Mrs. Brown was 
the money-taker. She took Lotty’s money and found her in clothes. 
Lotty is Rosalie. Some of our ladies said she had been bought from 
a tramp. Of course I did not believe it. They said it out of spite. 
Lotty ^d the tight-rope business for about five years after I knew her. 
She was a beautiful figure, only her feet were very broad.t All tight¬ 
rope dancers are. The rope spreads them. Otherwise her figure was 
perfect. She was nervous. Not very, but rather. She used to tremble 
before she went on. It was not from fear. She was ill sometimes. 
Not often. Sometimes she caught cold from sitting on the damp 
ground to undress when she was hot with dancing. She got stronger 
as she grew up. Sometimes she felt ill, and did not know why. She 
had bad headaches. When she was in that way, physic was no good, 
only brandy. Brandy took away the headaches. She used to drink 
brandy sometimes, but not like some of our ladies. I never saw her 
the worse for liquor. Her headaches were not from drinking. Cer¬ 
tainly not. They came and went away again. Brandy took them away. 
I only know of once that she has been ill since she left the company. 
She wrote and told me of it. I have the letter still. It is not dated, 
but there was an extract from a newspaper in it about her which is 
date some time in October, 1852. J The day of the month is cut off. 
She gave up the tight-rope business because of a fall. That was from 
being nervous. She was not drunk. She had not been drinking. A 
glass drop fell from the chandelier and frightened her. That was all. 

* The dilBculty of tracing this witness, from the slight clue afforded by Mr. Aiorton’s 
statement, occasioned considerable delay. 

t Section II, No. 1. 

t Section II, No. I. 
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She was vcr>- much hun. One foot was sprained, and the doctors at 
the hospital said she must never go on the wire again. She was two 
months there. When she came out the circus was shut up. The 
company was all dispersed except her and me and Mr. Rogers, and the 
gentleman who did the comic business. Mr. Rogers was Signor 
Leopoldo. He took a music-hall. I think it was in Liverpool. He 
got another singing lady and gentleman, and we gave entertainments. 
Evcr>’ evening Air. Rogers gave a short lecture on mesmerism, and 
Louy was his subject. She was very clever at that. Of course she 
was not really asleep. One night she stopped in the middle. The 
manager was very angry. She tried to go on, but she fainted, and had 
to be carried off. She said some gentleman in the stalls had done it. 
Next morning the gentleman called and took her away. He gave the 
Signor £50. He was the Baron R**. I knew it from Lotty. She has 
written to me several times. These arc her letters. They are rubbed 
at the edges. It is from keeping them in my pocket. I do not think 
she ever left tlic Baron, but 1 do not know. The last letter I ever had 
from her was from his house. It was in the first week of November, 
1854. I got it in Plymouth. It was the only week I was there before 
I went to Dublin for the pantomime. She said she was going to be 
married, but must not tell me who to just yet. I never heard from her 
since. I have written several times, but my letters have been returned. 

I have no idea who she married. It could not have been the Baron. 
She disliked liim too much. She stayed witli him because he paid her 
well. Partly tliat, and partly because she said she couldn’t help doing 
what he told her. She said he really did mesmerise her, and that she 
could see in her sleep. She did not live with the Baron as his wife. 
Only as his medium. If she had she would have told me. I am quite 
sure she would. I am quite certain there was never any connection 
between her and the Baron except what I have said. Of course I 
cannot swear she did not marry him, but I should think it very unlikely. 
Why should she when she disliked him so much ? All this is true. 1 
believe Signor Leopoldo is now somewhere abroad. 

(signed) JuuA Clark, alias Julie.” 

(Read over to the deponent and signed by her in the presence of 

William Burton, J.P. 

August 2nd, 1857. 

4 —Statement of Leopoldo. 

N.B. This statement was obtained with some difficulty, and only on 
an express promise of immunity from any legal proceeding, in respect 
of the deponent’s relations wiffi the girl Rosalie, alias Angelina Fits 
Eustace, alias the “ Little Wonder,” alias Ch^lotte Brown. The 
statement was enclosed in the following note : 

” Signor Leopoldo, tragedian, &c., &c., &c., presents his compli- 
ments to R. Henderson, Esq., and in consideration of the assurance that 
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‘ what is done cannot now be amended,’ I have the honour to forward 
the required information, in confidence that you will not keep the 
word of promise to the ear and break it to the hope, and thus * my 
simple truth shall be abused.’ 

Sir, your most humble servant, 

(signed) Thomas Rogers.” 

Deposition of Signor Leopoldo^ Tragedian ; Professor of Fencing and 
Elocution i Equestriauy Gymnasticy and Funanibulistic Artiste; Sole 
Proprietor and Manager of the Great Olympian CircuSy &c.y &c.y &c. 

“ I, Signor Leopold©, tragedian, &c., &c., &c., do hereby depose 
and declare that the girl, Charlotte Brown, commonly known as the 
celebrated ‘ Little Wonder,’ was transferred by me to my celebrated 
Olympian Company in the month of July, 1837, at Lewes, in the 
County of Sussex, where the celebrated Olympian Circus was at that 
tim e performing with great success and crowded houses. And this 
deponent further maketh oath and saith that I, tlie said Si^or Leopoldo, 
tragedian, &c., &c., &c., did in consideration of the services of the said 
Charlotte Brown, commonly known as the celebrated ‘ Little Wonder,’ 
pay to a certain person or persons claiming to be the parent or parents 
of the said Charlotte Brown, commonly known as the celebrated 
‘ Little Wonder,’ the sum of five pounds GC 5 )> which person or persons 
were of the tribe or tribes commonly known as gipsies or Egyptians. 
And this deponent furthermore maketh oath and saith that I, Signor 
Leopoldo, tragedian, &c., &c., &c., cannot tell whether the said 
Charlotte Brown, commonly ^own as the ‘ Little Wonder,’ was 
really the child of the person or persons, gipsy or gipsies, aforesaid, or 
that her name was Charlotte Brown, or any other of the hereinbefore 
stated and deposed, but only that her linen was marked C.B. which 
initials do set forth and represent the name of Charlotte Brown. 

Witness our hand and seal this 4th day of January, in the year of 
grace, one thousand eight hundred and fifty-eight. 

(Signed) Thomas Rogers.” 

5 —Statement of Edward Morris, Clerk in the Will Office, Doctors' 
Commons. 

My name is Edward Morris. I am a clerk in the Will Office at 
Doctors’ Commons, and my duty is to assist those who wish to search 
wills deposited in our office. On the 14th October, 1854, Baron R** 
came to the office and searched in several wills. One was the will of 
a Mr. Wilson, copy of which is herewith enclosed. I remember this 
will particularly, because I bad an altercation with the Baron respecting 
his wish to copy parts of it. He wished to make extracts, and I told 
him it was not allowed ; only the dates and the names of the executors. 
He persisted, and I said 1 must report it. He then laughed, and said 
it did not matter, and he tapped his forehead, and said he could make 
17 
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a note of it there. He read parts of the wiU over two or three umes 
and gav^e it back to me. He then said> You shall see> my friend, and 
laughed again, and he made me follow him while he repeated sever^ 
pages of the will by rote. He laughed again when he had done, and 
asked if he might copy it now. I said no ; and he laughed again, and 
wrote for some time in his pocket-book, looking up at me every now and 
then and laughing. I was angry, partly because he laughed, and partly 
because he kept me there when I wanted to get away. I had leave for 
a week to go to the Isle of Wight and see my aunt. I wanted to get 
there that night because the next day was my birthday. He made rne 
miss the train, and as the next day was Sunday, I did not get there till 
late. That is how I remember the date. I am sure of the year because 
my aunt only went to the Isle of Wight the November previously, and 
died in tlie spring of 1855. I am quite sure it was the Baron. I 
should recognise him anywhere. He is a short, stout man, with a 
rather florid complexion and reddish hair, rather light. He has large 
fat hands, white and well-kept, and an immense head. He dresses all 
in black, and wears large spectacles of light blue. I don’t think it is 
because his eyes arc weak. I am sure it is not j for when he takes off 
his spectacles, I never saw such extraordinary eyes. I can’t describe 
them, only that they arc very large and bright. I never could look at 
them long enough to make out the colour, but they are very dark, I 
think black, and they put one out to look at them, othcr\vise there is 
nothing very remarkable about him. I rccogmscd him that day from 
having seen him before at a mesmeric lecture, when I asked his name. 

6 —Memorandum by Mr. Henderson, 

I enclose the will, of which the following is an abstract: 

“ Mr. Wilson, of the firm of Price and Wilson, Calcutta, who died 
in 1825, leaves the sum of jC 25>375> three per cent, consols, to his 
niece, Gertrude Wilson (afterwards L^dy Bolton), and to her children, 
if any, or their heirs in regular succession, whether male or female. 
In default of any such heirs, the money to be made over to trustees 
selected by the Governor General of India for the time being, from 
among the leading merchants of Calcutta, for the purpose 6f founding, 
under certain restrictions, an institution among the hills for the children 
of those who could not afford to send them home to England.” 

The will also provides that should any female t^ing under it die 
during her coverture, the husband shall retain a life interest in the 
property. 

SECTION III 

I — Extracts from Mrs. Anderton's Journal. 

Aug. 13, 1854. Here we are, then, finally established at Netting HiU. 
Jane laughs at us for coming to town just as everyone else is leav^ it, 
but in my eyes, and I am sure in dear William’s too, that is the 
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pleasantest time for us. Poor Willie, he grows more and more sensitive 
to blame from any one, and has been sadly worried by this discussion 
about our Dresden trip. The new professor to-morrow. I wonder 
what he will be like. 

Aug. 14. And so that is the new Professor ! I do not think I was ever 
so astonished in my life. That little stout squat man, the most 
powerful mesmerist in Europe ! And yet he certainly is powerful, 
for he had scarcely made a pass over me before I felt a glow through 
my whole frame. There is something about him, too, when one comes 
to look at him more closely, which puzzles me very much. He is 
certainly not the commonplace man he appears, though it would be 
difficult just now to say what makes me so sure of it. 

Aug. 25. Quite satisfied now. How could I have ever thought the 
Baron commonplace ! And yet, at first sight, his appearance is 
certainly against him. He is not a man with whom I should like to 
quarrel. I don’t think he would have much compunction in killing 
any one who ofiended him, or who stood in his way. How quietly he 
talks of those horrid experiments in the medical schools, and the 
tortures they inflict on the poor hospital patients. Willie says it is all 
nonsense, and say all doctors talk so ; but I can’t help feeling that there 
is something different about him. And yet he is certainly doing me 
good. 

Sept.i. Better and better, and yet I cannot conquer the strange feeling 
which is growing upon me about the Baron. He is certainly an 
extraordinary man. What a grasp he takes of anything on which he 
rests his hand even for a moment; and how perfectly he seems to 
disregard anything that stands in his way. This morning I was at the 
window when he came, and 1 was quite frightened when I saw him, as 
I thought, so nearly run over. But I might have spared my anxiety, 
for my gentleman just walked quietly on, while the poor horse started 
almost across the road. Had it caught sight of those wonderful green 
eyes of his, that it seemed so frightened ? What eyes they are ! You 
can hardly ever see them ; but when you do !—And yet the man is 
certainly doing me good. 

Sept. II. So it is settled that the Baron is not to mesmerise me him¬ 
self any more. Am I sorry or glad ? At all events, I hope they will 
not now worry poor William. . . . 

Sept. 13. First day of Mademoiselle Rosalie. Seems a nice person 
enough; but it feels very odd to lie there on the sofa while someone 
else is being mesmerised fbr one. 

Sept. 15. This new plan is beginning to answer. 1 think I feel the 
mesmerism even more than when I was mesmerised myself, and this 
way one gets all the pleasures and none of the disagreeables. It is so 
delicious. Looked back to-day at my Malvern journals. So odd to 
see how I disliked the idea at first, and now I could hardly live 
without it. 

Sept, 29. 1 think we shall soon be able to do without the Baron 
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altogether. I ani sure Rosalie and I could manage very well by our¬ 
selves. What a wonderful thing this mesmerism is ! To think that 
ihe mere touch of another person’s hand should soothe away pain, and 
fill one with health and strength. Really, if I had not always kept a 
journal, I should feel bound to keep one now, as a record of the wonder- 
tul effects of this extraordinary cure. Got up this morning with a 
nasty headache. Eyes heavy and pulse low. Poor William in 
terrible tribulation, when lo ! in comes little Mademoiselle Rosalie 
and the Baron. The gentleman makes a pass or two—the lady pops 
her little, dry, monkey-looking paw upon my forehead, and presto ! 
the headache has vanished, and I’m calling for chocolate and toast! 
Sept. 30. A blank day. Headache again this morning, and looking 
out anxiously for my little brown “ good angel,” when in comes the 
Baron, with the nctvs that she cannot come. Up all night with a dying 
lady, and so fagged this morning that he is afraid she would do me 
more harm than good. I am sure she cannot feel more fagged than I 
do, poor girl. But, after all, in spite of the delight of doing so much 
good, what a life it must be ! 

Oct. I. Rosalie here again. Headache vanished. Everything bright 
as the October sun outside. I am getting quite fond of that girl. 
How I wish she could speak something besides German. . . . 

Oct. 4. It is quite extraordinary what a hold that poor girl, Rosalie, is 
taking upon me. I am even beginning to dream of her at night. . . . 
Oct. 6. Headache again this morning, and a message that Rosalie 
cannot come. How provoking that it is on the same day. . . . 

Oct. 12. I think I shall really soon begin to know when poor Rosalie 
has been overworked. Headache again to-day, and I had a presenti¬ 
ment that she would not be able to come. . . . 

Oct. 20.* So now the Baron is going to leave us. Well, I am indeed 
thankful that he can now be so well spared. Jane Morgan here to-day, 
and of course laughing at the idea of mesmerism doing any good. 
She could not deny, though, how wonderfully better I am, and indeed, 
but for those tiresome headaches, which always seem to come just 
when poor Rosalie is too tired to take them away, I am really quite well 
and strong. 

Oct. 31. Something evidently wrong between poor Rosalie and the 
Baron. She has evidently been crying, and I suppose it must be from 
sympathy, but I fed exactly as if I had been crying too. Very little 
satisfaction from the mesmerism to-day. It seems rather as if it tod 
given me some of poor Rosalie’s depression. How 1 wish she could 
speak English, or that I could speak German, and then I would find out 
what is the matter. Perhaps she is to lose her work when the Baron 
goes. Mem: to ask him to-morrow. 

Nov. I. No. He says he shall certainly take her with him to Germany, 
and “ he hopes that that will have a beneficial effect.” What can he 
mean ? He says she is quite well, but throws out mysterious 

* Compare Section H, 2 & $. 
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insmuations as to something being wrong with her. How I do wish 
I could speak German. 

Nov. 3. Still that uncomfoitableness between the Baron and Rosalie. 
I am sure there is something wrong, and that she wants to speak to me 
about it, but is afraid of him. It certainly is strange that he should 
never leave us alone. Mem ; to ask William to get him out of the way 
for a little while to-morrow, though what good that will be when she 
and I cannot understand each other, I hardly know after all. . . . 

Nov. 4. What a day thjs has been ! I feel quite tired out with the 
excitement, and yet I cannot make up my mind to go to bed until I 
have written it all down. In the first place, this is to be my last visit 
from Rosalie, at all events till they come back from the continent. I 
cannot help perceiving that William is not altogether sorry that she is 
going. Dear fellow ! I do really believe that he is more than half 
jealous of my extraordinary feeling for her. And certainly it is 
extraordinary that a woman quite in another class of life, of whom one 
knows nothing, should have taken such a hold upon one. I suppose 
it must be ^e mesmerism, which certainly is a very mysterious thing. 
If it is so, it is at all events very fortunate it did not take that turn 
with the Baron himself. Ugh ! I can really begin to understand now 
all the objections I thought so foolish and so tiresome three or four 
months ago, before Rosalie first came. And yet, after all, I don’t 
think in spite of mesmerism or anything else—one need ever have 
been afraid of liking the Baron too much. I could quite understand 
being afraid of him. Rosalie evidently is, and to own the truth so am 
I a little, or I should not have been beaten in that way to-day. To-day 
was my last seance with Rosalie, and 1 had made up my mind to get 
the Baron out of the way, and try and get something out of Rosalie. 
They came at two o’clock as usual, and as I thought I would not lose a 
chance, I had got dear William to lie in wait in his study, and call to the 
Baron as he passed, in hopes that Rosalie would come up alone. That 
was no use, however, for the Baron kept his stout little self persever- 
ingly between her and the staircase, and when I went—thinking to be 
very clever—to the top of the staircase and called to her to come up, it 
only gave him an excuse for breaking away from poor William altogether, 
^d coming straight up to me before her. 1 was so provoked, I could 
hardly be civil. Well, of course, the Baron was in a great hurry, and 
we went to work at once with the mesmerising. When that was done, 
we both tried to keep them talking, and I made signs to William to 
get the Baron out of the way. I was really beginning to get quite 
anxious about it, and kept on repeating over and over to myself the two 
German words I had learned on purpose from Jane Morgan this 
It was no use, however, and I began to grow quite nervous j 
and I am quite sure Rosalie saw what I was wanting, for she seemed 
uugety too, and then that made me more nervous still. At last 
the Baron declared he must go, and they both got up to leave. William 
would have given it up, but he says 1 looked so imploringly at him he 
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could not resist, so made one more effort by asking the Baron to come 
to his study for a short private consultation. This he refused, saying he 
had not the time, but could say anything needful where we were. 
Then William told me to take Rosalie into the next room, but the 
Baron would not have that either, thought he laughed when he said he 
could not trust to a lady’s punctuality in this case, but if I would leave 
Rosalie she would not understand anything that was said. Of course 
this would not do, and at last William, with more presence of mind 
and determination that I should have thought him capable of, took 
him by the button-hole and fairly drew him away into the further 
window, where he began whispering eagerly to him to draw off his 
attention. I suppose it was the consciousness of a sort of strategem, 
but my heart beat quite fast as I brought out my two words, “ Gibst’ 
was ? ” and I could see that hers was so too. She seemed surprised at 
my speaking to her in German, and certainly I was no less so to hear 
her answer in English, with a slight accent certainly, but still in quite 
plain English—“ Don’t seem to listen. I am . . and then she 
stopped suddenly and turned quite pale, and I could feel all my own 
blood rush back to my heart with such a throb ! I looked up, and 
there were the Baron’s eyes fixed upon us. Poor Rosalie seemed quite 
frightened, and I declare I felt so too. At all events, we neither of us 
ventured on another word, and the next minute the Baron succeeded 
in fairly shaking off poor William and taking his leave. So there is an 
end of my little romance about Rosalie. I am sttre there is something 
in it. Why, if she had nothing particular to say, should she have taken 
the trouble of learning that little bit of English ? and why—but I must 
not sit here all night speculating about this, which after all is, I dare¬ 
say, nothing at all. It is positively just twelve o’clock. 

Nov. 6. How strange! There is certainly some mystery about 
Rosalie and the Baron. I am quite certain I saw them in a cab to¬ 
gether this morning, and yet they were to cross on Saturday night and 
be in Paris yesterday. I wonder whether they were late after all, and 
yet an hour and a half is surely time enough to London Bridge, and if 
he had missed the train I should think he would have come to us 
yesterday. At all events he might have gone early this morning. It 
is very odd, . . . 

Nov. 7. I wonder whether anyone ever had such a husband as 1 have 
got. Yesterday he must needs worry himself with the idea that I am 
fretting about fhe loss of my mesmerism—as if I could possibly think 
a moment about the loss of anything when 1 had got Him with me. So 
nothing would satisfy him but that we must go to the Haymarket to 
see ** Paul Pry and the Spanish Dancers. I have not laughed so 
much for many a long day. I don’t like all that violent dancing, so 
we came away directly after the absurd little farce-~“ How to Pay the 
Rent.” How we did laugh at it, to be sure, and the absurdities of 
that little monkey, Qark. Wright, too, in ** Paul Pry,” is quite inimit¬ 
able. Dear William, how good it was of him 1 . . . 
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Dec. 5. Just going to the theatre again when news came of poor Harr>’ 
Morton’s illness. My own dear William, how good he is to everyone. 
And so prompt, too. Touch his heart or his honour, and the Duke 
himself could not be more quick or decided. The news only came as 
we were dressing, and to-morrow we are off to Naples to meet poor 
Mr. Morton and nurse him. 

Dec. 6. There is no one like Willie. After all the scramble we have 
had to get ready, he would not take me across when it was so rough. 
So we have taken two dear little rooms, from day to day, because 
Willie cannot bear the publicity of a hotel, and I am sure I hate it too, 
and we arc to wait till it if fine enough to cross. 

Dec. 9. Still here; but the wind has gone down almost suddenly 
within the last three hours, and to-morrow morning I hope we really 
shall cross. Dear William getting quite worried ; I persuaded him to 
take me to a lecture that was going on, and while we were there the wind 
went down, and we have been packing up ever since. Twelve o’clock! 

and William calling to me. I must just put down about Mr. 

Good Heaven ! What is the matter ? I feel so ill—quite- 

2 —Statement of Dr, Watson. 

My name is James Watson, and I am a physician of about thirty 
years’ standing. In 1854, I was practising at Dover. On the night 
of the 9th of December in that year I was sent for hurriedly to see a 
lady, of the name of Andenon, who had been taken suddenly ill 
immediately after her return from a lecture at the Town Hall, which 
she had attended with her husband. The message was brought by 
the servant from the lodgings where they were living. On our way to 
the house she told me that “ the lady was dying, and the gentleman 
quite distracted.” On arriving at the house I found Mr. Anderton 
supporting his wife in his arms. He seemed greatly agitated, and 
cried, “ For God’s sake be quick—I think she has got the cholera ! ” 
Mrs. Anderton was on the couch in her dressing-room, partially un¬ 
dressed, but with two or three blankets thrown over her, as she seemed 
shivering with the cold. There was a good fire in the room, but not¬ 
withstanding this and thc^ blankets her hands and feet were both 
quite chilly.* I asked Mr. Anderton why she had not been got to bed, 
to which he replied, that she had been vomiting, until within a very 
few moments, so violently, that they had been unable to move her. 
Almost immediately on my arrival the vomiting recommenced, though 
there appeared to be now hardly anything left in the stomach to come 
away. The retching continued with unabated violence for more than 
an hour after the stomach had been evidently completely emptied, 

* portion of Dr. Watson’s statement, relating entirely to the symptoms of 
Mrs. Anderton’s case, though some details are excluded, necessarily contains much 
thdt muse be iotcresting only to the medical professioQ and disagreeable to the general 
reader. The foUowing paragraph may therefore be passed over> merely noting that 
the symptoms were such as would be compatible wi^ andmonial poisoning. 
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and was accompanied with great purging and severe cramps both in 
the stomach and in the extremities. I at once sent to my house for a 
portable bath I happened to have hired for my own wife’s use, and, on 
Its arrival, placed Airs. Anderton in it at a temperature of 98°, having 
previously added ?lb. of mustard. While waiting for the bath, I 
administered thirty drops of laudanum in a wincglassful of hot brandy- 
and-water, but without, in any degree, checking the purging, which 
continued almost incessantly, and was of a most watery character. It 
was accompanied also by violent pains and great swelling of the 
epigastrium. A fresh dose of opium was equally unsuccessful, nor was 
any amelioration of symptoms produced by the exhibition of prussian 
acid and creosote. On removing the patient from the warm bath. It 
had her carefully placed in bed, shortly after which she began to 
perspire profusely, but without any relief to the other sjrmptoms. . . . 

I now began to fear that some deleterious substance had been un¬ 
consciously swallowed, the more especially as the patient had, up to the 
very moment of her seizure, been in unusually good health. I there¬ 
fore made careful examinations, with the view to detecting the presence 
of arsenic; and instituted, by tlie aid of Mr. Anderton, the strictest 
inquiries as to whether there was in the house any preparation con¬ 
taining this or any other irritant poison. Nothing of the kind could, 
however, be found, nor were such tests, as I was at the time in a 
position to apply, able to detect anytliing of the kind to which my 
suspicions were directed. Deliberate poisoning proved, moreover, 
on consideration, entirely out of the question, as there could be no 
question of Mr. Anderton’s devoted attachment to his wife, and the 
people of the house were entire strangers to her. Moreover, the 
length of time since any food had been taken was almost conclusive 
against any such a supposition. Mrs. Anderton had dined at six 
o’clock, and bewcen that hour and midnight, when the attack came on, 
had eaten nothing but a biscuit and part of a glass of sherry-and-watcr, 
the remainder of which was in the glass upon the dressing-table when 
I arrived. Since then I have removed portions of all the matters 
tested, as well as the remaining wine-and-water, and have had them 
thoroughly examined by a scientific chemist, but equally without result. 
I am compelled, therefore, to believe that the symptoms arose from 
some natural though undiscovered cause. Possibly from a sudden 
chill in coming from the heated rooms into the night air, though this 
seems hardly compatible with the fact that she never complained of 
cold during the long drive home, and that she was seated comfortably 
in her dressing-room, making her customary entries in her journal, 
when the attack came on. Another very suspicious circumstance was 
that, afterwards mentioned by her, of a strong metallic taste in the 
mouth, a symptom sometimes occasioned, and in conjunction likewise 
with the others noticed in her case, by the exhibition of excessive doses 
of antimony in the form of emetic tartar. This me^cine, however, 
bad never been prescribed for her, nor was there any possibility of her 
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having had access to any in mistake. At Mr. Anderton’s request, 
however, I exhibited tlie remedies used in such a case, as port wine, 
infusion of oak-bark, &c., but with as little eflfcct as the other medicines. 
Indeed, the remedies of whatever kind were precluded from exercising 
their full action by the extreme irritability of the stomach, by which 
they were ejected almost as soon as swallowed. This being the case, 
I abandoned any further attempt at the exhibition of the heavy doses 
I had hitherto employed, or indeed of drugs of any kind, and con¬ 
fined myself, tmtii the irritation of the epigastrium should have been in 
some measure allayed, to a treatment I have occasionally found success¬ 
ful in somewhat similar cases ; the administration, that is to say, of 
simple soda-water in repeated doses of a tcaspoonfiil at a lime. I have 
often found this to remain with good effect upon the stomach when 
everything else was at once rejected, nor w’as I disappointed in the 
present case. About an hour after commencing this treatment, the 
first violence of the symptoms began to subside, and by the next after¬ 
noon the case had resolved itself into an ordinary one of severe gastro- 
ententtSf which I then proceeded to treat in the ordinary manner. 
After quite as short a period as I could possibly have expected, this also 
was subdued, leaving the patient, however, in a state of great prostra¬ 
tion, and subject to night-perspirations of a most lowering character. 
I now began to throw in tonics, and to resort, though very cautiously, 
to more invigorating diet. Under this treatment she continued steadily 
to improve, though the perspirations still continued, and hoc constitu¬ 
tion cannot be said to have at all recovered the severe shock it had 
sustained by the month of April, 1855, when they left Dover, by my 
recommendation, for change of air. Since that time I have not seen 
her. 1 am quite unable to account for the seizure from any cause 
but that of a chill, an hypothesis which, I must admit, rests its 
authority almost entirely on the fact that no other can be found. 

^^Extracts from Mrs. Anderton's Journal.—Continued. 

Jan. 20, 1855. At last I get back once more to my old brown friend.* 

Dear old thing, how pleasant its old face seems ! Very little to-day, 

though ; only a word or two, just to say it is done. Oh, how it tries 
one ! 

Jan. 25. My own dear husb^d’s birthday ; and, thank Heaven ! I 
am once more able to sit with him. Oh 1 how kind he had been 
through all these weary weeks, when I have been so fretful and im¬ 
patient. Why should suffering make one cross ? God knows, I 
suffered. I never thought to live through that terrible night. 
It makes me shudder to think of it. And then, that horrid, deathlike, 
leaden taste—that was worst of all. Well, thank God, I am better 
now, but so weak. I am quite tired with writing even these few lines. 
Feb. 12 * How weak I still am 1 Walked out to-day with dear W illiam 
for the first time upon the pier, but bad scarcely got to the end of it 

* Apparently the journal, which is bound in brown Russian leather. 



THE NOTTING HILL MYSTERY 


504 

when I felt so tired I was obliged to sit down, while poor William 
went to fetch a chair to take me home. 

Feb. 13. I have been quite startled to-day. I was talking to Dr. 
Watson about my being so tired yesterday, and about how very we^ 

I still was, and how ill I had been—and, at last, he let slip that, at the 
time, he thought I had been poisoned. It gave me quite a turn, and 
then he tried to make me talk of something else, but I could not get it 
out of my head, and kept coming back and back to it, and wondermg 
who could have had any possible interest in poisoning poor me. And 
so we went on talking ; and, at last, Dr. Watson said something which 
let out that at first he had suspected—William ! my own William ! my 
precious, precious husband ! Oh ! I thought I should have choked 
on the spot. I don’t know what I said, but I do know I could not have 
said too much, and poor William tried to laugh it off, and said . Vl^ho 
else would have gained anything by it ? Would he not have had that 
miserable £25,000? and besides him, there was no one but the 
Charities in India, and they could not have done it, because they would 
not exist till we were gone ; ” but 1 could see how he winced at the 
idea, and I felt as though my blood were really boiling in my veins. 
And then that man—oh ! how thankful I shall be when we can get 
away from him !—tried to persuade me tliat he had not really thought 
it. I should think not, indeed ! and that he soon saw it was im¬ 
possible, and all that; and at last, I fairly burst out crying with passion, 
and ran out of the room. And—and—I could cry now to think of my 
poor dear Willie being—and I shall, too, if I go on thinking about it 
any longer, so I will write no more to-night. 

Feb. 15. No journal yesterday, I really could not trust myself to write. 
And poor Willie, though he tried to laugh at it, I could see how bitterly 
he felt the imputation. Good Heavens ! think if that wretched man 
had really charged him with it. It would have killed him. I know 
it would, and he would rather have died a thousand times. Well, I 
must not think of it any more. Only, once more, thank Heaven ! we 
shall soon be going aw'ay. 

April 7. Back once more at home, thank Heaven! But how slow, 
how very slow this convalescence, as they call it, is. Oh! shall I 
ever be well again, as I was last year before that horrid day at Dover 1 
May 3. So we arc to leave England for a time, and try the German 
baths. I am almost thankful for it. I have grown very fond, too, of 
this dear little luxurious house, though I could hardly say why. It is 
like my wonderful fancy for Rosalie. Ah, poor Rosalie ! I wonder 
where she is now, and when they will return. I cannot help thinking 
she might do me some good. But, as I was saying ; fond as I am of 
this dear little house, I shall be really glad to leave it for a time, and see 
what change of air will do for me. If I could only get rid of those 
terrible night perspirations. It is they that pull me down so, and make 
me so weak and miserable. Oh! what would I not give to be well 
once more, if it were only to get rid of the memory of that time. 
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July 7. Safe at Baden Baden ; and too early as yet for the majority 
of the English pleasure-seekers. What a delicious place it is ; I 
declare I quite feel myself better already. . . . 

Sept. II. Really almost well again. Quite a comfortable talk to-day 
with dear Willie about that foolish Dr. Watson; the first time the 
subject has been mentioned between us, since that day when I got info 
such a passion about it. Poor man, he was hardly worth going into 
such a rage about. We heard to-day of his having made some terrible 
blunder in the new place he has gone to, and lost all his practice by 
killing some poor old woman through it. It was this made us talk of 
his poisoning notion, and oh! how glad I was to see that dear Willie 
had quite got over his nervousness about it. We had quite along talk ; 
and, at last, he promised me faithfully never to say a word more about 
it to anyone. 

Oct. 10. Home again at last, and in our own dear little house. And 
really I feel as well and strong as this time last year. Dear William, 
too, how happy he is; the shadow seems quite to have passed away. 
God grant it may not return. 

Oct. 30. An eventful day. All the morning at the Crystal Palace, 
and just as we returned who should walk in but the Baron R** ! It 
was just a year since he left us, but he had not altered in the very 
least. I do not think that short, square figure, with the impenetrable 
rosy face, and the large white hands, and those wonder^l great green 
eyes that you can so rarely catch, and when you have caught, so in¬ 
variably wish you had let alone, can ever change. I am afraid I was 
not very cordial to him. I ought to be, for he has done great things 
for me ; and yet somehow, when I saw him, I felt quite a cold shudder 
run all through me. Dear William saW it, and asked if I were ill, and 
when I laughed, and “ No, it was only someone walking over my grave,” 
I could not help fancying that for a moment the Baron’s Ups seemed to 
turn quite white, and I just caught one glance from those awful eyes 
that seemed as if it would read me through and tlirough. And yet 
after all it may have only fancy, for the next moment he was talking in 
his rich, quiet voice as though nothing could ever disturb him. So 
Rosalie is gone. That is clear at all events, though what has exactly 
become of her I cannot quite so weU understand. From aU I can make 
out, she seems, poor girl, to have married very fooUshly, and it was 
that that was the matter between them when they went away last year. 
The Baron seemed indeed to hint at something even worse, but he 
would not speak out plainly, and 1 would defy anyone to make that 
man say one word more than he may choose. Poor Rosalie, I hope 
she has not come to any harm. 

Nov, I. Another visit from the Baron, to say good-bye before his 
return t<^—his wife 1 How strange we should never have heard of 
hCT, and even now I cannot make out whether he has married since he 
left lu or whether he was always so. Certainly that man is a mystery, 
and just now it pleases him to talk especially in enigmas. He does 
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not seem disposed, however, to put up with vague information on our 
part. I thought he would never have done questioning poor William 
about me and my illness, and at last he drew it out of me—not out of 
William, dear fellow—what that foolish Dr. Watson had said. After 
all, I am not sorry I told him, for it was quite a relief to hear him 
speak so strongly of the absurdity of such an idea, and I am sure it was 
a comfort to poor William. He—the Baron—spoke very strongly too 
about the danger of setting such ideas about, and particularly cautioned 
dear Willie not to mention it to anyone. I knew he would not have 
done so any way, but this will make him more comfortable. 

April 3. Such a delightful day, and so tired. I never saw Richmond 
look so lovely, and how dear Willie and I did enjoy ourselves in that 
lovely park. But oh ! lam so sleepy. Not a word more. 

April 5. Another lovely day—strolling about Lord Holland’s Park all 
the morning, and this evening some music in our own dear little drawing¬ 
room. How happy—how very happy—good Heaven, what is this? 
That old horrible leaden taste—and oh, so deadly sick. . . . 

April 6. Thank Heaven the attack seems to have passed away. Oh, 
how it frightened me. Thank Heaven, too, I was able to keep the worst 
from dear William, and he did not know how like it was to that other 
dreadful dme. 

April 20. Again that horrible sickness, and worse—oh, far worse— 
still, that awful deadly leaden taste. Worse this time, too, than the 
last. In bed all day yesterday. Poor Willie terribly anxious. Pray 
Heaven it may not come again. 

May 6. Another attack, God help me ! if this should go on, I do not 
know what will become of me. Already I am beginning to feel weaker 
and weaker. Poor Willie !—these last three days have been terrible 
ones for him. However, the doctor says it will pass off. Pray Heaven 
it may ! 

May 25. More sickness, more derangement, more of that horrible 
leaden taste. The doctor himself is beginning to look imcomfortable, 
and I can see that poor Willie’s mind is reverting to that terrible sugges¬ 
tion a year ago. Thank Heaven I have as yet managed to conc^ 
from him and from Dr. Dodsworth that horrid deadly taste which 
made such an impression on Dr. Watson. Oh, when will this end 1 
Jxine 10. A horrible suspicion is taking possession of me. What 
can this mean ? I look back through my journal, and it is every fort¬ 
night that this fearful attack returns. The 5th and i8th of April— 
3rd and 2ist of May—and now again the 7th of this month. And 
that terrible leaden taste which is now almost constantly in my mouth \ 
and with every attack my strength failing—failing—O God, what can 
it be ? 

June 26. Another fortnight—another attack. There must be foul 
play somewhere. And yet who could—who would do such a thing ? 
rhank Heaven 1 have s^ concealed from my poor William that worst 
symptom of all, the horrible leaden taste which is now never out of my 
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mouth. My precious Willie, how kind, how good he is to me. . . . 
July 12. I cannot hold out much longer now. Each time the attack 
returns I lose something of the little, the very little strength that is left. 
God help me, I feel now that I must go. . . . The Baron came to¬ 
day, and for a moment my poor boy’s face lighted up with hope again. 
They had a long discussion before the doctor would consent to consult 
with him, but after that, they seemed to change the medicines. But 
something must have gone wrong, for I have never seen Dr. Dodsworth 
look so grave. 

Aug. I. I think the end is drawing very near now. This last attack 
has weakened me more than ever, and I write this in my bed. I 
shall never rise from it again. My poor, poor Willie. . . . Three days 
I have been in bed now, but I have taken nothing from any hand but his. 
Aug. 17. This is, I think, almost the last entry' I shall make. Another 
fortnight and I shall be too weak to hold the pen—if, indeed, I am still 
here. 

Sept. 5. Another attack. Strange how this weary body bears up 
against all this pain. Would that it were over ; and yet, my poor, 
poor boy. . . . He too, is almost worn out; night and day he never 
leaves me. ... I take the things from his hand, but I caimot taste 
them now—nothing but lead. . . . 

Sept. 27*. Farewell my husband—my darling—my own precious 
Willie, Think of me—*come soon to me. God bless you—God 
comfort you—my darling—my own. 

In the hand of Mr. Anderton. 

This day my darling died. 

Oct. I2th, 1856. W.A. 


SECTION IV 

I —Memorandum of Mr. Henderson. 

In the following certificate you will perceive that the lady is described 
as of “ Acacia Cottage, Kensington.” The identity of the name with 
that given by both Julie and Leopoldo, as the proper designation of 
the Baron’s “ medium,” confirmed my suspicion that it was in fact to 
the girl Rosalie that the Baron was married under that name, notwith- 
st^ding the strong opinion of Julie as to the impossibility of such 
being the case. Still, however, it was possible that this might, after 
bo a mere coincidence; and I therefore proceeded to make such 
enquiries as seemed most likely to elucidate the point. I had con¬ 
siderable difficulty in finding the house, which two or three years back 
was included in the regular numbering of the row of s imil ar tenements 
in which it stands ; but I at last succeeded in identifying it. I found 
the landlady a very deaf old person, whose memory was evidently 
* Written in pencil, the characters barely legible from weakness. 
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1854. Marriage iolcmniscd at the Parish Church in the Parish of Kensington, 

in the County of Middlesex. 


1 

No. 

Date 

Name 

and 

Surname 

Age 

Condition Residence 

Father’s 

Name 

Rank or 
Profession 
of Father 

1 



Carl 

Full 

, Bachelor. Windermere 

Carl 

1 Gentleman. . 



Schuartz. 

Age. 

Villas, 

Schv^’artz. 

1 

1 61 

6 Nov. 



Notting 


1 


1854. 

• ^ • 



Hill. 


\ 



Charlotte 

Full 

' Spinster. Acacia 

Not knot^Ti 

Not knosTO. 



Brown. 

Age. 

Cottage. 


* 


Married in the Parish Church according to the rites and ceremonies of the 

Established Church, after banns, by me, 

J. W. Edwards, B.A. 


This marriage was solcmruscd benvecn us : In the presence of us : 

C^trl Schwartz \ Thomas Jones I 

Qiarloitc Brown I Frederick Coleman I 

The above is a copy from the Register of Marriages belonging to this Church. 

Wimess my hand, 7th November, 1854. 

R. Johnson. 

failing, and was at first unable to extract from her any kind of informa¬ 
tion on the subject, except that “ she had had a great many lodgers, 
and couldn’t be expected to know about all of them.” In the course 
of a second visit, however, 1 succeeded in persuading her to favour me 
with a sight of her books, and looking back to October and November, 
1854, I found the sum of £2 5s. entered as payment from Miss C. 
Brown of three weeks’ rent, from the i8th October to the 8th 
November.* On further examining the books, I found that at this 
time, while the other lodger was charged sundry sums for fire. Miss 
Brown, though occupying the principal sitting-room, had no fire at 
all during the whole time of her tenancy, though the commencement 
of November in that year was unusually cold. There were also simdry 
other little charges invariable in the other cases, but omitted in the case 
of Miss Brown; and at length, on these things being pointed out to 
her, the old lady managed to remember that the rooms had been taken 
by a gentleman for a lady who was to give lessons in drawing. The 
gentleman had paid the three weeks* rent in advance, and had specially 
requested that they might be kept vacant for her, as the time of her 
arrival was uncertain. He had also begged that any letters or messages 
for her should be sent to a certain address immediately. After a great 
deal of searching, this address was at length found, and proved to be 
the square glazed card which I enclose. 

2—Letters or messages for Miss Brown to be forwarded immediately 
to care of 

Baron R**. 

Post Office, Notting Hill. 

* Compare Sections II, 2 and 5 j and III, i. 
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The old lady further stated that she never saw the gentleman again, 
and that she had never seen the lady at all. In fact, after payment of 
the money, nothing further had been heard of either of the parties 
concerned ; and as no inquiries had been made for Miss Brown, the 
subject had altogether passed from her mind. 

Being thus pretty well satisfied as to the identity of Madame R**, 
my next care was to trace the proceedings of the Baron between the 
time of his marriage and the death of his wife, which took place, as you 
are aware, in London, about nvo and a half years subsequently ; the 
insurances having been effected, as you well know, at about the middle 
of this period. The information afforded me by Dr. Jones, the 
medical man who signed the certificate to your office in connection 
with the policy on the life of Madame R**, first gave me the required 
clue, and you will, I think, find in the depositions immediately follow¬ 
ing, sufficient, at all events, to justify, if not to corroborate, the sus¬ 
picions which first gave rise to my enquiries. It is certainly unfortunate 
that here, too—as in the case of Mr. Aldridge, whose letter first roused 
these suspicions—the witness on whose evidence the principal stress 
must be laid, is not one whose testimony would probably carry much 
weight with a jury. Such, however, as it is, I have felt it my duty to 
lay it before you ; and I will now leave it, with such other as I have 
been able to collect, to tell its own tale. 

3 —Statement of Mrs. Whitworth. 

My name is Jane Whitworth. I am a widow, and gain my living by 
letting apartments at Bognor, Sussex. The principal season at 
Bognor is during the Goodwood races, and there are very few visitors 
there in the autumn and winter. On the 6th October, 1854, I let the 
whole upper part of my house to a lady and gentleman, who arrived 
there late that evening. They gave some foreign name; I forget what. 
It was some long German name. They did not give the name at first. 
Not till I asked for it. I don’t know that the gentleman was par¬ 
ticularly unwilling. I said I wanted it for my bill; and he laughed, 
and said it did not matter—anything would do. Then I said, if leners 
came, and he said :—“ Oh ! There won’t be any letters,” and he went 
on reading the paper. I went down stairs, and as I was going down he 
rang, and I went back, and he told me of his own accord. That was at 
the end of the first week, when I was making out my bill. They said 
they intended remaining for some weeks. It was the gentleman who 
said this. The lady took no part in the business, and seemed out of 
spirits, and very much afraid of her husband. He settled with me to 
take the apartments at thirty shillings a week. He was to remain as 
long as he liked. Not beyond the next race week, of course. We never 
let over the race week. He also made an agreement with me about 
board. I was to find for him and the lady, and the servant, for £2 15s. 
a week. That was without wine, beer or spirits. It is not a usual 
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arrangement. We do it sometimes—not often. The gentleman said 
it was because his wife was not well, and could not be ttoubled. The 
servant was his. It was a maid. She did not come with them. The 
gentleman hired her at Brighton. That is not a usual arrangement. 
Certainly not. I never made such a one before, and I told him so. 
He said it was because he was so particular about his servants. He 
said he never would live where the servants were not under his ovm 
hand—where he could not turn them away. I said I did not like it, 
it was not the custom. He said he was soft}’, but he could not take 
the apartments without it, and then I gave way. Afterwards he fol¬ 
lowed me down stairs, and gave me to understand it was something 
about his wife. At first, I thought she was not quite right in her head. 
That was from what he told me. I said I should be afraid to have her 
in the house, but he laughed, and said it was not that. I then supposed 
it must be temper. He was very pleasant about it. He was always 
very pleasant to me. I don’t know what he may have been to other 
people. I always had my money to the day, and he was always pleasant. 

I can’t say better than that. He got a servant a few days after they 
came. I did not turn away my own. I had none at the time. The 
season being over, it was a great chance whether I let again, and I sent 
my servant away and did for myself. A charw’oman did for the 
gentleman till he got a scr\’ant. He got one from Brighton. I 
recommended uvo or three in Bognor, but they did not suit. The one 
he got was a girl about twenty. Her name was Sarah Something. I 
did not think much of her. I used sometimes to think my tea and 
sugar went very fast. 1 never caught her taking anything. She was 
very quiet and civil-spoken. She stayed with the gentleman about a 
month ; not quite. She was sent away for giving the lady a dose of 
physic in her arrowroot to make her sick. The lady was very bad 
indeed. Wc thought she would have died. She was dreadfully sick, 
and had the cholera awfully bad. This was the 9th of December.* 
I know it from my books. The gentleman sent out for brandy 
several things, and they arc down in my book. On the following 
morning he sent for some stuff from the chemist.f Before that he bad 
given her some medicine himself. I don’t know what it was. He had 
a lot of chemicals and things. He kept them in a back room. The 
lady had a doctor. Not at first. Not till the Monday after she was 
ill. 1 asked him to send for one, but he said he was a doctor hiras^. 
She continued very ill, and on the Sunday night I asked him agam. 
He said if she was not better the next morning he would. I wanted him 
to send for Dr. Pesketh or Dr. Thompson, but he would not. He 
said they were no good. I have always heard them very highly spoken 
of. Dr. Peskcili I have always heard of as a first-rate doctor. He is 
since dead. Dr. Thompson is a very good doctor too; but Dr. 
Pesketh, perhaps, had the most practice. 1 don’t think the gentleman 

* Compare Mrs. Andertoa's Journal) Dec. 9) p. 

t On enquiry I find this to have been the decoction of Peruvian bark.—R.H. 
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knew any thin g about either of them. He sent for a Dr. Jones, who was 
in lodgings in the Steyne. I believe he lived in London. He pres¬ 
cribed for the lady while he stayed in Bognor. He went away the 
week after. The gentleman heard of him through a friend of mine in 
the Steyne. He asked me to find out whether there was no London 
doctor in the place. He would not have anyone who belonged to the 
place. He said country doctors were no good. The lady got better, 
but very slowly. She was ill several weeks. When she was strong 
enough they went away. He was very attentive to her. Never left 
her alone for a minute hardly. She did not seem very fond of him. I 
think she was afraid of him, but I don’t know why. He was very kind 
to her, and always particularly civil. Sometimes she seemed quite 
put out like by his civility. I thought sometimes she would have 
flown out at him. She never did fly out. He always seemed able to 
stop her. I don’t know how he did it. He never said anything ; only 
looked at her ; but it was quite enough. I thought she must have been 
doing something wrong, and he had brought her to Bognor to be out of 
the way. I do not know exactly what made me think so. It was the 
way they went on, and what he said to me. He never told me so. It 
was from the things he said. I did not talk much to the lady. I 
thought her very ungrateful when he was so kind. Then she was 
hardly ever alone. Only once when the gentleman went out for 
something. Then she was left about an hour. She was writing part 
of the time. She borrowed writing materials of me. There were 
none in the sitting-room. There usually were, but the gentleman 
sent the inkstand downstairs. He said it was sure to be upset. I lent 
the lady the things, and she gave me two letters for the post. She did 
not say anything to me; only asked me to post them immediately. 
One was addressed to Netting Hill. I noticed that because I have a 
sister living there ; the other was to some theatre. I forget where. 
It struck me, because I thought it odd that a lady should write to a 
theatre. I didn’t think it was right. I would rather not say what I 
thought. Well, it was that she was connected with someone there. 
Improperly, of course. The letter was not addressed to a man. It 
was “ Miss Somebody,” but that might be a blind. I thought this 
might account for her behaviour to her husband. 1 was very angry. 
A woman has no right to go on so. It is particularly bad when she 
has such a good husband. I did not say this to her. I did not notice 
the address till 1 got down-stairs. 1 kept the letters, and told the 
gentleman when he came in. He seemed very much vexed. He took 
the letters, and was very much obliged to me. He put the letter to 
the theatre into the fire without opening it. The other he said he would 
post himself. I don’t know whether he did post it, or not. 1 suppose 
so, of course. 1 think he spoke to the lady al^ut it. 1 am sure he did, 
for that night when 1 went up, 1 could see she had been crying, and she 
would never speak to me again. She spoke English quite well. The 
letters were addressed in English. When she spoke to the gentleman. 
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it was usually in some foreign language, but she could speak English 
perfectly. I do not know what became of the girl, Sarah. I think 
she went into service again, in Brighton. I know the gentleman gave 
her a character. He was very kind to her. He w’as always very kind. 
He was the pleasantest and most civil-spoken gentleman I ever met, 
and I think his wife behaved very bad to him. 

4 —Statement of Dr. jenes^ of Gcnccr Street, Bedford Square* 

I am a physician, residing in Gower Street, Bedford Square. In 
the beginning of December, 1854, I was suffering from a severe cold, 
and being unable to shake it off, went for a fortnight to the sea for 
change of air. I selected Bognor, because I had been in the habit of 
spending my holidays there for nvo or three years. I was lodging in 
the Sicyne. Some few days after my arrival, I received a message 
requesting me to call and see a lady who was dangerously ill at a 
lodging in another part of the to^vn. At first I declined to go, not 
wishing to interfere with the established practitioners of the place. A 
gentleman then called upon me, who gave the name of the Baron R**. 
He informed me that the lady in question was his wife, and that she 
was dangerously ill from the effects of a considerable quantity of 
emetic tartar, administered to her by the maid. He was very urgent 
w'ith me to attend, saying that he was in the greatest anxiety about his 
wife, and that he could not in such a case sufficiently rely upon the 
skill of any country doaor. He pressed me so strongly that I at 
length consented to accompany him to his lodgings. I found the 
patient in a very exhausted condition, and evidently suffering from the 
effects of some irritant poison. From what the Baron told me, the 
symptoms were much abated, but the purging still continued, accom¬ 
panied with severe griping pains and profuse perspirations. I learned 
from the Baron that, being himself a good amateur chemist, and 
having accidentally discovered at the outset the origin of his wife’s 
illness, he had so far treated her himself, rather than trust to the chance 
of a country physician. He described his treatment, which appeared 
to me perfectly correct. On becoming satisfied of the cause of the 
disturbance, he first promoted vomiting as much as possible by the 
exhibition of tepid water, and afterwards of warm water, with a small 
quantity of mustard. When no more food appeared to be left in the 
stomach, he then administered large quantities of a saturated infusion 
of green tea, of which he bad a few pounds at hand for his own drinking, 
finally, at the time of my arrival was exhibiting considerable doses of 
decoction of Peruvian bark; both which remedies are recDmmended 
by Professor Taylor in cases of antimonial poisoning. Their action 
left no doubt on my mind as to the origin of the symptoms ; but by 
desire of the Baron I proceeded to analyse with him portions of the 
vomited and exert ted matter, as also a portion of the arrowroot in 

* Compare Section III, 3.' 
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which the tartarised antimony was supposed to have been administered. 
To all of these we together applied the usual tests,—viz. : nitric acid, 
ferrocyanide of potassium, and hydrosulphuret of ammonia,—and 
succeeded in ascertaining beyond doubt the presence of antimony in 
all three. The quantity, however, appears to have been small. So 
far as we could ascertain, there could not have been more than one, or 
at the most two grains of lanarised antimony in the arrowroot, of which 
not much more than three pans had been eaten. I cannot account 
for the violent action of so small a quantity. I have frequently ad¬ 
ministered much larger doses in cases of inflammation of the lungs 
without ill effect. Two grains is by no means an imusual dose when 
intended to act as an emetic ; but the action of antimony varies greatly 
with different constitutions. Having certified ourselves of the presence 
of the suspected poison, the question was, as to the person by whom 
it had been administered. The Baron said that he had no doubt it 
was a trick on the part of the servant maid, between whom and her 
mistress there had been some dispute a few days since. We therefore 
determined on taxing her with it; but before doing so, proceeded to 
examine a bottle of prepared tartar emetic, which, as the Baron in¬ 
formed me, he kept for his own use, being subject to digestive derange¬ 
ment. He was, I believe, addicted to the pleasures of the table, and 
was in the habit of taking an occasional emetic. The bottle was not 
in its usual place, but was standing on the mble at the side of the 
dressing-case in which it was usually kept. It was labelled, “ The 
emetic. One teaspoonful to be taken as directed.” I remarked that 
it should be labelled “ poison,” and the Baron quite agreed with me, 
and immediately wrote the word in large characters on a piece of paper 
and gummed it round the bottle. We then weighed the contents of 
the bottle, from which three doses only had been taken by the Baron, 
and, on comparing the results, we found that a quantity equivalent to 
about one grain and a half of the tartarised antimony bad been abstracted 
in excess of this amoimt. The servant maid was the only person 
besides the Baron who usually bad access to the apartment; and we 
at once sent for her and taxed her with having administered it to 
Madame R** in the arrowroot before mentioned. My own counsel 
was to give her immediately in charge, but the Baron pointed out, very 
justly, that there was nothing to show the girl that she was doing any¬ 
thing that could possibly affect life; and that, in the absence of any 
motive for such a crime, it was only fair to conclude that nothing was 
intended beyond a foolish practical joke. He said the same to the girl, 
and spoke to her very kincUy indeed. At first she altogether denied it, 
and pretended to be quite astonished at such an imputation. The 
Baron, however, looked steadily at her, and said, “ Take care, Sarah 1 
Remember what I said to you only three days ago.” She did not 
attempt then to deny it any longer, but said she was very sorry, but she 
hoped the Baron would forgive her. The Baron said be could not 
possibly retain her in his service, and she then begged of him not to 
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send her away without a character. At this time I interfered, and 
said he would be very wrong to send her into any other family after 
playing such a trick. She again protested she had meant no hami, 
and the subject then dropped, the Baron saying he would take time 
to consider of it. From that time I attended Madame R** until my 
return to London, when she was clearly recovering. I did not enter 
into any conversation with her, as she seemed very reserved and of an 
unsociable disposition. The Baron seemed an unusually attentive 
husband. Talking over the subject of the seizure a day or two after¬ 
wards, he informed me that the death of his wife would also have been 
a severe loss in a pecuniary point of view, as if she -lived she would 
inherit a considerable fortune. I asked him why he did not insure 
her life, and he said he should now certainly do so, but had not before 
thought of it. He called upon me about two months later, in passing 
through low'n, and informed me that he intended to travel abroad for 
some months. I recommended the German baths, and on his objecting 
to the crowds of English there, suggested Grcisbach or Rippoldsau, in 
the Black Forest, where Englishmen are rarely to be encountered. It 
was too early for either place at that time, and I recommended the 
South of France until the season was sufficiently advanced. I did not 
sec him again till October, 1855, when he again called upon me with 
Madame R**, who seemed perfectly restored, and of whom 1 had no 

difficulty in reporting most favourable to the - Life Assurance 

Association, as also some weeks late to the-Life Office of Dublin, 

when applied to for my professional opinion. I think Madame R**’9 
was an excellent life, and there could be no better proof of it than her 
entire recovery, in the course of a very few months, or indeed weeks, 
from so severe an illness. The sensitiveness to antimony would not 
affect this opinion. Indeed, Professor Taylor, in his work on poisons, 
points out distinctly the " idiosyncratic ” action of antimony and other 
mcdidnals on certain constitutions, as “ conferring on an ordinary 
medicinal dose a poisonous instead of a curative action.” I have a 
copy of his work now before me, in which he says that ” daily experience 
teaches us that some persons are more powerfully affected than others 
by an ordinary dose of opium, arsenic, antimony and other substances”; 
and again, in considering the probable amount of the fatal dose,” 
he speaks of ” that ever-varying condition of idiosyncracy, in whiebj 
as it is well known, there is a state of constitution more liable to be 
affected by antimonial compoimds than other individuals apparently 
in the same conditions as to health, age, etc.” I did not, therefore, 
nor do I now, consider the sensitiveness of Madame constitution 
to that medicine any objection to her life, especially in view of the 
immense vitality shown by her recovery. With regard to the sleep* 
walking, I have bad no hmt ftom the Baron of such a propensity on 
the part of Madame R^*. Certainly it was never suggested that she 
could have poisoned herself in that way. Indeed the servant girl 
admitted the act. The mode of Madame R*^*s death does not in 
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any degree shake my confidence in my former opinion, as such an 
occurrence might have happened, though by no means likely to do so, 
to any one in the habit of walking in their sleep, a propensity which in 
Madame R**’s case I had no means of ascertaining. I have been 
enabled to be thus precise in my statement, from the fact that the 
interesting nature of the case led me to make a special memorandum 
of it in my diary, from which the above is taken. I shall therefore have 
no difficulty in confirming any portion of it upon oath. 

5 —Statement of Mrs. Throgmorton. 

Airs. Throgmorton presents her compliments to Mr. R. Henderson, 
and begs to inform him that the girl Sarah Newman, who is still in her 
service, and continues to give entire satisfaction in every way, came to 
her about Christmas, 1854, with a written character from the Baron R**, 
then residing at Bognor, and with whom she had been as housemaid 
and parlourmaid for some weeks. The character given by the Baron 
was a most satisfactory one, but on Mrs. Throgmorton’s desiring to 
know the reason of Sarah Newman’s leaving the situation, she was 
informed by the Baron that it was on account of her having played a 
foolish trick upon her late mistress by administering an emetic to her 
without authority, a highly reprehensible proceeding, which rendered 
Mrs. Throgmorton very much indisposed to receive her into her 
family. On further correspondence with Sarah Newman’s late master, 
however, Mrs. Throgmorton received the impression that the fault had, 
in point of fact, been chiefly on the side of Madame R**, though, of 
course, impossible to say so directly with respect to his o\vn wife, and 
Mrs. Throgmorton therefore agreed to take Sarah Newman on trial, 
as she appeared truly penitent for her most reprehensible conduct, and 
has since proved a very valuable servant in every respect. Mrs. 
Throgmorton trusts that this information will be satisfactory to Mr. 
Henderson, as he appears interested in Sarah Newman’s welfare, in 
whom Mrs. Throgmorton herself takes great interest. 

Qiftonville. 

S^Statement of Mr. Andretes. 

“ Sir, 

In reply to your letter of the 25th ultimo, I beg to inform you that 
the girl, Sarah Newman, certainly was in my service at Brighton for 
a month or two in the summer of 1854, but was discharged, 1 think, 
in September of that year, for various petty thefts. She was a very 
interesting girl, and took us in completely, but was accidentally dis* 
covered by one of our children, and after full proof of her delinquencies, 
turned away without a character. My own wish was to prosecute 
her, which indeed I considered almost a duty to others whom she 
m ig h t hereafter plunder, but I was persuaded to relinquish my 
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intention by my wife, who had taken a great fancy to her. Al^ut two 
months after her dismissal, a gentleman, who gave some German 
name—I cannot now remember it—called to enquire our reasons for 
discharging her, and 1 then informed him of die whole case. He 
questioned me pretty closely as to my real opinion of the girl, stating 
that he was philanthropically disposed, and would give her a chance for 
reform, if there was any likelihood of her availing herself of it. I told 
him frankly my owm opimon, viz : that the girl was a hardened offender^ 
but my wife was very eager that she should have another chance, and 
I have very little doubt the German gentleman took her. He was, so 
far as I remember, a stout, good-natured looking man, and he had with 
him a young lady whom he left in the carriage, and who was, he said, 
his wife. I think the name you mention, Baron **, is the same name 
as that given—or at least something like it—but cannot be quite sure. 

I am, 

Dear Sir, 

Faithfully yours, 

Charles Andrews.” 

P.S.—My wife begs me to ask that should you know anything of the 
after-career of her protegee, you will kindly communicate it to us. 

R. Henderson, Esq., &c., &c., &c., 

Clementes Inn, W.C. 

7 —Statement of Sarah Netoman. 

N.B.—This statement was not obtained without considerable difficulty, 
and must be taken for whatever it is worth. The girl was naturally 
anxious to be secured against the possible consequence of her own 
admissions, and I only at last succeeded in inducing her to speak out 
by means both of a promise on the part of Mrs. Throgmorton not to 
discharge her, and a threat of police interference, if she did not confess 
the whole truth. I have, myself, no doubt whatever of the correctness 
of her statement as it now stands, and it is, as you will see, corroborated 
in several very important particulars, but whether it could be produced 
before a jury, or, if it were so, what effect it would have upon their 
minds, are both very doubtful questions. 

R.I^t 

My name is Sarah Newman. I was in the service of Mr. Andrews 
at Brighton for three months. I was discharged by him for stealing 
tea and sugar. Mr. Andrews wanted to take the law of me, but my 
mistress would not let him . My Mistress would have kept me on, 
but master said No. She was always very kind to me, and it was very 
ungrateful of me to rob her. I would never do so again. My present 
mistress is very kind to me, too. I have never robbed her of a pin. I 
declare to goodness I have not, nor I never wUl steal from anybody ^ain. 
I have often wanted to tell Mrs. Andrews so since, but I did not know 
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where she was. I did noi. say it to her when I left. I felt quite hard 
like, because of master. I was out of a place for two months after 
that. No one would take me without a character. At last a friend 
at Bognor told me of a gentleman, and I got her to speak to him. 
It was the Baron. He came to see me one day when he was at 
Brighton. He insisted on knowing all about me—where I had been 
and why I had left Mr. Andrews. He was very kind, and said it 
was hard a poor girl should be ruined for one false step. He said 
if I would promise never to steal again he would give me a trial. 
I promised him faithfully, and he at last took me down to Bognor 
with him. 1 do not know whether he made any inquiries about 
me. I think not. He did not tell me he had. I meant to keep 
my promise. Indeed I did, and I did keep it, almost. 1 mean 1 
only took one little thin g, and I really did not think that was stealing. 
Nothing was ever locked up. The Baron always insisted on having the 
tea-chest and other things left open in case he wanted some. I never 
took any. I might have taken a great deal, but I did not. I used to 
think sometimes things were left on purpose to tempt me, but of course 
that was fancy. Often there were coppers left about, but I never 
touched them. I did take one thing at last. I did not think it was 
stealing. It was only some orange-marmalade. I am very fond of 
sweet things. One day there was a pot of orange-marmalade. It was 
left on the table. It was after they had gone away from breakfast. It 
looked so nice. I just put in my finger. That was all. I declare to 
goodness that was all. I did not even taste it. The Baron came back 
and caught me. He did not say anything. He just shut the door 
close and walked straight up to me. I was so frightened I could not 
move. He took hold of ray wrist and held up my hand. I burst out 
crying. He said it was no use crying ; I had deceived him and must 
go. He said if he did his duty he ought to give me up to the police. 
1 said indeed I had taken nothing, but only that little taste of sweets. 
He said who would believe me with my character ? He spoke very 
kind but very stern, and I was dreadfully frightened. I begged of 
him not to give me up, and he said he would give me one chance 
more; but 1 must go away. 1 said if he turned me out without a 
character I might as well drown myself at once. I begged him to let 
me stay; but he said that was impossible. Then I begged him not 
to say why I was sent away. He said what else could he say ? I 
begged him again very hard. At last he said he would think over it. 
He said he would try and make some other excuse for my going, but I 
must go next day, positive. He told me if he did make an excuse for 
me to be very careful not to contradict him. I was very grateful to 
him. He is a kind good gentleman, and 1 shall always bless him for 
it. . I did not go next day. I was kept by my mistress’s illness. She 
was very bad indeed. I did all I could for her. I hoped the Baron 
had forgotten and would let me stay. He sent for me two or three days 
afterward. There was another gentle man with him. It was the 
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doctor. He charged me tvith having given some stuff to my mistress 
to make her sick. Of course I denied it. I never gave her anything. 
I never had any quarrel with her at all. She was always very good- 
natured to me, but I did not like her much. I don’t Imow why. I 
think it was because she did not like master. I said I had given her 
nothing. No more I had. I never saw the bottle, and don t know 
what it was. I cannot read at all. I saw master look at me, and he said 
something about wo or three days ago. I knew then that he \ras 
making an excuse to send me away. He made signs at me to abide 
by what he said, and I did abide by it. 1 he other gentleman was very 
hard, but of course he did not know. What the Baron said was given 
as a reason for my going away. That was all. The real reason was 
my taking the marmalade. If you ask the Baron he will tell you so. 
1 hope you will tell him how grateful I am for his kindness to me. 


SECTION V 


1 —Memorandum by Mr. Henderson. 

Wc have now reached a point in this mysterious story at which I 
must again direct your attention most particularly to the coincidences 
of dates, etc., on which, indeed, depends entirely, as I have before said, 
the only solution at which I have found it possible to arrive. 

The length to which tlicse depositions have run has obliged me to 
divide them into distinct sections, each of which should bear more 
directly upon some particular phase of the case. For this purpose I 
have taken, as you v.ill have perceived, first the early history of Mrs. 
Anderton, and as we may, I think, fairly assume, of Madame R** also, 
thus establishing, at tlie outset, the initiatory link of that chain of con- 
neaion between these wo extraordinary cases, which, inexplicable as 
either is in itself, will nevertheless, I cannot but imagine, each help 
to elucidate the other. The second division placed us in possession 
of the histories both of Mrs. Anderton and Madame R** up to the 
point at which the tliread of their singular destinies crossed; showing, 
also, how the Baron became aware of his wife’s probable relation¬ 
ship to Mrs. Anderton, and of the benefit thereby accruing to her upon 
the death, without issue, of her sister and Mr. Anderton. The third 
section deals with the first illness of Madame R**, to the date and 
circumstances of which I felt it right to direct your most particular 
attention. 

In the fourth division of the evidence we then reviewed the dreum- 
stances attending the fatal illness of Mrs. Anderton, which led to her 
husband’s arrest on suspicion of murder, and finally to his suicide, 
while awaiting invesdgatioo. A considerable portion of the evidence 
connected wi^ this phase of the subject 1 have thought it best to keep 
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back for insertion in that division of the case which bears more par¬ 
ticularly upon the conduct and death of Mr. Anderton, and which will 
follow that on which we are about to enter. The narrative, therefore, 
of Mrs. Anderlon’s last illness has been thus far confined to the men¬ 
tion of it in the unfortunate lady’s own diary, tvith the note at its 
termination, in which her husband records the fact of her decease. 
With tliis, however, I have coupled an account, drawn partly from an 
earlier portion of the same diarj', and partly from the statement of the 
medical man by whom she was at the time attended, of a previous 
illness very similar in general character to that by which she was finally 
carried off, and apparently of an equally unaccountable description. 
The object witli which I have thus placed in juxtaposition the first 
attacks respectively of Madame R** and Mrs. Anderton will probably 
be sufficiently apparent. I have now to direct your attention to a 
second illness of Madame R**, occurring, under what I cannot but 
feel to be most suspicious circumstances, but a very few months before 
her demise. 

In proceeding with this portion of the case, the extreme importance 
attaching to a thorough and correct appreciation of the dates of the 
various occurrences will become more obvious at every step, and to 
them 1 must again request your utmost attention. I had at first pro¬ 
posed to submit to you in tabular form the singular coincidences to 
which I allude, but on reflection, such a course appeared objectionable, 
as tending to place too strongly before you a view of the subject with 
which I must confess myself thoroughly dissatisfied. I have, there¬ 
fore, preferred leaving entirely to yourselves the comparison of the 
various dates, etc., limiting myself strictly to a verification of their 
accuracy. In many instances this has been no easy task, and more 
particularly in establishing satisfactorily the exact date (5th April, 
1856), at which the symptoms of Madame R**’s second illness first 
appeared, wherein I have experienced a difficulty only compensated 
by the importance of the result. 

I have, therefore, to request that the depositions here following may 
be carefiiUy compared with the concluding portion of Mrs. Anderton’s 
diary, and also with the statement of Dr. Dodsworth. In making this 
comparison you will notice, besides the points I have already referred 
to respecting dates, various discrepancies between facts as actually 
occurring and as represented to Mr. and Mrs. Anderton by the Baron. 
These I need not here particularise, as tliey will be sufficiently obvious 
on a perusal of the depositions themelves, but it is as well to draw your 
attention generally to them, as they seem to have a significant bearing 
upon other parts of the case. 

I must request you also to bear in min d the relation in which the 
Baron and his wife were supposed to stand towards each other pre¬ 
viously to their marriage, and will now proceed to lay before you the 
depositions relating, as I have said, to the second illness of the latter. 
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2— Statement of Mrs. Brosen. 

My name is Jane Brown. I am a widow, and my poor dear husband 
was a clerk in the city. I don’t know' whose house. I did know but 
I forget. My memor>’ is very bad. I live in Russell Place. The 
house is my owti, not hired. Aly poor dear husband left it to me in 
his will. I sometimes let it off in lodgings. Not alw’ays. Only when 
I can get quiet lodgers. Last year* I let the first and second floors to 
Baron R**. The ground floor was let to Dr. Marsden. He has had 
it several years. He docs not live there. He has a practice near 
London. He comes to Russel Place every Monday and Friday to see 
his patients. He used to live with us. That was in my poor dear 
husband’s lifetime. Baron R** took the rest of the house except the 
attics. I lived there myself. I cannot remember when the Baron 
came. It was some time in February or March. I am sure I cannot 
remember. I have no means of ascertaining. I don’t keep any 
accounts. My poor dear husband always kept the accounts. I have 
kept none since he died. I dare say I lose money by it, but I can’t help 
it. I have no head for it. I am pretty sure it was in February or March. 

I think about the beginning of March.f There was no other lodger 
then. Not till my son w'cnt away from home again. He was away 
from home then. He came home some time in March or April. I 
suppose it was in March. He came from Melbourne to Liverpool. 
He was at home for some weeks. I can’t tcU how many. He went 
away again in April, or it might have been Alay. I am almost sure it 
was not later than Alay. Not so late, I think. Mrs. Troubridge could 
tell you. Richard married her daughter. Richard is my son. He 
married Ellen Troubridge. That was while he was at home last year. 
They had been engaged ever so long. He came home on purpose to 
marry her. He had got a promise of something at Melbourne, and was 
obliged to go back directly. He worked his passage home from 
Melbourne. I do not know what ship he came in. I don’t think he 
shipped in his own name. I forget why it was. Something about not 
liking to have it known. I don’t know why not; I don’t know at all 
what name he took. I cannot remember when he came home or when 
he went. I do not know when he left Melbourne. He brought home 
one paper. There is only a small piece of it left. He was with me all 
the time he was at home except Saturdays and Sundays. He used to 
go down to Brighton then to see Ellen. She was in a shop there. He 
used to go by the excursion train and stay with her mother from 
Saturday to Monday. All the rest of the time he was with me. That 
is all I can tell you about him. The other lodger was a friend of his. 
He had known him in Australia. He asked him to his wedding. That 
was at our house. It was on a Monday, and he came the Saturday 
before. They all came up together from Brighton. The Baron let us 


* 1856.—R.H. 

t Clearly so. The Baron was in Dublin on 25th Feb.—R.H. 
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use his rooms. He went away somewhere to give his lady change of 
air . I think it was because she had been ill. I cannot be sure. She 
was ill several times at my house. She died there. I forget when 
was the first time she was ill there. It was while my son was in England. 
I remember talking to Him about it. He was away from home at the 
time. There was no one in the house but myself. I remember it 
because I was so frightened. There was nobody at all. Not even a 
servant. I generally have a servant. I was without one then for two 
or three months. I got a charwoman to come in the day. The reason 
was my servant got tipsy. She had to be taken away by the police and 
I was afraid for a long while to get another. 1 can’t at all remember 
when that was. I think it must have been before the Baron came. I 
can’t be sure. I am quite sure it was before Madame R** was taken 
ill. I am sure of that because I remember well how frightened I was. 
I think Dr. Marsden attended Madame R**. He used to be very 
friendly with the Baron. Everybody liked him. He was so good- 
natured and so very kind to his wife. We did not think so much of 
her. She was very quiet, but she did not seem to care much about 
him. She seemed frightened like. I sometimes thought she was not 
quite right in her head. The Baron was always kind to her. He was 
good-natured with everybody. I never heard him say a hard word of 
anyone but once. That was of young Aldridge. He was Richard’s 
friend who lodged with us.* He made a noise and disturbed Madame 
R**. He came home one night quite intoxicated, and the Baron asked 
me to give him notice. He said if Mr. Aldridge did not go he must. 
Of course I gave him notice directly. He said it was all spite. Of 
course I knew that was not true. He said he was not drunk, but the 
policeman found him lying on the door-step. 1 forget what he said. 
It was some foolish story about the Baron. I do not know of any 
reason why they should have quarrelled. 1 remember he said some¬ 
thing once about Madame R** walking in her sleep. I don't know 
what it was. I don’t think it could have had anything to do with it. 
Of course it could not. The Baron complained of being disturbed. 
That was all. I do not remember that I was ever disturbed myself. 
His room was next to min e. I might have been disturbed without 
remembering it. I certainly was that night he came home intoxicated. 
He might have disturbed Madame R** and I slept through it. I 
sleep heavy sometimes. 1 forget when this was and when he left the 
house. I cannot remember the exact dates of anything. My poor 
dear husband always did everything of that sort for me. He was a 
very exact man. I have no books or papers of any kind to which 1 
coiild refer. This is all 1 can tell you. 


* ThU portion of Mrs. Brown’s evidence affects more particii^Iy the part of the 
case to be hereafter referred to in Part vii; but I have thought it best to preserve it 
iouct.—RJl. 
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3— Statement of Mrs. Tronbridge. 

My name is Ellen Tronbridge. My husband is a seafaring man. 
He is captain of a small collier. We live at Shoreham, near Brighton. 

I have one daughter, whose name is Ellen. She is married to a man 
of the name of Richard Brown. He is in Australia. He went out to 
Australia in 1856. I forget the exact date. It was some time in 
April or May. The ship’s name was the Maria Somes. She sailed 
from Gravesend. My daughter was married on the 14th of April. 
That was not very long before they sailed. She had been engaged to 
young Brown for three or four years. He came home on purpose to 
marry her. I don’t remember exactly when he came home. It must 
have been about a month before. Something of that kind. He was 
in a great hurry to get out again. He wanted to marry by licence, so 
as to be quicker, but I told him it was a foolish expense. He had the 
banns put up the first Sunday he was at home. I think it was the first, 
but cannot be quite sure. My daughter was then in service. She was 
at a shop in Brighton. During the week she used to sleep at a friend’s 
house, and on Saturdays she used to come home to us for Sundays. 
Brown always used to come down on Saturdays. He used to come by 
the cheap excursion train. He used to go to Brighton and call for 
Nelly, and walk with her to Shoreham. He used to walk back with her 
early Monday morning, and go on to town. He never came at other 
times. It was no good. Nelly was only at home Sundays. He wanted 
her to leave and go to his mother’s. She would not leave the shop till 
her time was out. I would not let him be at Brighton. I was afraid 
people might talk. So far as I know, he was at home all the rest of the 
time. The marriage took place from Mrs. Browm’s house. She had a 
lodger then—a foreigner, I think. He went out of totsm for two or 
three days, and lent her his rooms. After the wedding young Broun 
and my daughter went to Southend for a few days. I cannot exactly 
say how long. About a week or a fortnight. On the Saturday before 
they sailed we all went down to Gravesend to meet them and see them 
off. The ship was to have sailed on the Sunday. We all went to 
Rosherville, and slept at Gravesend that night. I had some friends 
there who gave us beds. Mrs. Brown went back on Sunday, but I 
stayed. A young man by the name of Aldridge was with us. He was 
a friend of Brown’s. I did not much like him. He went back with 
Mrs. Brown. I think he took lodgings in her house. 1 cannot ca}\ 
to mind the exact day young Brown came home, I think it must have 
been some time in March. 

4— Statement of Dr. Marsden. 

My name is Anthony Marsden. I am a physician, and formerly 
resided at Mrs. Brown’s house, in Russell Place. Some three or four 
years ago 1 fotmd the atmosphere of London beginning to tell upon my 
health, and determined to remove into the suburbs. I bought a small 
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practice in the neighbourhood of St. John’s Wood, and gave up the 
greater portion of my London patients. I was, however, desirous of 
not altogether relinquishing that connection, and with this object 
rented nvo rooms at Mrs. Brown’s, where I might be consulted by 
such patients as I still retained in that neighbourhood. I used to drive 
up for this purpose every Monday and Thursday morning. 1 had been 
doing this for some time, when the first and second floor apartments 
were taken by the Baron R**. I did not at first much like him. I 
thought him an impostor. He seemed, however, to wish to make my 
acquaintance, and I found that he was, at all events, a very highly 
informed man on all matters of science. We had frequent con¬ 
versations respecting mesmerism. He certainly seemed himself to be 
a believer in it. Were I not myself thoroughly satisfied of its im¬ 
possibility, I am not at all sure but that he might have convinced me on 
the subject. I am quite unable to account for many of the phenomena 
exhibited. They were, however, of course, to be accounted for in some 
way. He seem^ a very excellent chemist, and we used at times to 
pursue our investigations together. There was a small room at the 
back of the house, on the basement floor, which he used as a laboratory. 
He invited me to make use of it, and 1 was frequently there. He was 
always engaged in experiments of one kind or another, and had various 
ingenious projects in hand. In the laboratory was a large assortment 
of chemicals and medicines of various kinds. In the case of poor 
patients, I have sometimes asked him to make up a prescription, and 
he has done so. At the time at which I knew him, he was engaged 
in a series of experiments on the metals, and more especially on mercury, 
antimony, lead and zinc. I think he must have had almost every 
preparation of these that is made. I believe tliat his researches were 
for the purpose of finding a specific against the disease so prevalent 
among painters, which is known by the name of “ lead colic.” The 
laboratory was at the back of the house, and quite detached from all the 
Other rooms. There was an open space bet\veen it and the rest of the 
house, with only a passage communicating with the offices. This 
passage was shut oflf by a glass door, and there was a wooden door at the 
end into the laboratory. Both these doors were always kept closed. 
They were not usually locked. I told the Baron I thought they should 
be, but he said no one would go there. He had a weight put on the 
laboratory door to close it. The glass door had a spring already. I 
frequently made use of his laboratory : sometimes when he was absent. 
I might go there with or without him, whenever I pleased. There 
was no attempt at concealing from me anything whatever that was 
done there. It was all quite open. I attended Madame R** through 
greater part of her illness. It was a very long affeir, and of a singular 
character. 1 cannot be at all certain as to the date at which it com- 
m^ced. I was not regularly called in at the time, and did not nodee 
it in my book. The Baron only consulted me in a friendly way about 
it, two or three days afterwards. It was certainly as much as that. I 
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think it was the third day. I cannot be sure of ^at, but I am quite 
sure it was at least the second. By being the seebnd day, I mean that 
at least one clear day had intervened between the night on which she 
was ill and the day on which I was consulted by the Baron. I cannot 
swear to more than one, but I think it must have been. From what the 
Baron told me of the symptoms, I remember concluding it to be a case 
of English cholera, but she was almost recovered at the time I first 
heard of it, and I did not prescribe for her. About a fortnight or three 
weeks after this she had another slight attack, for which the Baron 
himself also prescribed. He acquainted me on my visit to town 
with the course he had pursued, and I entirely concurred in his treat¬ 
ment of the case. The attack, however, returned, I think more than 
once, and he then asked me to see and prescribe for her. I first saw 
her professionally on the 23rd of May, 1856.* This was two days after 
the third or fourth attack, which occurred on the night of the 21st of 
May. As soon as I regularly took up her case, I made notes of it in my 
diary. Extracts from this are enclosed {vide 5 herewith) showing the 
progress of the case from time to time. I attended her throughout 
her illness. The attacks occurred, as will be seen from my diary, about 
every fortnight. They increased in intensity up to the loth of 
October, 1856. At this time she was apparently, for three or four 
days, almost in artictilo mortis, and 1 was unable to hold out any hope of 
her recovery. Another attack would certainly have been fatal. Happily 
the disease appeared to have spent itself, and at the expiration no re¬ 
newal of the more acute sjTnptoms was experienced. From this date 
Madame R** progressed steadily but slowly to convalescence, and 
would no doubt ultimately have entirely recovered, but for the un¬ 
fortunate accident which put an end to her life. Madame R**’s case 
was one of great difficulty. It was apparently one of chronic gastritis j 
but its recurrence in an acute form at stated intervals was a very ab¬ 
normal incident. The case presented, in fact, all the more prominent 
features of that of chronic antimonial poisoning recorded by Dr. 
Mayerhofer in Heller's Archiv:, 1846, and alluded to by Professor 
Taylor in his work on Poisons, p. 539. There were also strong points 
of general resemblance to the other cases of M’MuUen and Hardman, 
quoted by Professor Taylor at the same page, and recorded in Guy’s 
Hospital Reports for October, 1857. As matters progressed, I took 
the opportunity of pointing diis out as delicately as I could to the 
Baron, and asked if be bad any suspicions of foul play. He seemed at 
first almost amused by the suggestion; but upon further consideration 
was inclined to take a graver view of the matter. We went carefully 
through the cases in question, the Baron translating that of Dr. 
Mayerhofer for my benefit, as 1 was not a German s^olar. At his 
suggestion, we determined to analyse the various excretions, etc., and 
an examination was accordingly instituted in the Baron's laboratory. 
He was always very particular in keeping up the supply of medicine, 
* Comp, journal of Mn. Anderton, 25th May and 10th June. Vide, Section III, 3. 
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and would never allow the bottles, etc., to be thrown away. There 
was therefore some refnnant of every medicine that had been made up 
for her. These we tested carefully, as well as the excreta, etc., both 
for arsenic and antimony, but witliout finding the slightest trace of 
either. The analysis was conducted by the Baron, who took the greatest 
interest in it. I could not perhaps have done it myself. Such matters 
have not come within my line of practice. In such a case I should 
certainly not trust to my own manipulations. I trusted to those of the 
Baron, because I knew him to be an expert practical chemist, and in 
the daily habit of such operations. My own share in them was limited 
to the observation of results, and their comparison with those pointed 
out b> Professor Taylor. I did not take any special pains to ascertain 
the purity of the chemical tests employed, or of their being in fact what 
they were assumed to be. That is to say, when a colourless liquid with 
all the apparent characteristics of nitric acid was taken from a bottle 
labelled “ Nit. Ac.” I took for granted that nitric acid was being 
employed. Similarly, of course, with the other chemical agents. It 
never occurred to me to do otherwise. Nor did I take any special 
precautions to identify the matters examined. Others might certainly 
have been substituted ; but if so, it must have been done by the Baron 
himself.. It was, perhaps, possible that he might have conducted his 
investigations, under such supervision as I then exercised, with fic¬ 
titious tests, and it was quite so to substitute other matters and mislead 
me by subjecting them to a real analysis. That is to say, this would 
have been possible to be done by the Baron. No one else could, under 
the circumstances, have done it, or at least without his direct connivance. 
I Ipd no ground for any suspicion of the kind, nor do I see any now. I 
think it most unwarrantable. Every circumstance that came 'under 
my notice goes equally to contravene such a supposition. The Baron 
was devotedly attached to his wife : he supplied her liberally with 
professional advice, as also with nurses, medicine, and every necessary; 
his care for her led him to precautions which, in their incidental results, 
must have inevitably exposed any attempt at the administration of 
poison. During the severer period of the disorder, he had no oppor¬ 
tunity of committing such a crime, as he universally insisted on both 
food and medicine being both prepared and administered by the nurses; 
he himself rendered every assistance in the endeavour to detect any 
such attempt when its possibility had been suggested by myself; and 
lastly, Madame R** did not die, although the investigation had already 
removed all suspicion. 1 think such an imputation wholly unwar¬ 
ranted and unwarrantable from any one circumstance of the case. 
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5— Extracts from Dr. Marsden's Diary* 

May 23rd. Madame R**, nausea, vomiting, tendency to diarrhoa, 
profuse perspiration, and general debility. Pulse low, 100. Spints 
depressed. Burning pain in stomach—abdomen tender on pressure. 
Tongue discoloured. 

26th. Madame R** slightly better—less nausea and pam. 

3oih. Madame R**. Improvement continued. 

June 2nd. Madame R** improving. 

6th. Ditto. 

9ih. Recurrence of symptoms on Saturday evening.7 Increased 
nausea, vomited matter yellow with bile. Pulse low, 105. Throat 
sore, and slight constriction. Tongue foul. 

i3ih. Symptoms slightly ameliorated. Treatment continued. 

i6lh. Ditto. Tongue slightly clearer. Pulse too. 

20th. Improvement continued. Pulse slightly firmer. 

23rd. Ditto. 

24th. Special visit. Return of symptoms last lught. Great in¬ 
crease of nausea and vomiting—very yellow with bile. Throat sore 
and tongue foul. Abdomen very tender on pressure. Slight 
diarrhoea. Tingling sensation in limbs. 

27ih. Slight improvement. 

30th. Continued, but slight. Pulse firmer. 

July 3rd. Improvement continued, especially in throat. Perspira¬ 
tion still distressing. Less tingling in limbs. 

6ih. Improvement continued. Pulse somewhat firmer, 110. (lOtb 
to 201I1. Absent in Gloucestershire). 

20ih. A slight rally. Baron says attack shortly after last visit, but 
recovery for time more rapid. 

24th. Improvement continues, but less rapid. Pulse tio. 

ayih. Rccuircncc yesterday. Vomiting, purging amounting to 
diarrheva. Soreness and aphthous state of mouth and throat. Perspira¬ 
tion. Pain in abdomen. Complains of taste in mouth like lead. 
Pulse low, 115. Qy. antimony ? Speak, Baron. 

31st. Analysis—satisfactory. Symptoms slightly abated. 

August 3rd. Improvement continued. Pulse 112, firmer. 

7th. Same. 

loth. Return of vomiting and purging. General aggravation of 
symptoms. Much prostrated. 

24th, 28th, 31st. Slight improvement. 

September 4th. Improvement continued, but slight. 

* These extracts will, of course, be chiefly interesting to the medical profesaon, 
and may be passed over by the general reader. Some details arc necessarily excluded. 
The notes, also, relating to tlie treatment by Dr. Marsden, not materially affecting 
the question at issue, which is concerned only with the symptoms of disorder, are 
omitted as irrelevant and therefore confusing. Vid$ note to statement of Dr. Watson, 
Section III, 2. 

t 7th June.—R.H. 
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7th. Return of severe symptoms. Vomiting, extremely yellow, 
much bile. Diarrhc^a. Pulse low and fluttering, 120. Violent 
perspiration. Slight wandering. Extreme soreness and constriction 
of throat. Slight convulsive twitchings in limbs. Great exhaustion 
and prostration. 

loth, 14th, i8ih. Ver>' slight abatement of symptoms. 

2ist. Violence of symptoms increased. Pulse 125. Great prostra¬ 
tion. 

25ih, 28th. Very slight amelioration. Pulse 125. Wandering. 

October ist, 4ih, 8th. Symptoms slightly less severe. 

nth. Aggravation of all symptoms. Pulse 132, low and fluttering. 
Face flushed and pale. Much convulsive twitclung in limbs. Power 
of speech quite gone. Entire prostration. Can hardly live through 
night. 

I2th, I3lh, 14th. Special visits. No perceptible change. 

I5ih. Pulse a shade firmer, 136. 

N.B .—From this date recovery slow but steady, 

6 —Memorandum by Mr. Henderson. 

From the very vague nature of the foregoing evidence, so far as dates 
are concerned, it was, as you will at once perceive, no very easy task to 
determine the precise day of Madame R**’s first attack. To the view 
of the case, however, which I was even then inclined to adopt this was 
a matter of the last importance, and I determined to spare no effort to 
elucidate it if possible from the very loose data furnished by the 
depositions. In this I have, I think, been successful ; but, as ilic 
process has been rather complicated, I must ask you to follow me 
through it step by step. 

The difficulty of tracing the truth seemed at first sight not a little 
augmented by the fact that no one had been in the house but Mrs. 
Brown herselJf, whose memory, even had it afforded any clue, could 
not have been relied on. On further consideration, however, I began 
to fancy myself mistaken in this respect, and finally conceived a hope 
^t this very fact might if properly handled, prove an assistance 
instead of an obstacle to my investigation. The following was the 
course of reasoning I pursued. 

There are only two points on which Mrs. Brown appears to be 
certain j her son’s presence in England, and her being herself alone 
in the house on the actual day in question. The only chmees of success 
therefore seemed to beFirst, in ascer tainin g precisely the limit of 
time within which such a combination was possible; and, second, in 
determining by a process of elimination the actual day or days on which 
such a combination could fall. 

The result has been far more complete than at the outset of the 
investigation I could venture to hope. 

1st. For the period of tim e to which our researches should be 
directed. 

18 
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This was obviously limited by the residence of Richard Broi™ in 
England, and my first efforts were therefore directed towards deter¬ 
mining the exact dates of his arrival and departure. 

1. On inquiry at Liverpool, I found ^at the only vessels which 
had arrived from Melbourne during the month of March, l 856 > were 
as follows : 

Ship. Captain. Owners. Arrived. 

Tames Baines. M’Donald. Jas. Baines & Co. 4^ March 

Lightning. Enright. » >» 

Emma. Undenvood. Pilkington Bros. 27th „ 

Of these the James Baines left Melbourne on the 28th Novenjber, and 
the Lightning on the 28th of December. The exatt date of sailing of 
the Emma I have not been able to ascertain, but it is immaterial to the 
case. 

The fragment of newspaper preserved by Mrs. Brown has no date, 
nor could I at first find any clue by which it might be determined. The 
last paragraph, however, commences as follows : 

Seasonable Weather ! The thermometer has, for the last four 

days, never been lower tlian eighty degrees in tlie shade. We 

wonder what our friends in England would say to singing their 

Ch . . . rols in such a . . . . 

The remainder is torn off, but the missing syllables arc clearly 
Christmas Carols, and tliis shows clearly that the paper must have been 
published after the departure of die James Baines on the 28th November. 
Richard Browm must therefore have come home either in the Lightning 
or the Emma, the earliest of which reach Liverpool on the evening 
of the 24th March. The 25th of March therefore is the earliest date 
from which our examination need commence. 

2. From Mrs. Troubridge, mother of the young woman to whom 
Richard Brown was married during his stay in England, I learned that 
the young couple sailed for Sydney in the Maria Somes. Mrs. Brown 
was unable to give me the date of this vessel’s departure, but a search 
through the file of the Times for April, 1856, shows that she left 
Gravesend on the 23rd of that month. The period to be analysed is 
therefore confined to the interval between the 25th March and the 
25th April, 1856. 

3. During this period, as we learn from Mrs. Brown’s statement, 
Richard Brown was at home every day except Saturdays and Sundays. 
These were respectively, 29th and 30th of March, and 5 tbj 12th, 
13th, 19th and 20th of April. 

4. Dr. Marsden, in his evidence, states most distinctly that he did 
not sec Madame R** until at least “ one clear day ” had elapsed ^er 
her attack. Dr. Marsden’s visits take place on the Monday and Friday 
of each week. Madame R**’s seizure therefore did not occur on a 
Sunday. This reduces the days on which it may have h^pened to the 
29th March and 5th, 12th and 19th April. 
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5. From Mrs. Troubridge’s evidence we learn that Mrs. Brown and 
the whole party slept at Gravesend on the Saturday night previous to 
the sailing of the Maria Somes. Mrs. Brown was therefore absent 
from town on the 19th April. The issue is thus narrowed to the 29th 
March and the 5th and 12th April. 

6. From Mrs. Brown’s statement we leam that on the Saturday and 
Stmday preceding the wedding her son’s friend Aldridge slept at the 
house. The wedding took place on the 14th April. On the 12th 
April, therefore. Airs. Brown was not alone. The only days, there¬ 
fore, on which the occurrence, as described, could have taken place, 
arc the 29th March and 5th April. 

At this point I feared for some time that my clue was at an end. 
This would, however, have been most unsatisfactory, as the possible 
error of a week in point of date would have seriously detracted from the 
trustworthiness of the entire case. The only possible chance of deter¬ 
mining the point seemed to lie in ascertaining the precise date of the 
servant’s dismissal, and it at length occurred to me that this might be 
accomplished by means of the police records of the court before which 
she was carried. From them 1 fotmd- 

7. That the offence for which she was discharged was committed 

on Sunday, the 30th of On the 29th, therefore, she was still 

in Mrs. Brown’s house. The only day, therefore, on which Madame 
R**’s first seizure could have taken place was stated during Richard 
Brown’s stay in England, and on a night when Airs. Brown was alone 
in the house, was the 5th of April. 

The importance of this date, thus fixed, you will, 1 think, at once 
perceive. 

SECTION VI 

I— Memorandum by Mr. Henden-on. 

We have now arrived at a point in this extraordinary case at which I 
must again direct your attention to the will of the late Air. Bolton. 
By this will £25,000 was, as we have seen, bequeathed to Aiiss Bolton 
(afterwards Airs. Anderton), with a life interest, after her death, to her 
husband. At his decease, and failing children by his marriage with 
Aiiss Bolton, the money passed to the second sister, whom, as I 
have before said, we may, 1 think, be justified in identifying with the 
late Aiadame R**. It seems, at all events, clear, both from the cir¬ 
cumstances att ending the marriage of the Baron, and from the observa¬ 
tion made by him at Bognor to Dr. Jones relative to the pecuniary 
loss he would have sus tain ed by the death of his wife, that the Baron 
h i ms elf believed and was prepared to maintain this relationship, and 
that the various policies of assurance effected on the life of Madame 
R**-_to the gross amount of £25,000, the exact sum in question— 
were intended to cover any risk of her death before that of her sister. 
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This is all that we need at present require. What import should be 
attached to the degree of mystery with which the whole affair both of 
the marriage and of the assurance seems to have been so carefully 
surrounded will, of course, be matter for consideration when reviewing 
the whole circumstances of the case. It is enough for our present 
purpose that the Baron clearly looked upon his wife as the sister of 
Mrs. Andercon, and calculated upon participation, through her, in the 
legacy of Mr. Bolton. The lives of Mr. and Mrs. Andenon thus alone 
intervened between this legacy and the Baron’s family, and we have 
thus established, on his part, a direct interest in their decease. 

On the death of Mrs. Anderton, under the circumstances detailed in 
an earlier portion of the case, the life of the husband only now stood 
in the way of Baron R**’s succession, and it is important to bear this 
in mind in considering, as we are now about to do, the various cir¬ 
cumstances attendant on the death of that gentleman. 

The chain of evidence on which hangs, as I have so often said, the 
sole hypothesis by which I can account for the mysterious occurrences 
that form the subject of our enquiry, is not only of a purely circum¬ 
stantial character, but also of a nature at once so delicate and so compli¬ 
cated that the failure of a single link would render the remainder 
altogether worthless. Unless the case can be made to stand out, step 
by step, in all its details, from the commencement to the end, its 
isolated portions become at once a mere chaos of coincidences, sin^ar 
indeed in many respects, but not necessarily involving any considerable 
element of suspicion. It is for this reason that 1 have, as before stated, 
endeavoured to lay before you in a distinct and separate form, each 
particular portion of the subject. Hitlierto our attention has been 
entirely occupied with the death of Mrs. Anderton, and with various 
attendant circumstances, the bearing of which upon that occurrence 
will be more clearly sho\Mi hereafter. We have now to consider the 
very singular circumstances attending the lapse of the second life— 
that of Mr. Anderton—intervening, as we have seen, between Mr. 
Bolton’s legacy and Madame R**. 

For the purposes of this inquiry, 1 propose adducing pretty mudi 
the same evidence as that given at the inquests held on the bodies of 
Mrs. and Mr. Anderton. The final result of the former of these 
inquests was, as you are aware, a verdict of Died from natural 
causes,” though the case was at first adjourned for a fortnight in order 
to admit of a more searching examination of the body, during which time 
Mr. Anderton remained in custody in his own house. In the latter 
case the jur}', after some hesitation, returned a verdict of “ Temporary 
insanity, brought on by extreme distress of mind at the death of his 
wife, and suspicions respecting it which subsequently proved to have 
been unfounded.” Our present concern, however, being with the 
conduct of the Baron rather than that of Mx. Anderton, I have omitted 
portions not directly bearing upon his part in the matter, and have 
endeavoured to procure such additions to the evidence of Doctor 
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Dodsworth and others as might serve to further elucidate the subject 
of our inquiry. 

I now therefore lay before you this portion of the case with especial 
reference to its bearing upon the proceedings of Baron R**. 

2 —Doctor Dodswortfi’s Statement. 

I was in attendance on the late Mrs. Anderton during the illness 
which terminated fatally on the 12th October, 1856. I was first sent 
for by Mr. Anderton on the night of the 5 th of April * in that year. I 
found her suffering apparently from a slight attack of English cholera, 
but was unable to ascertain any cause to which it might be attributed. 
There was nothing to lead to any suspicion of poisoning, indeed this 
seemed to be rendered almost impossible by the length of time that 
had elapsed since the last time of taking food and that at which the 
attack commenced. This was at least three or four hours ; whereas, 
had the symptoms arisen from the action of any poisonous substance, 
they would have shown themselves much earlier. This is only my 
impression from after consideration. No idea of poison occurred to 
me at the time, nor should I now entertain any were I called in to a 
similar case. I prescribed the usual remedies for the complaint under 
which 1 supposed Mrs. Anderton to be suffering. They appeared to 
have their effect, though not so rapidly as I should have expected. The 
symptoms appeared rather to wear themselves out. I visited her several 
times, as ^e debility which ensued seemed greater than, under 
ordinary circumstances, should have followed on such an attack. About 
a fortnight later she had a fresh seizure, of a very similar kind. This 
time, however, the symptoms were aggravated, and accompanied by 
others of a more alarming character. Of these the most conspicuous 
were nausea, vomiting, violent perspiration, and increasing tendency 
to diarrhoea. The pabent also complained of great sinking of the heart, 
and of a terrible lowness of spirits, almost amounung to a convicbon 
that death was at hand. In the course of another ibrtnight or three 
weeks there was a fresh recurrence of the symptoms. The tongue, 
which in the former attacks had been clammy and dry, was now 
covered thickly with dirty mucus, and there was a greatly increased 
flow of saliva. The condibon of the tongue became greaby aggravated 
as the disease progressed, the mouth and throat becoming ultimately 
very sore, with great constriedon of the latter. The abdomen was 
distended, and very tender to the touch, the liver also being very full 
and tender. Pulse low and rapid, decreasing in fullness as tlie disease 
processed, and reaching finally to 130 or 140 ; and the depression of 
spirits and sinking at the heart considerably increased. The patient 
appeared to be daily losing strength, and at each attack, which seemed 
to return periodically at intervals of about a fortnight, i^e same symp>- 
toms appeared more severely than before. Mr. Anderton seemed to be 
in the deepest distress. From the time when the symptoms first be> 

* Compare Section III, 3, etc. 
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came serious, he hardly ever left her side, administering both food and 
medicines with his own hand. So far as I am aware, Airs. Anderton 
took nothing of any kind from any other person throughout the greater 
portion of her illness. I have heard her say this herself, in his presence> 
shortly before her death. For the last few weeks she took scarcely any 
nourishment, and could with difficulty swallow her medicine. The 
principal cause of this difficulty lay in the extreme nausea which followed 
any attempt to swallow, but it was greatly increased by the painful and 
constricted state of the throat, which was extremely rough and raw, 
and rendered swallowing very painful. As the disease progressed the 
vomited matter became strongly coloured with bile, and was of a 
strong yellow colour. The oppression on the heart also increased, 
until at length respiration was almost impeded. The heart and pulses 
also gradually lost power, and latterly the lower portion of the body 
was almost paralysed, the limbs being stiff, and the whole frame, from 
the waist downward, very heavy and cold. The patient also suffered 
from severe cold perspirations, as well as from heat and irritation of the 
upper portion of the body, and from entire inability to sleep. A very 
remarkable feature in the case was, that notwithstanding this general 
sleeplessness, each fresh attack of the malady was preceded by a sound 
slumber of some hours duration, from which she appeared to be aroused 
by the return of the more active symptoms of the disorder. I tried all 
the usual remedies indicated by such symptoms, but without any 
permanent effect, and I was a good deal perplexed by the anomalous 
appearance of the case, and especially by its intermittent character, 
the symptoms recurring, as I have said, with increased severity at 
regular intervals of about a fortnight. I mentioned my difficulty to 
Mr. Anderton, and asked if he would wish further advice. At his 
urgent request I consented, though with some hesitation, to meet 
Baron R**, who holds, as I was given to understand, a regular diploma 
from several of the foreign Universities, but whose practice has been 
of a somewhat irregular character. I fiKt consulted with him on the 
i 2 th July.* 

(Dr. Dodsworth here details at some length how he became con¬ 
vinced of the Baron’s great skill and knowledge of chemistry, and 
was finally persuaded to meet him in consultation.) 

After examination of the patient, however, and some conversation as 
to the nature of the symptoms and of the remedies employ ed, 1 had some 
difficulty in drawing from Him (the Baron) any expression of opinion. 
He appeared, however, to agree entirely in the course hitherto pursued, 
and afrer some further conversation we separated. The consultation 
took place in Mrs. Anderton’s dressing-room, and in passing by the 
wash-stand on his way out, the Baron suddenly took up a small bottle 
which was standing there, and turning sharply upon me, asked ** if I 
had tried that ? ” On taking it from his hand, 1 found that it contained 
tincture of tannin, a preparation much used for the teeth. I was 

• Vide Section V., 5. 
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somewhat startled by the suddenness of the question, and replied in the 
negative, on which the subject dropped. On my way home, however, 
I was again struck by the pectiliarity of the Baron’s manner in putting 
the question ; and on thinking the matter over, the idea suddenly 
flashed across me that tannic acid was the antidote to antimony, and 
that the symptoms of poisoning by tartarised antimony, to which 
attention had just been drawn by Professor Taylor, in the case of the 
Rugely murder, closely resembled in many respects those under which 
Mrs. Anderton was then suffering. At the first moment this supposi¬ 
tion seemed to accoimt for all the mysterious part of the case ; but on 
reflection the difficulty returned, for it seemed impossible that the 
poison could have been administered by anyone but Mr. Anderton 
himself, and I felt it still more impossible to suspect him of such an 
act, in face of the evident and extreme affection existing between them. 
On mature reflection, however, I determined on tr>’ing, at all events 
for a time, the course suggested by the Baron, and accordingly exhibited 
large doses of Peruvian bark, together with other medicines of the same 
kind. My suspicions were at first increased by the improvement 
apparently effected by these remedies, and I took occasion to ask 
Mr. Anderton, in a casual way, in presence of the nurse and one of the 
servants, whether he had any emetic tartar or antimonial wine in the 
house. The manner of his reply entirely removed from my mind any 
idea that either of those present at least had any knowledge of such an 
attempt as seemed implied by the Baron, and on seeing tliat gentleman 
a day or two after, I questioned him as to the true bearing of his sug¬ 
gestion. He disclaimed, however, any such meaning as I had been 
disposed to attribute to his words, stating, in a general way, that he had 
before known great benefit to accrue ftora the exhibition of such 
medicines in similar cases, and expressing a hope that they might be 
successful in the present instance. Something, however, in his 
manner, and especiaUy the great stress laid upon careful watching of the 
patient’s diet while under this course of treatment, led me still to fancy 
that he was not so entirely without doubt as he wished me to believe 
but that, on the contrary, his suspicions pointed towards Mr. Anderton, 
his friendship for whom made him desirous of concealing them. This 
opinion was confirmed by the recollection of another apparent instance 
of suspicion on the part of the Baron, to which, a few days previously, 
however, 1 had not at the time attach^ any importance. I accordingly 
continued the bark treatment, determining, should any fresh attack 
occur, to take measures for investigating the matter ; for which purpose 
I gave private orders to the nurse, on whom I knew that I could 
thoroughly depend, to allow nothing to be removed from the room 
until 1 had myself seen the patient. The beneficial effects of the bark 
continued for about ten or twelve days, at the end of which period 1 
was sent for hurriedly in the middle of the night, the disease having 
returned with greater violence th^ at any previous attack. Having 
done what was in my power to alleviate the imm ediate pressure of 
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the symptoms, I took an opportunity of privately securing portions of 
the vomited and other matters, which I immediately had subjected to 
a searching chemical analysis. No trace, however, of antimony, 
arsenic, or any similar poison, could be detected, and as the tannic 
acid appeared now to have lost its remedial power, I came finally to 
the conclusion that its apparent efficacy had been due to some other 
unknown cause, and that the suspicions of the Baron were altogether 
without foundation. I continued the former treatment, varied from 
lime to time as experience suggested, but without being able to arrest 
the progress of the disease, which I am inclined to think must have 
been constitutional in its character, and probably hereditary, as I 
learned from Mr. Anderton that the patient's mother had also died of 
some internal disease, the exact symptoms of which, however, he was 
unable to call to mind. Towards the close of the case the patient was 
almost constantly delirious from debility, and the immediate cause of 
death was entire prostration and exhaustion of the system. 1 wished 
Mr. Anderton to allow a post mortem examination, with a vie\V to 
discovering the true nature of the disorder, but he seemed so extremely 
sensitive on the subject, and was in such a state of nervous depression, 
that I forcborc to press the point. The Baron also seemed to dis¬ 
courage him from such an idea. Subsequently an order came for an 
inquest, and I then assisted at the analysis which followed, and which 
was performed by Mr. Prendergast. We found no traces of antimony 
in any part of the body or its contents. The report of Mr. Prendergast, 
in which I fully concurred, will show the result of the analysis. Looking 
at that, and at all the circumstances of the case,—I was and still am, 
convinced that Mr. Anderton was perfectly innocent of the crime 
imputed. 

In answer to the queries forwarded at various times by Mr. Henderson, 
Or. Dodsworth gives the following replies : 

1 In questioning the Baron as to his suggestion respecting the 
tincture of tannin, I put it plainly to him whether he had been led to 
make it, by any suspicion of poison. This he disclaimed with equal 
directness, but witli such hestitation as convinced me that the suspicion 
was really in liis mind. 

2 . 1 told the Baron that 1 had exhibited bark and other remedies, 
and with what success. He smiled, and turned the conversation. 

3 . The Baron was not present at the post mortem examination. He 
wished very much to be so, but Mir. Prendergast objected so strongly 
tliat 1 was obliged to refuse him. I promised, however, to let him 
know by telegraph the result of the examination, which took place at 
Birmingham, w'herc Mr. Prendergast was living at the time. I enclose 
a copy of the message sent. He offered to assist in removing the 
intestines, etc., from the body, but this 1 also declined, as Mr. Prender¬ 
gast bad particularly requested me to allow no one to come near the 
body after it was opened but myself and some student or surgeon from 
one of the great hospitals, to render such assistance as might be 
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necessary. The caution was, I think, a very reasonable one, and I 
followed it out strictly. 

4. The Baron certainly seemed at first, as I tliought, annoyed at 
being excluded, but I attributed this to his interest in the case. He 
did not make tlie request as to telegraphing at the time, but wrote to 
me afterwards on the subject. 

5. The object of Mr. Prendergast’s precaution was, of course, to 
prevent the body from being tampered with. 

6. By tampered with I mean in such manner as to destroy the traces 
of the poison. 

7. It would, of course, be possible to manufacture traces of poison 
where none had previously existed, but this could only be done with the 
view of fastening on an innocent person the guilt of a murder which 
had never been committed, and was by no means what we intended to 
guard against in the exclusion of his friends. 

8. Certainly had such a thing been successfully attempted in tliis 
instance, it would have rendered the case conclusive against Mr. 
Anderton. 

9. The other incident to which I have alluded as evincing suspicion 
on the pm of the Baron, was as follows. We were one morning in 
consultation in Air. Andenon’s room. I wished to seal a letter. The 
Baron lighted a taper for me with a piece of paper which he took from 
the waste basket. As he did so, he appeared struck with something on 
the paper, and untwisted it and showed it to me. There were only a 
few letters on it, part having been tom off and part burned. The 
letters were . . . RTAR EME . . . and part of what was evidently 
a T. Beneath was the upper portion of a capital P in writing. I did 
not, however, take much notice of it, and the thung passed from my mind. 

10. I have no doubt myself t^t the paper came from the waste 
basket. The Baron said so. I did not actually sec him take it out, 
but I saw him stoop to do so. There was nothing physically im¬ 
possible in his having taken the paper from his own pocket, but I 
caimot see the slightest reason for such a supposition. The only 
object he could possibly have had in such an act would have been that 
of throwing suspicion on Air. Anderton, and his whole desire evidently 
was to conceal ^e suspicions in his own mind as far as possible. 

11. The Baron gave me no other grounds for supposing that he 
suspected anything. On the contrary, be was continually pointing 
out to me the affection of Air. Anderton for his wife, and especially the 
a^iduity of his attendance in permitting no one else to administer 
cither food or medicine. 

12. The practical effect of all this was certainly, 1 admit, to impress 
upon my own mind the suspicious circumstances of the case more 
strongly perbaf^ than if they had been pointed out in a directly hostile 
m a nn er. It is impossible, however, that the Baron could have reckoned 
upon this, and 1 feel boimd to add that it seems to me exceeding the 
limits of legitimate inquiry to suggest anything of the kind. 
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3 —StalcmetU of Mrs. Edtvards. 

I am a sick nurse. I was in attendance on poor Mrs. Anderton all 
through her sickness. The poor lady was greatly cast down. She was 
expecting her death for weeks before it came. She seemed to thmk that 
there was a doom on her. I do not think that she had any suspicion that 
she was being poisoned. I am sure poor dear lady, no one would ever 
think of poisoning her, everybody loved her too much. Mr. Anderton 
was dotingly fond of her. I never saw so good a husband in my life. 

I could have done anything for him, he was so good to his poor wife. 

I don’t think he hardly ever left her. I used to be vexed sometimes 
because I said he would not let me do anything for her. I mean he 
would not let me give her her slops or her physic. She took nothing 
but slops the best part of the time. She couldn’t feel to relish anything 
at all, and meat made her vomit. For the last two montlis or better I 
don’t think she took anything from anybody, excepting it was from 
Mr. Anderton himself. He used to bring her her physic as regular as 
the clock struck, and cvcrj'thing from the kitchen was took first into 
his room if he wasn’t with the mistress, and he would carry it to her 
himself. He used to have rare work sometimes to get her to take 
anything. I am sure she wouldn’t have done it poor lady for any but 
him. Not the last few weeks. She was so very sick and ill, and 
everything seemed to turn upon her stomach. Mr. Anderton always 
slept upon a mattress in the mistress’s room so as to be within call. 
The mattress was put upon the floor by the side of the bed, and nobody 
could have got to the bed without waking him. He was a very light 
sleeper. The least little sound used to wake him, and I often told him 
he was going the way to kill himself, and then what would our poor lady 
do. Once or mice I persuaded him to go out for a bit, and then he always 
insisted on my not leaving the room while he was away. Even when he 
was in his study he always made me stay with the lady, and if I wanted to 
go out for anything, I was to ring for him. Mrs. Anderton was never 
left without one or other of us for an hour until the last six weeks, when 
she grew so bad, another nurse had to be got. Then we three did the 
same way between us. We were obliged to take her because I was 
gelling quite knocked up. How ever Mr. Anderton kept up the way 
he did, 1 cannot think or say, but he broke down altogether when the 
mistress died. I don’t think after that the poor gentleman was ever 
quite right in his head. I remember the doctor asking him one day 
whether he had any tartar emetic in the house. He said no, but he 
would get some if it was wanted. Nothing more passed at the time, 
so far as 1 know. It was brought to my mind again by something 
which happened after the poor lady’s death. It was nothing very 
particular, only I found in her room a piece of paper with “ Tartar 
Emetic ” printed on it. That was all that was printed, but the word 
“ Poison ” was written under it. 1 kept the paper and showed it to the 
Baron. I don’t know why 1 did so; I suppose because he was in the 
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house at the time. Afterwards I showed it to the lawyer, and he took 
charge of it. I had no particular suspicion, none at all. I can’t tell 
why I took it up. I did it without thinking, quite promiscuous like. 
I didn’t show it to master because he was too ill to be worried. That 
was the only reason. 

The above is the evidence I gave at the inquest. I have nothing 
more to add. I am quite sure that Mr. and Mrs. Anderton were very 
fond of each other. I never saw two people so affectionate like. The 
Baron was very fond of both of them. I don’t think Mrs. Anderton 
liked him much. She seemed to have a son of dread of him. I don’t 
know why; she never said so. The Baron often used to call on 
Mr. Anderton, to see the doctor, but, so far as I know, he only saw the 
mistress once. I think he knew she did not like him, and kept away 
on purpose. He was a very kind-hearted gentleman. He was always 
particularly polite and civil-spoken to me. He used often to talk to 
me about master doting so on mistress. He used to speak about his 
always giving her her physic and things. I remember one day his 
saymg it wouldn’t be very easy to give her anything unwholesome 
without his knowmg of it, or something of that sort. He seemed as 
if he could never say enough in praise of master, and I am sure he 
deserved it. I took him the paper I found just like I might have taken 
It to master if he had been well enough. He was in the house at the 
time. He had been in the poor lady’s room with Dr. Dodsworth just 
before, and had stayed in the parlour to write something. He sent me 
mto the room to see if he had left his glove there. It was in looking 
for It that I saw the paper. It was lying just under the bed when I 
stooped down to look for the glove. 1 took it up at first, think ing how 
careless it was to have left it there when the room was put straight 
after the poor lady died, and then I saw what was written on it. The 
gltwe w^ lying on the floor close to iL There was no vallance to the 
bed. It had been t^en off for the sake of sweetness. I forget exactly 
what the Baron said when I showed him the paper. It was something 
that made me think I might get into trouble about it. That was why 
I showed it to the lawyer. My brother had been to him once before 
about some money that ought to have come to us. He took the paper 
to the magistrates^ and that was how the inquest came about* I was 
very angry about it, and so was the Baron. He asked me how I could 
have been so foolish. I don’t know what made me think of taking it 
to him. I think it was something the Baron said. He did not advise 
me to do it. He did not advise me anything, but I think he wanted me 
K j it to him, but he said he was afraid, or something 

ot that md, and I think that was what put it into my head to ask the 

lawyer about it. 

4 Memorandum by Mr. Henderson. 

The statement of the other nurse, herewith enclosed, merely 
corroborates that of Mrs. Edwards, with respect to such matters as 
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came within her cognisance. I have therefore not thought it necessary 
to insert it here. 

Mr. Prendergast’s report, also enclosed, is somew’hat lengthy, and of a 
purely technical character. It is to the following effect: 

1. That, on examination, the body of the late Mrs. Anderton 
presented in all respects the precise appearance which would be 
exhibited in a case of poisoning by antimony. 

2. It was nevertheless possible to account for these appearances, 
as the result of chronic gastritis, or gastro enteritis, though in some 
respects not such as either of ^ose diseases would be expected to 
present. 

3. The strictest and most thorough examination endrely failed to 
show the very slightest trace of either antimony or arsenic; either in 
the contents of the various organs, or in the tissues. 

4. A portion of the medicine last taken by the deceased was also 
examined, but equally without results. 

5. From the lengthened period over which the poisoning, if any, 
must have extended, and the small doses in which it must have been 
administered, it is scarcely possible but that, had such really been the 
case, some trace of it must have been found in the tissues, though not 
perhaps in the contents of the stomach, etc. 

6. In a case of poisoning also, the symptoms would have recurred 
in their severest form within a short period of taking the food or 
medicine in which it had been administered. In. this case, however, 
they appear to have uniformly shown themselves at a late period of the 
night, and several hours after either food or medicine had been taken. 

7. It is therefore concluded that, notwithstanding the suspicious 
appearance of the body on dissection, death is to be attributed not to 
poison, but to an abnormal form of chronic gastro enteritis, for the 
peculiar symptoms of which the exceptional constitution of the de¬ 
ceased may in some degree account. 

5 —Statement of Police-Sergeant Reading. 

I am a sergeant on the detective staff of the Metropolitan Police. In 
October, 1856, 1 was on duty at Netting Hill. • I was employed to 
watch a gentleman by the name of Anderton. He was in custody on 
a coroner’s warrant for the murder of his lady, but couldn’t be removed 
on account of being ill. I was put in the house to prevent his escape. 
1 did not stay in his room. I did at first, but it seemed of no use ; so 
1 spoke to our superintendent, and got leave from him to stop in the 
outer-room. 1 did this to make things pleasant. I always try to make 
things as pleasant as 1 can, compatible with duty, specially when it’s 
a gentleman. It comes harder on them than on the reg^ar hands, 
because they are not so much used to it. In this case the prisoner 
seemed to take on terribly. He was very weak and ill—too weak 
seemingly to get out of bed. He used to lie with his eyes fixed upon 
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one corner of the room, muttering sometimes to himself, but I couldn’t 
tell what. He never spoke to anyone. The only time he spoke was 
once, to ask me to let him see the body. I hadn’t tlio heart to say no ; 
but I went with him, and kept at the door. He could hardly totter 
along, he was so weakly. After about half an hour, I thought it was 
all very quiet, and look^ in. He was i5'ing on the floor in a dead faint, 
and I earned him back. He never spoke again, but lay just as I have 
said. Of course I took every precaution. Prisoner’s room had nvo 
doors, one opening on the landing, and the other into the room where 
I stopped. I locked up the outer-door and put three or four screws 
into it from the outside. The window was too high to break out at, 
but our men used to keep an eye on it from the street. At night I used 
to lock the door of my room and stick open the door bet^veen the two. 
I was relieved occasionally by Sergeant Walsh,* but I mostly preferred 
seeing to it myself. I like to keep my own work in my own hands, and 
this was a very interesting case. When I first took charge I made a 
careful examination of the premises and of all papers, and the like. I 
found nothing to c rimin ate the prisoner. I found a journal of the lady 
who w^ murdered, with a note at the end in his hand-writing ; but so 
far as it went they seemed to be on very good terms. I found also a 
lot of prescriptions and notes referring to her illness, but no papers 
like that found by the nurse, nor any traces of powders or drugs of any 
kind. I went with the nurse into the bedroom of the murdered party, 
and made her point out the exact spot where the paper was found. 
According to what she said it was lying just under tiie bed on the right- 
hand side. The glove was lying close to it, but not under the bed. 
Somehow I didn’t quite feel as if it was all on the square. I thought 
Ac business of the paper looked rather queer. It didn’t seem quite 
feasible like. I have knowm a thing of that sort by w’ay of a plant before 
now, so I thought I’d just go on asking questions. That’s always my 
way. I ask all kinds of questions about everything, feeling my way 
^c. I generally find something turn up that way before I have done. 
Something turned up this time. I don’t know that it was much— 
p^haps not. I have my own opinion about that. This is how it was. 
After more questions of one kind and another, I got to something that 
led me to ask the nurse which side of the bed Mr. AnJerton usually 
went to give the lady food and physic. She and the other servants all 
^e^ that, being naturally Icfc-hknded, like, he always went to the 
hand side of the bed, so as he could get to feed her with a spoon. 
He was very bad with his right hand. Couldn’t handle a spoon with 
It no more t ha n some of us would with the left. Nurse said she had 
seen him try once or twice, which he always spilled everything. I 

^ right hand. He was handy enough with his 
lert. When I heard this 1 began to suspect we might be on a false 
scent. This is the way I looked at it. The glove, as I told you, was 

Walsh, is enclosed, but is merely corroborative of the 
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lying on the floor by the right side of the bed, so as anybody who 
dropped it must have been standing on that side which il*s the natural 
side to go to as being nearest the door. The paper was close to it, just 
under the same side of the bed. Now I took it as pretty clear the 
prisoner hadn’t put the paper there for the purpose, but if he’d done it 
at alK he had dropped it by accident in giving the stuff. I fancy, too, 
he’d naturally be particularly careful in giving that sort of stuff not to 
spill it about the place, so he’d be pretty well sure to take his best hand 
to it. In that case he’d have dropped it on the left hand side of the 
bed—not the right. Still, of course, it might have got blown across, 
or, for the matter of that, ^eked, though that was not very likely, as the 
bed was a wide one, and put in a sort of recess like, quite out of any 
sort of draught. So I thought I’d have another look at the place, and, 
poking about under the bed, I found a long narrow box, which the 
servants told me was full of bows and arrows, and hadn’t been moved 
out of its place since they first came to the house. It took up the whole 
length of the bed within a fool or so, and lay right along the middle on 
the floor. There was a mark along the floor that showed how long it 
had been there. A bit of paper like that could never have got blown 
right over that without touching it if there had been ever such a 
draught. When I’d got so far, I fancied things began to look very 
queer, so I got the bed shifted out of its place altogether. The coffin 
was in the way, and I got that moved to one side of the room, and pulled 
the bed right clear of the box. As we shifted the coffin I thought I saw 
some thing like a piece of paper under the flannel shroud. 1 said 
nothing at tlic time, but waited until the undertaker’s men were out of 
the room and I was alone. I then opened the shroud and found a small 
folded paper. It was put just under the hands, which were crossed 
over the bosom of the corpse. I opened it and found a lock of hair, 
which I saw directly was Mr. Anderton’s, and there were a few words 
in writing which I copied down in my notebook, and then 1 put the 
hair and the paper and all back where I found them. The writing 
was : “ Pray for me, darling, pray for me.” I knew the hand at once 
for Mr. Andeiton’s. His WTiting is very remarkable, by reason, I 
suppose, of being so lefi-handed. Of course that wasn’t evidence, 
but somehow 1 got an idea out of it that a man wouldn’t go on in that 
way with his wife just after he’d been and murdered her. It struck 
me that that would be against natme, leastways if he was in his right 
mind. After 1 had finished with the coffiin I took a look at the b^x. 
As I expected, the top was covered ever so thick with dust, and it was 
pretty clear that, at all events, the bit of paper had never lain atop of it. 
1 put a piece just like it on to try and blew it off again, and it made a 
great mark and got all dirty. The paper picked up by the nurse was 
quite clean, or very nearly so. Putting all this together I cam e pretty 
nigh a conclusion that, at all events, it wasn’t Mr. Anderton as had 
dropped the paper there. The sides of the box were also dusty, but 
there were marks on them like as if a brush or a broom had bribed 
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against them. I put the box and the bed back into their places, and 
went down to question the housemaid.* I found that she had put 
the room tidy the day Mrs. Anderton died, and had passed a short 
hair-broom under the bed as there were several things lying about. 
She said she was quite sure there was no bit of paper there then, as she 
had stooped down and looked under. I tried with the same broom, 
^d you couldn’t reach the box without stooping, as she said. I then 
inquired who had been in the room between the time of the death and 
the finding of the paper. No one had been there but the nurse, tlie 
doctor, the housemaid, and Baron R**. I was determined to hunt 
it out if possible. I questioned the nurse and the housemaid—on the 
quiet, not to excite suspicion—but felt pretty clear they knew nothing 
more about it; and when next Baron R** came I sounded him about 
different points. He did not seem to know that Mr. Anderton was so 
left-handed, nor could I get any information from him on the subject. 
He didn’t seem at first to see what I was driving at, and, of course, I 
didn i mean he should, but after a while I saw he had struck out the 
same idea as I bad about the place where the paper was found, though 
I had not meant to let him in to that. He seemed quite struck of a heap 
by it. I fancied at the moment that he turned regularly pale, but he 
was j^ust blowing his nose with a large yellow silk handkerchief, and I 
could not be sure. He said nothing to me of what he had guessed, 
rior did 1 to him. I like to keep those things as quiet as I can, par¬ 
ticularly from parties’ friends. 1 have not been able to get any further 
clue, but I am convinced that something is to be made out of that 
paper business yet. I generally know a scent when I get on one, and 
my notion is that I am on one now. I did not sec the Baron again till 
the evenmg before Mr. Andenon made away with himself. He came 
m then in a great hurry, and insisted on seeing the prisoner. I said I 
would ask, but did not expea he could, as Mr. Anderton would see or 
speak to no one. He seemed to be in a sad state, partly with exhaustion 
after waiting on his wife so long, and partly with the worry of this 
hanging over him. He was a very sensitive gentleman, and seemed 
to take It more to heart than any one I ever saw. He wouldn’t see 

lawyer. When I told him about tiie Baron, however, 
he smd he might come in, and they were together half an hour or more. 

1 did not hear anything that passed. When the Baron came out he 
took me on one side and told me everything was ail right, and his 
triend was sure to get off. He said he was quite overpowered by the 
good news, and particularly begged that he might not be disturbed by 

thought he could sleep now. He had hardly slept a 
wi^ all the time. I promised not to disturb him, and he lay quite 
*tight. I peeped in once or twice to make sure he was there, 
nut ^d not speak. I noticed a faint smell like peaches once, but did not 
t^ anjjhmg of it. In the morning I went in to take him his break- 
last, and found him dead and quite cold. In his hand was a little bottle 
•The housemaid’s depositign coiroboratte this part of the evidence. 
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which had contained prussic acid, and which had evidently come out 
of a pocket medicine chest that lay on the bed. I gave the alarm, and 
the divisional surgeon was sent for, but ho was stone dead. At about 
nine o’clock the Baron’s servant came round to know whether he had 
left a pocket medicine chest the night before. I questioned the servant, 
and found the Baron had given him a list of the places where he had 
been, and that he had asked at several already. The medicine chest 
wanted, proved to be the one found in Mr. Anderton’s room. On the 
pillow I found also a piece of paper in Mr. Anderton’s handwriting, 
of which I enclose a copy. 

6 —Pencil note found ofi the pillow of Mr. Anderton. 

Let no man condemn me for what I do. God knows how 1 have 
fought against it. My darling ! my own darling ! have I not seen you 
night and day by my side beckoning me to come ? Not while a chance 
remained. Not while there was one hope left to escape this doom of 
hideous disgrace which dogs me to the death. No, darling, my 
honour —your husband's honour before all. It is over now. No 
chance—no hope—only ignominy, shame, death. I come, darling. 
You know whether I am guilty of this horrible charge. My darling— 
my own darling —1 see you srnilc at the very thought. God bless you 
for that smile. God pardon me for what I am about to do. God 
reunite us, darling. 


SECTION VII 

1 —Statement of Mr. Henderson. 

In the concluding portion of the evidence we have now a double 
object in view. First, to lay before you the various links by which the 
circumstances, already detailed, arc connected into a single chain; 
and, secondly, to elucidate the general bearing of the whole upon the 
particular case of tlic death of Madame R**, into which it is my more 
immediate duty to inquire. It was this apparent connection with the 
entire story which first led me to investigate matters otherwise quite 
beyond my province, and you will, I have no doubt, after reading the 
evidence, concur in the propriety of my so doing. 

It is unfortimate tliat, in this important part of the case, as previously 
with regard to the no less important point of the suspicious circum¬ 
stances attendant on Madame R^^’s first illness at Bognor, the 
evidence of the principal witness is open to very grave question. It is 
not indeed, as then, that the moral character of the incUviduals them¬ 
selves rests under any suspicion, for, so far as 1 have been able to learn, 
both the servant-of-all-work, and her lover, John Styles, are perfectly 
respectable people; whilst the yoimg man Aldridge, though certainly 
a foolish and perhaps rather a dissipated young fellow, has a very foir 
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character from the house of business in which he is now employed. 
But the evidence of the two former is, as will be seen, greatly diminished 
in value by the circumstances imder which it was obtained, whilst, in 
the latter, there is so clear a suspicion of animus as cannot but throw 
still greater doubts upon evidence in itself sufficiently questionable— 
and rendered yet more so by other circumstances which will hereafter 
more fully appear. 

It was this man Aldridge, whose letter, as you will remember, led 
to the investigation, of which the result is now before you ; and his 
statement hereto annexed, that first gave substance to the suspicions 
of foul play on the part of the Baron, and, in conjunction with the 
discovery of the enclosed papers, subsequently induced me to extend 
my inquiries to the cases of Mr. and Mrs. Anderton. I confess that, 
notwithstanding the doubt with which his statement is surrounded, I 
am still inclined to accept it as substantially true, though possibly 
somewhat coloured by personal feeling against the Baron. The point, 
however, has seemed to me of sufficient importance to justify the 
occupying a considerable portion of this present division of the case 
with which such evidence as I have been able to gather respecting the 
circumstances of his final ejectment, and it will be for you to determine 
between the story as told by himself and that of Baron R**. 

With regard to the other two witnesses who, by one of those singular 
coincidences that, in criminal cases, seem so often to occur, are able to 
confirm in some degree the evidence of Aldridge, there is, I think, less 
d^culty. They had certainly no business where they were, but the 
circumstances are such as to f^y acquit them of any felonious intent, 
while even had such existed, it would be difficult to see how the fact of 
such intent could have exercised any influence over their present 
statements. It is moreover quite clear that there has been no collusion 
upon the subject. 

I have now only to refer, in conclusion, to the fragment of paper 
found in the Baron’s rooms in Russell Place, and the marked copy of 
the “ Zoist,” belonging to the late Mr. Anderton, to which Mr. Morton 
referred in his statement* as having formed the subject of discussion 
at Mr. Anderton’s house on the evening of the 13th of October, 1854. 
The first of these is a portion of a letter, which I have endeavoured, so 
far as possible, to complete. Admitting that I have done so correctly, 
and coupling it with the fact of the visit which, as I have been able to 
asceruin, was paid by a foreign lady to the Baron “ very early in the 
morning ” following the death of Madame R**, it appears to throw 
no inconsiderable light upon the extraordinary circumstances of the 
death of Madame R**. The bearing of the laner upon the case will be 
perhaps less clear. I have no hesitation in admitting that when the 
^nnection first suggested itself to my own mind, I at once dismissed 

^ ^ abstird to be entertained for a moment. But I feel bound to 
add that the further my inquiries have progressed, the more strongly 

* Section II, 2 . 
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this apparent connection has forced itself upon me as the only clue to 
a maze of coincidences such as it has never before been my lot to en¬ 
counter, and that while even now unable to accept it as a fact, I find it 
still more impossible to thrust it altogether on one side. I have there¬ 
fore left the matter for your decision, merely pointing out, as I have 
before, in the opening portion of my report, that, even ad^tting the 
influence of these passages upon the mind of the Baron, and the 
ultimate success of the plan founded upon their suggestion, that 
success, however extraordinaiy', may not necessarily involve, as at 
first appears, the admission of those monstrous assertions of the 
“ mesmeric ” journal on which it was based. 

With these observations, I now submit to your consideration the 
concluding portion of the evidence, after which it will only be necessary 
lor me to take a brief review of the whole case before leaving it finall y 
in your hands. 

2 —Statevient of Mrs. Jackson. 

My name is Mary Jackson. I live in Goswell Street, City Road. 
I am a monthly and sick-nurse. In June, 1856, I was engaged to 
nurse Madame R**. I was recommended to the Baron by Dr. 
Marsden, who lodged in the same house. 1 have often nursed for 
him. Madame R** was not very ill. I don’t think she was ill enough 
to require a nurse. Of course she was the better for one—evcr}’body 
always is—but she could have done without one. I came by the 
Baron’s wish. He w’as anxious like. The poor gentleman was very 
fond of his wife. I never saw such a good husband. 1 am sure no 
other husband would have done what he did, and she so cold to him. 
I don’t think she cared about him at all. She hardly ever spoke to 
him unless it was when he spoke first. She never spoke much. She 
always seemed frightened ; especially when the Baron was there. She 
certainly seemed to be afraid of him, but I can’t tell why. He was 
always kind to her. He was the nicest and most civil-spoken gentle¬ 
man I ever knew. It was not that he was not particular. Quite the 
reverse. I wish all husbands were half so particular, and then nurses 
wouldn’t so often get into trouble. Everything used to be done like 
clockwork. Every morning he used to give me a paper what was to 
be given in the day. I mean medicine and food. A hst of every thing 
with the time it was to be taken. Everything used to be ready, and I 
used it give it regular. No one else ever used to give any thin g. The 
Baron never gave anything himself. Never at all. I am quite sure of 
that. He used to say that it was nurse’s business, and so it is. He 
often said he had seen so much sickness he had learned never to inter¬ 
fere with the nurse, and 1 only wish all other gentlemen would do 
the same. He used to be very particular about the physic. We 
always have the bottles for our perquisite. We get a shilling a dozen 
for them all round if they are clean. The BarOn objected to this. He 
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allowed me a shilling a dozen instead. The bottles were all put away 
in a cupboard. They never used to be quite emptied. The Baron 
always made a point of having fresh in before the old was quite finished 
He said he always liked to have them to refer to in case of accident or 
mistake. He was a very careful gentleman. I nursed Madame R** 
every day until her recovery. I am quite certain that, during the 
hours I was there, nothing was ever given to her but what passed through 
my hands. 

3 —Statement of Mrs. Ellis. 

My name is Jane Ellis. I am a sick-nurse, and live in Goodge Street, 
Tottenham Court Road. In about the end of July, 1856 ,1 was engaged 
as night nurse to Madame R**. Perhaps she did not exactly require 
one. She was ill, but she could help herself. At times she was very 
ill. . It was much more comfortable for her, and she could afford it. 
Baron R** never seemed to spare anjtiiing for her. She was generally 
worst at night. The worst attacks used to come on about every fort¬ 
night. It was generally on a Saturday. I took turn and turn about 
with Mrs. Jackson. She took the day work, and I took the night. I 
used to come at ten o’clock, and leave at breakfast time. During that 
time I was never out of the room. It was the Baron’s particular 
desire. When I first came he made it a condition that I should never 
leave the room, and never go to sleep. He was the most particular 
gentleman I ever nursed for. 1 have nothing whatever to say against 
him. Quite the contrary. He was always civil and pleasant spoken, 
and behaved most handsome, as a gentleman should do. He was un¬ 
common fond of the lady. She didn’t seem to care much about liim. 
She was ill, poor soul, and could not care about anybody. She seemed 
quite frightened like. When the Baron came into the room she used 
to follow him about with her eyes, as if she was afraid of him. I 
never heard him say an unkind word. Other times she would lie 
quite quiet, and not speak a word for hours. She seemed afraid of 
everybody. If I moved about the room, I could see her eyes following 
me about and watching me everywhere. 1 think it was part of her 
complaint. The Baron was most attentive. I never saw such an 
attentive husband. He used to lie in the next room. It opened into 
the bedroom, and he always had the door wide open. He was a 
wonderfully light sleeper. If either of us spoke a word, he would be 
m the room directly, to ask what was the matter. I couldn’t even 
move across the room but what he would hear it. He was a wonderful 
nian. He seemed to live almost without sleep. 1 think it must have 
been the meat did it. He used to eat enormous quantities of meat. 
I never saw a man eat so much. When I first came he used to joke 

^iiT Madame R** was not so bad then, and we used to 

ulk^sometimw. He told me it was because he was a mesmeriser. I 
don t believe in mesmerism. I told him so. He didn’t say anything^ 
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he only laughed. One night he offered to send me to sleep. That was 
when I had been there about a week. I said he might try if he could. 
He looked hard at me, ever so long, and made some odd motions with 
his hands. I did go to sleep. I don’t believe it was mesmerism. Of 
course not. I think it was looking at his eyes. I told him so. He 
asked if he should do it again. He did it once more. That was the 
night after. 1 went to sleep then almost directly. Of course I knew 
it was not mesmerism, but I couldn’t help it. He did not talk about it 
any more. He only said that I must take care not to go to sleep of my 
own accord. I did drop asleep three or four times after that. That was 
not from anything the Baron did. He was not in the room at the time. 
He must have been in the next room. I suppose the door was open. 

It always was. The first time 1 went to sleep was about a week after 
we had talked about the mesmerism. It was on a Saturday night, or 
Friday. I am not quite sure which. It was one of the nights when 
Madame R** was so ill. She bad gone to sleep at about eleven o’clock. 
She seemed very well then. She was sleeping quite quiet. I suppose 
I must have dropped off. 1 was awoke by her moaning in her sleep. 
That was about one o’clock. She soon woke up in gr^t pain, and had 
a very bad attack. The Baron came into the room just as I awoke. 
Something woke him, and he came in directly. He told me what it 
was that woke him. It was me snoring. He said so. I fell asleep 
again a fortnight after in the same way. The Baron was not there. 
Madame R** was asleep. She had not slept for many nights. I 
must have dropped off in a doze hearing her so nicely asleep. The 
Baron woke me. That was at about one o’clock. He was very 
much displeased. He told me Madame R** had been walkmg in her 
sleep and might have killed herself. He said she went into the kitchen. 

I am certain that w’as w'here he said. I can swear it. He asked what 
I had taken for supper, and tasted what was left of the beer. He 
seemed very much vexed and disturbed. I was very sorry, and 
promised to be very careful another time. I never had such a thing 
happen in any other case, and I told him so. He said he would look 
over it that time, but it must never happen again. He went up-stairs 
afterwards. I think it was to speak to somebody. He said some¬ 
body had seen her, I think. Madame R** was ill that night. She 
began to moan while we were talking, and had a very bad attack. 
The Baron said she must have caught cold, and I am aftaid she did. 
I determined to be particularly careful for the time to come. I was 
very careful for some time, particularly when she was asleep. She 
hardly slept at all for two we^, but when she did I was very careful. 
At the end of that time I must ^ve fallen asleep again. I was hardly 
aware of it. I know I must have been asleep, because when I looked 
at the clock it was two hours later than I thought. Madame R** 
was ill again that night. I was very much vexed. I began to think 
somebody was playing tricks upon me. It was so strange, coming 
every fortnight. I did not tell the Baron. I know it. was wrong. 
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but I was afraid. Next fortnight I was on the look out. Madame R** 
went to sleep again. I was determined not to go to sleep. I thought 
somebody must have played tricks with the beer, so I wouldn’t drink 
it. I ate no supper and drank no thin g but some strong green tea I 
made for myself. I was quite sure the tea must keep me awake. It 
did not. I awoke with a great start about one o’clock, and found 
Madame R** bad again as usual. I was very much bothered about it. 
I made up my mind to tell the Baron if it happened again. It did 
happen again, but I did not tell him. Madame R** was so bad then 
I was really afraid, and, after that, it never happened again, and she 
got well. I know I ought to have told the Baron. I am sorry I did 
not. Such a thing never happened to me before. Of course I have 
slept in a sick-room before, but not when it was against orders. I 
was there about three months. I dropped asleep in that way, I think, 
six times, but I am not quite sure. It was always while Madame R** 
was asleep. She was always bad aftenvards. I did not say anything 
to her about it, or about her walking. The Baron particularly desired 
I would not. He said it would frighten her. He never asked me 
again whether I had been asleep, or I would have told him. I was 
really going to tell him once or twice, but something always happened 
to stop me. 1 can swear that nothing of the kind ever happened to me 
before. There must have been something wrong. I have sick- 
nursed twenty years, and have the best characters from many doctors 
and patients.* 


4 —Statement of Mr. 
“ Sir, 


Westmacott. 

” London, 20tli September, 1857. 


1 have the honour to inform you that in compliance with your 
request I have submitted to the most careful and searching examination 
and analysis the contents of three dozen and seven (43) medicine phials 
forwarded by you for that purpose. 

The numb^ and contents of these phials correspond exactly with 
the prescriptions, &c., ftimished by Messrs. Andrews and Empson,t 
and after the most exact analysis I have been unable to detect the slightest 
trace of either arsenic, antimony, or any similar substance. 

I have the honour to be. 

Your most obedient servant, 

Thomas Westmacott, 

Analytical Chemist.” 


5. —Statement of Henry Aldri^e. 


My nam e is Henry Aldridge. I am a clerk in the employ of Messrs. 
Simpson and Co., City. In the summer of 1856 I came to lodge at 
Mrs, Brown’s, in Russell Place. I did not come there first as a lodger, 

4. case.—R.H. 

T rhe cbenuttv frotn whom the Baron obtained his medicines. 
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but as a friend of her son. I had known him in Australia. We were 
together in the same store in Melbourne, and got to be great friends. 
We did not come home in the same ship. That is a mistake. I came 
home some weeks before he did, and was in Liverpool when he arrived. 

I think he came in ilic Lightning, but cannot be sure. I used to board 
so many ships that I can’t call to mind. I was in a Liverpool house 
then for a lime, and it was my duty to board every ship as she came up. 

I agreed to go with him to London. I could not go directly, as I had to 
give notice to my employers, but I was to follow him. He asked me 
to stay with him for his wedding at his mother’s house, and I did so. 
That was how I first came to Russell Place. After that he arranged 
with his mother for me to take a room regularly, and I was to pay so 
much a week, and so much more when I got a situation. I was not 
aware of the Baron making any objection. I saw very little of him. 

I slept on the floor above, and was always very careful not to make any 
noise on account of Madame R**. She was ill, and I took particular 
care not to disturb her. I used sometimes to be out late. I have been 
intoxicated in my life. Not very often. Not at all while I was in 
Russell Place. I have been out to my friends while I was there, and 
have drunk wine and spirits, but never to be the worse for it. I may 
have been merry. I don’t say I have not been once or twice a little 
excited with wine. What I mean is, that I have never been in such a 
state as not to be quite conscious of what I was doing, and quite able 
to control myself. I am quite certain that I never made the slightest 
disturbance, or could have done so without knowing it. That I will 
swear to. I believe the Baron accused me of it to Mrs. Brown. He 
spoke to her several times about it, and wished her to turn me out. 
She said she had never seen anything wrong, and couldn’t say any¬ 
thing till she did, because I was her son’s friend. At last he got her to 
do it. The reason was that 1 was found by a policeman on the doorstep 
at about twelve o’clock one night insensible. The policeman knocked 
and rang, and woke up the house, and the Baron said I was drunk. I 
was perfectly sober. 1 had had nothing whatever but one small bottle of 
ale. The facts of the case were these, and I will swear to them. I had 
been kept late at our office with some heavy correspondence, and had 
then walked home with another clerk from the same office—William Wells 
—having taken nothing but one small bottle of ale, which 1 had at a 
public-house in High Holbom, as I felt quite tired. Wells had some 
brandy-and-water. He left me at the comer of Totte nham Court 
Road. When I got to Russell Place I tried to open the door with my 
latch-key, but the latch was fastened. I then rang at the bell, but 
could not make it sound, and the handle came out loose as if the wire 
was broken. 1 tried the key once more, and was just think ing 
whether I should not go to some place, as I did not like to disturb 
Madame R** by knockhag, when the door was opened from the inside. 
I turned round to go in when something was th^t into my face, and 
1 can remember nothing more. I must have ffiUen down insensible 
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and the policeman found me. This is the truth. I could not see who 
opened the door. There was a street lamp close to the area gate, but 
the person was in the shadow. I cannot account for it. I made sure 
at the time it was a trick of the Baron to get me turned out. I think 
so still, but am not so sure of it as I was. What I mean is, that, on 
reflection, I don’t think it is certain enough to accuse him of such a 
thing. I will swear to the truth of what I have said. I will swear 
that I was perfectly sober—as sober as I am now. My employers 
and Will Wells can prove it. I do not know why the Baron should 
have wished so much to turn me out. We never had words about 
anything. I don’t think I ever spoke to him but once. I mean not 
more than “ Good morning,” or such like. That was on the occasion 
about which I wrote to the Assurance Office after Madame R**’s 
death. It was one Saturday night. I had had a half-holiday, and had 
been up to Putney in a boat with some friends. We had drunk a 
good deal of beer and shandy-gaff, but I was not drunk. I was quite 
sober, though perhaps a little excited. Nothing to speak of. 1 got 
home at about eleven o’clock. I had a latch-key then, but the lock 
was hampered ; and when I got back home I found the servant girl 
sitting up to let me in. I went up very quietly not to disturb Madame 
R**. I saw her bedroom-door ajar as I passed. The door of the 
room next to it was wide open, and there was some sort of lamp 
burning. No one moved or said anything as I went by. I took off 
my shoes to go more softly, but the house was old, and it was im¬ 
possible to move without the stairs creaking a little. The stairs below 
the Baron’s room were stone and did not creak. I had a candle which 
I shaded carefully with my hand. I went to bed, but I suppose 1 
was over-tired, for I could not get to sleep. The night was very hot. 
When 1 had been in bed about a couple of hours I thought I would 
have a good wash and see if that would cool me. I got up and went 
to the washhand-stand. I found the jug empty. The maid often 
forgot to fill it. I took the jug and went out on to the landing to All 
it at the tap. I went very softly, not to disturb Madame R**. As 
I got on to the landing, I saw some one coming out of her room, and 
went to look over the bannister. From the landing of my room you 
can see that of the floor below. I looked over, and saw that it was 
Madame R**. She was in her dressing-gown, but had no candle. 
She went to the stairs, and there I lost sight of her. As I watched her 
past the door of the other room, I saw the shadow of a man’s head and 
shoulders upon the wall, as if somebody was watching her. I leaned 
against the b anni ster to watch her, and it creaked, and the shadow 
vanished directly. When I looked up again it was gone, and at first 
I thought it must have been fancy, but I am quite certain about it 
now. I was only doubtful for the moment. It was so sudden. I 
rauld swear to it now. I saw it perfectly plain. I saw it all the 
time Madame R** was going down the first flight of stairs. About 
twelve of them’. She was at the comer when I turned and leaned over 
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10 watch her. I felt convinced that Madame R** was walking in her 
sleep. The staircase was quite dark beyond the corner, and she had 
walked straight down. I was afraid she would hurt herself, and went 
down to the Baron’s door. He was asleep; at least I had to knock 
twice. He then came to the door, and I told him what I had seen. 
He seemed a good deal annoyed, and at once took up the lamp, and 
went down stairs. I looked over the bannister, and saw him go down, 
f rom that place you can see right down to the door which leads to the 
kitchen-stairs. There is a glass partition between them and the hall. 
I saw him go in at the door, and I saw the light through the glass as 
he went part of the w'ay down stairs. Presently he came up again, 
and stood back from the door while Madame R** came up past him, 
and walked up stairs, and he then followed her. When I saw her 
coming up, I went back to my own landing and looked over. She 
went back to her own room, fast asleep still, as it seemed to me, and 
he followed. I heard whispering in the room, and then the Baron 
came up to me. He thanked me very much for telling him, and said 
that Madame R** had gone down into the kitchen, and was just 
coming out as he got to the foot of the stairs. He particularly begged 
me never to mention it, as it might come to her cars and do her barm, 
and 1 have never spoken of it to any one till I wrote to the Assurance 
Office. I had almost forgotten all about it when it was recalled to 
my mind by seeing that poor Madame R** had killed herself in a 
sleep-walking fit. I then wrote. I had no malice against the Baron, 
nor have 1 now. I don’t know why he tried to turn me out. I suppose 
he really thought I disturbed his wife. He was very fond of her, and 
I dare say he was anxious and fretful about her. I was very angry 
at the time, but when 1 come to think of it, 1 dare say I was hard 
upon him. He never seemed to bear me any grudge about what I 
had seen. On the contrary, he always said he was very much obliged 
to me. This is all I know on-thc subject, and I can swear to the truth 
of every word. I am quite positive he said Madame R** had been 
into tlic kitchen. 

6 —Statement of Miles Thompson. 

1 am a police constable. In August, 1856 ,1 used to be on night duty 
in Russell Place. 1 remember Baron R** speaking to me one night, 
and asking me 10 keep a look out as often as I could of a night to keep 
the street quiet. He gave me five shillings for my extra trouble. I 
was on the beat one night about twelve o’clock when I saw some one 
lying on the Baron’s door-step. It was a young gentleman, and at 
first I thought he was dead, but found he was only insensible. I set 
him up against the railings, and was going to ring the bell, when I 
saw a latch-key in his hand. I tried it in the door and it opened it 
directly, and 1 took him into the hall. I then knocked and rang till 
somebody came. The bell rang quite well. The Baron came down 
in his dressing-gown, and two or three other people. I offered to go 
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for a doctor, but the Baron said he was only drunk. I helped to carry 
him up-stairs, and get him into bed. The Baron gave me half-a- 
crown for my trouble. He seemed very much annoyed, as was natural, 
and said he wished I had taken the young man to the station. I 
think he was drunk myself. He smelt a little of beer, but not much. 
I helped put him to bed, and went away. That is all I know. 

N.B.—By letters from Messrs. Simpson and Mr. Wells, Mr. 
Aldridge’s assertion that he was sober is borne out up to the time of 
the latter’s leaving him at the comer of Tottenham Court Road, 
certainly not more than half-an-hour before he was found as above 
stated by Police-contable Thompson. R.H. 


7— Statement of John Johnson. 
to 

mister endusson sir obeadcnt to yore Comands i hev eksammd 
tha belwir in russle please wich in my humbel Hopinnium it hev ben 
Tcmpld wit by sum Hunperfcshnl And wich tha Wir it hev ben tuk 
hof tha Kxanke & putt bak hall nohowlik wich hany Purfeshnl And wud 
be a Shammd for 2 du It i am sur yore hobeadnt survnt too Comand 

jon jonsun 

Plommr hand belanger 
totunmcort rode 
lundon 

8— Statement of Susan Turner. 


My name is Susan Turner. In August, 1856, I was general servant 
to Mrs. Brown in Russell Place. I remember the night that Madame 
R** came down-stairs. I had sac up to let Air. Aldridge in because 
the latch was broken. Mistress broke it that afternoon. I don’t 
suppose the Baron knew anything about it. Mr. Aldridge came in 
rather late. I cannot justly say the time. He was quite right. I 
mean quite sober. He went straight up to bed. I did not go up to 
bed. My young man was in the kitchen. He is a very respectable 
young man upon a railway. I don’t know what railway. I know he 
goes to Scotland sometimes with bis engine, that is all. He is what 
they call a fireman. He was going down with a luggage-train some¬ 
where that night very late, and came to see me. Mistress didn’t know 
he was there. He came in after she was gone to bed. He was to 
start at two, and we sat till about one. He was just going away, and we 
were standing at the kitchen door when we heard somebody in the hall. 
1 missis.” He said, “ She’ll be coming to 

you,” and wanted me to go and meet her while he cut out by 
^ wouldn’t do, by reason of it being all glass 

^d a gas lamp at top of the area steps.* I pulled him along to the 
lumber-room. The lumber-room is b ehin d the kitchen and the 
cellar. There are some old boxes and things there, but nobody ever 

partit^ ***“ accomi»nying plan. The inner 

P u entirely of glass^ while the outer has a row of large panes along the top. 
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goes into it. I thought my mistress would not think of looking there. 
Just as we got to the door wc saw somebody cx)me from the hall and 
down the stairs. I whispered to John, “ Why that’s not missis— 
that’s Madame.” My mistress was very tall and stout, and Madame 
R** was small and thin. I could sec her as she came through the 
door, because there was some sort of light in the hall. She came right 
down-stairs and past where wc were. She went right on into the little 
place at the end where the Baron kept all his bottles and stuff. She 
did not go into the kitchen. Not at all. I will swear to that. She 
went into the Baron’s place. The laboratory, I dare say it is ; I 
don’t know. It was where the bottles arc. John and me crept to the 
window and looked out. The window of the lumber-room looks right 
into the window of the back room where the bottles arc. You could 
sec in quite plain. It was a bright moonlight night, and there is a 
sort of tin looking-glass over the back room window to make more 
light like. Wc saw Madame go into the room and take a bottle from 
a shelf. She poured out a glassful and drank it. Then she put the 
bottle back in its place. It w’as the last in the second shelf. Then 
she went out again, and when we turned round we saw a light shining 
into the room from the kitchen stairs. It stayed there till Madame 
had gone past our door again, and then it went up again. Just as it 
got to the lop of the stairs I peeped out and saw it was the Baron. 
Madame was close behind him. I said to John, “ Why, John, there’s 
the Baron.” He said he supposed he had come to look after his wife. 
After they had gone John and me went into the bottle place. Wc 
found the glass on the table. There were a few drops of stuff in it. 
John and me smelt it, and it was just like wine. It tasted just like 
wine, too. Then we looked for the bottle. It was at the end of the 
second shelf. It was about half-fuU of stuff that looked like wine. There 
was something in gold letters on the bottle. 1 can’t tell what it was. 
It was “ vin ” something. I know that because John and me settled 
it must mean wine. I think I should know the rest if 1 saw it—[being 
here shown several labels, witness picked out the following “ Vin. Ant. 
Pol. Tart.” designating antimonial wine, a mixture of sherry and tartar 
emetic]—I am pretty sure that was the one. I remember it because 
they were such funny words. I remember John and me joking about 
“ pots ” and “ pics.” The stuff in the bottle smelt just like wine. It 
was just like sherry wine. I did not taste that. John wouldn’t let me. 
He said I might go and poison myself for aught I knew. We put the 
bottle back and then Jo^ went away. I said nothing about it to 
anybody. Not even when Madame was taken ill that night. 1 was afraid 
by reason of John. 1 have never said a word about it to any living soul 
till I was asked to-day. Certainly not to Mr. Aldridge, nor he to me. 
I will swear to the truth of aU 1 have said. 1 am quite positive that 
Madame never went near the kitchen. I am quite positive that the 
Baron must have seen her come out of the bottle place. He was standing 
with the candle in his hand waiting for her. That I can swear. 
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N.B.—The statement of the “ young man ” referred to fully 
corroborates the above statement. The accompanying plan will 
make this witness’ evidence more clear. 

Plan of basement floor of Baron R**'s lodgingSy Russell Place. 

! OCAMP PO&T 

STREE.T. 

o 



A A Windows of luinbcr*-rooiii and laboratory referred to in the evidence of John 
Sanders and Allen* 

B B Glass Partitions. 
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9_ Copy of a letter from a leading Mesmerist to the compiler, with 

reference to the power claimed by mesmeric operators over those subjected 
to their influence. 

“ My dear Sir,— “ Dorset Square. 

.Many limes after throwing Sarah Parsons into the 

mesmeric state, I have willed her to go into a dark room and pick up a 
pin or other article equally minute, and however powerless she might 
be at tlie time out of the state was quite immaterial. My will and power 

being employed was sufficient. Then, Mr. L-, a paralytic, under 

my influence, without losing consciousness or undergoing any recog¬ 
nisable change, has many times, with the lame leg, stepped up on to 
and down again from an ordinary' dining-room chair. This of course 
was a masterpiece of mesmeric manipulation. I wish I could write 
more and better, but my eyes forbid * * * 

W'ith kindest regards, Yours most truly, 

D. Hands.” 

lO—Fragment of a Letter found in the Baron’s room after the death 
of Madame R**. 
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COMPLETED. 

.On (?) 

te. .pendrait n’e. .st se pas raon p. .auvre philippe ? E. .h 
bien par ce. .t enfant, ce pauvre. .petit ange (?) q. .ui nous 
regarde du. .haut du del, n’. .est ce pas philipp. .e et que 
no..us ne reverrons ia..mais, par ce..t enfant je te Ic 
j..ure. Tu m’en sa..is bien capable j..e crois. En..corc 
line fois, aujo. .urd’hui c’est le. .13, le 15, de grand, .matin 
je se.. rai chez toi; il fa.. ut que je t.. e troube seul, tu i .. ne 
comprends ; se. .ul au monde ! n’. .en sais tu. .pas bien le 
moy..en? 0..h! philippe je t’ai..nie (je t’aime?) sa..is 
tu ce qu. .e c’est qu’ une f. .emme ja. .louse ? 

Translation of above. 

(They) would hang thee, would they not, my poor Philip ? Well, 
by that child—that poor (little angel) who is now—is it not so, Philip ? 
—looking down on us from heaven, and whom we shall never see again, 
by that child I swear it to you. Once more. To-day is the 13th. 
On the 15th very early in the morning I shall be at your house. I 
must find you alone—you understand me, alone in the world ! Do 
you not well know the means ? Oh, Philip, I love thee (I love thee). 
Knowest thou what a jealous woman is ? 

ii^Extracts from the “ Zoist Magazine^* No. XLVIL.for October, 
1854. 

“ Mesmeric Cure of a Lady who had been Twelve Years in the 
Horizontal Position, with Extreme Suffering. By the Rev. 
R. A. F. Barrett, B.D., Senior Fellow of King’s College, Cambridge. 

***** 

“ In January, 1852, I was calling upon-, when she happened to 

tell me that she had been in considerable pain for a fortnight past; 
that the only thing that relieved her was mesmerism; but the friend 
who used to mesmerise her was gone. ... I continued to mesmerise 
her occasionally for some months. * . . 

April 21st. —I kept her asleep an hour and a quarter in the morning 
and the same in the evening. She said* her throat looked parched and 
fev^ish j at her request / ate some black currant paste, which she said 
moistened it. . . . She said, ‘ Before you ate, my stomach was con¬ 
tracted and had a queer-looking son of moisture in it; now the 
stomach is its full size and docs not look shrunk, and pan of the 
moisture is gone.’ 

“ I. ‘ But you could not get nourishment so ? ’ 

A. * Yes : I could get oZf my system wants." 

***** 

~v former portion of the case we are told that this patient was clairvoyant and 
could see her ownimemal condition.—R.H. 
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“ April 26th .—In the evening I kept her asleep one hour, and took 
tea Jor her. 

“ April 2’jth .— ... I ate dinner and she felt much stronger. 

« * 

“ I kept her asleep two hours and a quarter in the morning and one 
hour in the evening, eating /or her as usttal.'* 

SECTION VIII. CONCLUSION 

There now only remains for me, in conclusion, to sum up as briefly 
and succinctly as possible the evidence contained in the preceding 
statements. In so doing, it will be necessary to adopt an arrange¬ 
ment somewhat diflferent from that which has been hitherto followed. 
Each step of the narrative will therefore be accompanied with a 
reference to the particular deposition from which it may be taken. 

I 

First then, for what may be called the preliminary portions of the 
evidence. With these we need here deal but very briefly. They 
consist almost entirely of letters furnished by the courtesy of a near 
relation of the late Mrs. Anderton, and read as follows : 

Some six or seven and twenty years ago, the mother of Mrs. Anderton 
—Lady Bolton—after giving birth to twin daughters, under circum¬ 
stances of a peculiarly exciting and agitating nature, died in child-bed. 
Both Sir Edward Bolton and herself appear to have been of a nervous 
temperament, and the effects of these combined influences is shown in 
the highly nervous and susceptible organisation of the orphan girls, 
and in a morbid sympathy of constitution, by which each appeared to 
suffer from any ailment of the other. This remarkable sympathy is 
very clearly shown in more than one of the letters I have submitted 
for your consideration, and I have numerous others in my possession 
which, should they be considered insufficient, will place the matter, 
irregular as it cert^nly is, beyond the reach of doubt. I must request 
you to bear it particularly and constantly in min d throughout the case. 

Almost from the time of the mother’s death, the children were placed 
in the care of a poor, but respectable woman, at Hastings. Here the 
younger, whose constitution appears to have been originally much 
stronger than that of her sister, seems to have improved rapidly in 
health, and in so doing to have mastered, in some degree, that morbid 
sympathy of temperament of which I have spoken, and which in the 
weaker organisation of her elder sister, still maintained its former 
ascendency. They were about six years old when, whether through 
the carelessness of the nurse or not, is immaterial to us now, the younger 
was lost during a pleasure excursion in the neighbourhood. Every 
inquiry was made, and it appeared pretty clear that she had fallen into 
the hands of a gang of gipsies, who at that time infested the country 
round, but no further trace of her \vas eVer after discovered. 
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The elder sister, now left alone, seems to have been watched with 
redoubled solicitude. There is nothing, however, in the years im¬ 
mediately following Miss C. Bolton’s disappearance having any direct 
bearing upon our case, and I have, therefore, confined my extracts 
from the correspondence entrusted to me, to two or three letters from 
a lady in whose charge she was placed at Hampstead, and one from an 
old friend of her mother, from which we gather the fact of her marriage. 
The latter is chiefly notable as pointing out the nervous and highly 
sensitive temperament of the yoimg lady’s husband, the late Mr. 
Anderton, to which I shall have occasion at a later period of the case, 
more particularly to direct your attention. The former give evidence 
of a very importance fact; namely, that of the liability of Miss 
Bolton to attacks of illness equally unaccountable and unmanageable, 
bearing a perfect resemblance to those in which she suffered in her 
younger days sympathetically with the ailments of her sister ; and, 
therefore, to be not improbably attributed to a similar cause. 

II 

Thus far for the preliminary portion of the evidence. The second 
division places before us certain peculiarities in the married life of 
Mrs. Anderton; its more especial object, however, being to elucidate 
the connection between the parties whose history we have hitherto 
been tracing, and the Baron R**, with whose proceedings we arc 
properly concerned. 

It appears then, that in all respects but one, the married life of Mr. 
and Mrs. Anderton was particularly happy. Notwithstanding their 
retired and often somewhat nomad life, and the limits necessarily 
imposed thereby to the formation of friendships, the evidence of their 
devoted attachment to each other is perfectly overwhelming. I have 
no less than thirty-seven letters from various quarters, all speaking 
more or less strongly upon this point, but 1 have thought it better to 
select from the mass a small but sufficient number, than to overload 
the case with unnecessary repetition. In one respect alone their 
happiness was incomplete. It was, as had been justly observed by 
Mrs. Ward, most unfortunate that the choice of Miss Bolton should 
have fallen upon a gentleman, who however eligible in every other 
respect, was, from his extreme constitutional nervousness, so peculiarly 
ill-adapted for union with a lady of such very similar organisation. 
The connection seems to have borne its natural fruit in the increased 
delitacy of both parties, their married life being spent in an almost 
continu^ ^rch after health. Among the numerous experiments 
tried with ’this object, they at length appear to have had recourse to 
mesmerism, becoming fixity patients of Baron R**, a well-known 
professor of that and other kindred impositions. 

Mrs. Anderton had not been long imder his care when the remon- 
stramieS trf firhmds led to the Cebsatitm bf the Baton’s immediate 
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manipulations, the mesmeric fluid being now conveyed to the patient 
through the intervention of a third party. Mademoiselle Rosalie, 

“ the medium ” thus employed, was a young person regularly retained 
by Baron R** for that purpose, and of her it is necessary here to say 
a few words. 

She appears to have been about the age of Mrs. Anderton, though 
looking perhaps a little older than her years ; slight in figure, with dark 
hair and eyes, and in all respects but one answering precisely to the 
description of that lady’s lost sister. The single difference alluded to 
that of wide and clumsy feet, is amply accounted for by the nature of 
her former avocation. She had been for several years a tight-rope 
dancer, &c., in the employ of a travelling-circus proprietor ; who, 
by his own account, had purchased her for a trifling sum, of a gang of 
gipsies at Lewes, just at the very time when the younger Miss Bolton 
was stolen at Hastings by a gang whose course was tracked through 
Lewes to the wesuvard. Of him she was again purchased by the 
Baron, who appears, even at the outset, to have exercised a singular 
power over her, the fascination of his glance falling on her whilst 
engaged upon the stage, having compelled her to stop short in the 
performance of her part. There can, I think, be little doubt that this 
girl Rosalie was in fact the lost sister of Mrs. Anderton, and of this 
wc shall find that the Baron R** very shortly became cogmsant. 

It docs not appear that on the first meeting of the sisters he had 
any idea of the relationship between them. He was, indeed, perfectly 
ignorant of the early history of both. The extraordinary sympathy 
therefore w’hich immediately manifested itself between them was not 
improbably set down by him as a mere result of the mesmeric rapportj 
and it w'as not till he had been for some weeks in attendance on Mrs. 
Anderton that accident led him to divine its true origin. Nor, on the 
other hand, docs this singular sympathy—a sympathy manifested in a 
precisely similar manner to that known to have existed years ago 
between the sisters—appear to have raised any suspicion of the truth 
in the mind of either Mrs. Anderton or her husband. From the 
former, indeed, all mention of her early life had been carefully kept 
till she had probably almost, if not entirely, forgotten the event, whfle 
the latter merely remembered it as a tale which had long since ceased 
to possess any present interest. 

The two sisters were thus for several weeks in the closest contact, 
the effects of which may or may not have been heightened by the so- 
called mesmeric connection between them, before any suspicion of 
their relationship crossed the mind of any one. One evening, how¬ 
ever,—and from certain peculiar circumstances we are enabled to fix 
the date precisely to the 13th of October, 1854,*—the Baron appears 
beyond ^ doubt to have become cognisant of the foct. I must 
request your particular attention to the circumstances by which his 
discovery of it was attended. 

On that evening the conversation appears to have very naturally 
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turned upon a certain extraordinary case professed to be reported in 
a number of the “ Zoist Mesmeric Magazine,” published a few days 
before. The pretended case was that of a lady suffering from some 
internal disorder which forbade her to swallow any food, and receiving 
sustenance through mesmeric sympathy with the operator, who “ ate 
for her.” From this extraordinary tale the conversation turned 
naturally to other manifestations of constitutional sympathy, as an 
instance of which Mr. Anderton related the story of Mrs. Anderton’s 
lost sister, and the singular bond which had existed benveen them. 
The conversation appears to have continued for some time, and in 
the course of it a jesting remark was made by one of the party in allusion 
to the story of eating by deputy, to which I am inclined to look as the 
keynote of this horrible affair. 


II., 2 

“ I said,” deposes Mr. Morton, “ I said it teas lucky for the young 
woman that the fellow didn't eat anything unwholesome.” 

From the moment these words were spoken the Baron appears to 
have dropped out of the conversation altogether. More than this, 
he was clearly in a condition of great mental pre-occupation and dis¬ 
turbance. Mr. Morton goes on to describe the singularity of his 
manner, the letting his cigar expire between his teeth, and the tre¬ 
mulousness of his hands, so excessive, that in attempting to re-light it 
he only succeeded in destroying that of his friend. There can, I think, 
be no doubt whatever that from that moment he believed thoroughly 
in the identity of Rosalie with the lost sister of Mrs. Anderton. What 
other ideas the conversation had suggested to him we must endeavour 
to ascertain from the evidence that follows. 


II., 5 

On the morning of tlie day succeeding that on the evening of which 
he had become convinced of Rosalie's identity, we find Baron R** at 
Doctor’s Commons inquiring into the particidars of a will by which 
the sum of 25,000/. had been bequeathed, under certain conditions, 
to the children of Lady Boleton. Under the provisions of this will, 
the girl Rosalie was, after her sister and Mr. Anderton, the heir to this 
legacy. We need, I think, have no difficulty in connecting the acquisi- 
bon of this intelligence with the steps by which it was immediately 
followed. Mr. Anderton at once received an intimation of the Baron’s 
approaching departure for the continent, and at the end of the third 
week from that time leave was taken, and he apparently started upon 
bis journey. In point of fact, however, his plans were of a very 
different diaraaer. During the three weeks which intervened be¬ 
tween his visit to Doctor’s. Commons and his farewell to Mr. Anderton, 
there had been advertised in the parish church of Kensington the banns 
19 
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of marriage between himself and his “ medium,” Rosalie,—not, in¬ 
deed, in the names by which they were ordinarily known, and which 
would very probably have excited attention, but in the family name— 
if so it be—of the Baron and in that by which Rosalie was originally 
known when with the travelling circus. By what means he prevailed 
upon his victim to consent to such a step is not important to the matter 
in hand. The general tenour of the subsequent evidence shows clearly 
that it must have been under some form of compulsion, and, indeed, 
the unfortunate girl seems to have been made by some means altogether 
subservient to his will. 

The marriage thus secretly effected, the Baron and his wife leave 
town, not for the continent, as stated to Mr. Anderton, but for Bognor, 
an out-of-the-way little watering-place on the Sussex coast, deserted 
save for the week of the Goodwood races, where, at that time of the 
year, he was not likely to meet with any one to whom he was knotvn. 
Before endeavouring to investigate the motive of all this mystery, it 
is necessary to bear in mind one important fact:— 

Bettcecn the wife of Baron R** and Mr. Wilson's legacy of 25,000/., 
the lives of Mr. and Mrs. Anderton now alone intervened. 

The first few days of the Baron’s stay in Bognor seem to have been 
devoted to the search for a servant, he having insisted on the unusual 
arrangement of himself providing one in the house where he lodged. 
It is worthy of note that the one finally selected was in a position, with 
respect to character, that placed her entirely in her master’s power. 
It is unfortunate that tliis same defect of character necessarily lessens 
the value of evidence from such a source. We must, however, take it 
for what it is worth, remembering at the same time, that there is a total 
absence of any apparent motive, save that of telling the truth, for the 
statement she has made. 

It appears, then, from her account, that after trying by every means 
to tempt her into some repetition of her former error, the Baron at last 
seized upon the pretext of her taking from the breakfast table a single 
taste of jam upon her finger, to threaten her with immediate and utter 
ruin. One o^y loop-hole was left by which she could escape. The 
alternative was, indeed, most ingeniously and delicately veiled under 
the pretext of seeking a plausible reason for her dismissal; but, in 
point of fact, it amounted to this, that as a condition of her alleged 
offence not being recorded against her, she would own to the commission 
of another with which she had nothing whatever to do. 

The offence to which she was falsely to plead guilty was this. On 
the night succeeding the commission of the fault of which, such as it 
was, she was really guilty, Madame R** was taken suddenly ill. The 
symptoms were those of antimonial poisoning. The presence of 
antimony in the stomach was clearly shown. In the presence of the 
medical man who had been called in, the girl was taxed by the Baron 
with having administered, by way of a trick, a dose of tartar emetic; 
and she, in obedience to a strong hint from her master, confessed to 
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the delinquency, and was thereupon dismissed with a good character 
in other respects. Freed from the dread of exposure, she now flatly 
denies the whole affair, both of the trick and of the quarrel which was 
supposed to have led to it, and I am bound to say, that looking both to 
external and internal evidence, her statement seems worthy of credit. 

Nevertheless the poison was unquestionably administered. By 
whom ? 

Cui bono ? Certainly, it will be said, not for that of the Baron ; 
for until at least the death of Mr. and Mrs. Anderton his interest was 
clearly in the life of his wife. It is not, therefore, by any means to be 
supposed that he v/ould before that event attempt to poison her. Of 
this mystery, then, it appears that we must seek the solution elsewhere. 

Ill 

Returning then for a time to Mr. and Mrs. Anderton, we find that 
the latter has also suffered from an attack of illness. Comparing her 
journal and the evidence of her doctor, witli that given in the case of 
Madame R**, it appears that the symptoms were identical in every 
respect, with this single but important exception, that in this case there 
is no apparent cause for the attack, nor can any trace of poison be found. 
A little further inquiry, and we arrive at a yet more mysterious coinci¬ 
dence. 

It is a matter of universal experience, that almost the most fatal 
enemy of crime is over-precaution. In this particular case the pre¬ 
cautions of the Baron R** appear to have been dictated by a skill and 
forethought almost superhuman, and so admirably have they been 
taken, that, save in the concealment of the marriage, it is almost 
impossible to recognise in them any sinister motive whatever. His 
course with respect to the servant girl, though dictated, as we believe, 
by the most criminal designs, is perfectly consistent with motives of 
the very highest philanthropy. Even in the concealment of the 
marriage, once granting—as I think may very fairly be granted—that 
such a marriage might be concealed without any necessary imputation 
of evil, the means adopted were equally simple, effective, and unblarae- 
able. They consisted merely in the use of the real, instead of the stage 
names of the contracting parties, and in the very proper avoidance of 
all ground for scandal by hiring another lodging, in order that before 
marriage the address of both parties might not be the same. In the 
illness of Madame R**, too, at Bognor, nothing can, to all appearance, 
be more strai gh tforward than the Baron’s conduct. He at once pro¬ 
claims his suspicion of poison, sends for an eminent physician, verifies 
his doubts, administers the proper remedies, and dismisses the servant 
by whose fault the attack has been occasioned. Viewed with an eye 
of suspicion, there is indeed something questionable in the selection 
of the medical attendant. Why should the Baron refuse to send for 
cither of the local practitioners, both gentlemen of skill and reputation. 
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and insist on calling in a stranser to the place, who in a very few days 
would leave it, and very probably return no more ? Distrust of 
country doctors, and decided preference for London skill, furnishes us, 
as usual, with a prompt and plausible reply. It does not, however, 
exclude the possibility ^at the expediency of removing as far as possible 
all evidence of what had passed may have in some de^ee affected the 
choice. Be that as it may, this precaution, whether originally for good 
or for evil, has enabled us to fix with certainty a very important point. 

Airs. Andertoti was taken illy not only zotth the same symptotnsy but at 
the same timcy with Madame R**. 

Before proceeding to consider the events which followed, there are 
one or two points in the history of this first illness of the sisters on which 
it is needful to remark. The action of these metallic poisons, among 
which we may undoubtedly rank antimony, is as yet but very little 
understood. We know, however, from the statements of Professor 
Taylor,* certainly by far the first English authority upon the subjea, 
that peculiarities of constitution, or, as they are termed, “ idiosjm- 
cracics,” frequently assist or impede to a very extraordinary extent the 
action of such drugs. The constitution of Madame R** appears to 
have been thus idiosyncratically disposed to favour the action of 
antimony. There can be no doubt that the action of the poison upon 
her system was very greatly in excess of that which under ordinary 
circumstances would have been expected from a similar dose. The 
poison, therefore, by whomsoever administered, was not intended 
to prove fatal, though from the peculiar idiosyncracy of Madame R** 
it was very nearly doing so. 

The narrowness of Madame R**’s escape seems to have struck the 
Baron, and to have exercised a strong influence over his future pro¬ 
ceedings. Whether or not he knew or believed her to be exposed to 
any peculiar influences which might tend to render her life less secure 
than that of her delicate and invalid sister, it is impossible positively 
to say. There was no question, however, that her death before that of 
Mrs. Anderton would destroy all prospect of his succession to the 
25,000/., and with this view he proceeded to take as speedily as possible 
the necessary steps to secure himself against such an event. The 
obvious course, and indeed that suggested at once by Dr. Jones, was 
that of assurance, and this course he accordingly adopt^, after having 
previously, by a tour of several months, restored his wife to a state of 
health in which her life would probably be accepted by the offices 
concerned. The insurances, therefore, with which we are concerned, 
were effected in consequence of a previous administration of poison to 
Madame R**, producing an illness far more serious than could have 
been anticipated, and accompanied by precisely similar sympto^ on 
the part of her delicate sister, Airs. Anderton, whose death, if pre^ 
ceding that of Madame /?**, would more than double the Baron’s 
prospect of succession. 

• " Taylor on Poisons,” 2ijd edition, p. 98, et inf. 
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Between him, therefore, and the sum of either 25,000/. or 50,000/. 
there now intervened three lives, those of Mr. and Airs. Anderton, and 
of his own wife, Madame R**, and on the order in which they fell 
depended the amount of his gain by their demise. The death of 
Mr. Anderton before that of Mrs. Anderton, would open the possibility 
of a second marriage, from which might arise issue, whose claim would 
precede his; that of his own wife preceding that of either Mr. or Mrs. 
Anderton, would destroy altogether his own claim to the larger sum. 
It was only in the event of Airs. Anderton’s death being foUowcd 
first by that of her husband, and afterwards by that of her sister, that 
Baron’s entire claim would be secured. 

Within one year from the time at which matters assumed this position^ 
these three lives fell iw, and in precisely the order in which the Baron 
would most largely and securely profit by their demise. 

We now proceed to examine the circumstances under which they fell. 

Immediately on his return to England, and before apparently com¬ 
pleting his arrangements with respect to the policies of insurance, the 
Baron, we find, calls upon Mr. Anderton, and by dint of minute 
inquiries draws from him the entire history of the attack from which 
Mrs. Anderton had suffered several months before. Supposing, 
therefore, that the information was of any practical interest, the Baron 
was now fully aware of the perfect similarity, both of time and symptom, 
between the cases of his wife and her sister. It is essential that this 
should be borne in mind. 


V 

He now proceeds to establish himself in lodgings in Russell Place, 
in a house in which, for five days and every night in the week, he is 
entirely alone. The only other tenant is a medical man, whose visits 
arc confined to a few hours on two days in the week, and who lives at 
too great a distance to be called in on any sudden emergency. Here 
he establishes himself upon the first and second floors with a laboratory 
in a small detached room upon the basement floor, where his chemical 
experiments can be carried on without inconvenience to the rest of the 
house. It is essential that the position of this laboratory shoifld be 
very clearly borne in mind, as it plays a most important part in the 
story which is now to follow. 

In these lodgings, then, Aiadame R** is again taken ill with a returi^ 
though in a greatly mitigated form, of the same symptoms from which 
she had previously suffered at Bognor. The attack, however, though 
less violent in its immediate effects, was succeeded at regular intervals 
of about a fortnight by others of a precisely similar charaacr. And 
here we arrive at what is at once the most si^ficant, the most extra¬ 
ordinary, and the most questionable of the evidence we have been able 
to collect. 
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It appears, then, that upon a night in August, a young man of the 
name of Aldridge, who, as a matter of special favour, had been taken 
into the house since the arrival of the Baron, saw Madame R** leave 
her bedroom, and, apparently in her sleep, walk down the stairs 
in the dark to the lower part of the house. The room in which the 
Baron slept was next to hers, and on the wall of that room, projected 
by the night-lamp burning on the table, the young man saw what 
seemed to be the shadow of a man watching Madame R** as she went 
by. He looked again and the shadow was gone—so rapidly that at 
first he could scarcely believe his eyes, and was only, after consideration, 
satisfied that it really had been there. He went down to the room, 
but the Baron was asleep. He told him what had happened to 
Madame R**, and he at once followed her. Young Aldridge watched 
him until he had descended the kitchen-stairs and returned, followed 
closely by the sleep-walker. He then went back to his room, to which 
the Baron shortly aftcr%vards came to thank him for his warning, and 
to tell him that, in some freak of slumber, Madame R** had visited the 
kitchen. 

So far the story is simple enough. There is nothing extraordinary 
in a sick woman of exciteable nerves taking a sudden fit of somnam¬ 
bulism, and walking down even into the kitchen of a house that was 
not her own. The Baron’s conduct—in all respects but that of the 
watching shadow—was precisely that which, from a sensible and affec¬ 
tionate husband, might most naturally have been expected. Nor is 
it very difficult, even setting aside all idea of malice, to set down the 
shadow’ portion of the story to a mere freak of imagination on the part 
of the young man who, though “ not drunk,” was nevertheless on his 
own admission, “ perhaps a little excited,” and who had been “drinking 
a good deal of beer and shandy-gaff.” But the evidence does not end 
here. 

By one of those extraordinary coincidences by which the simple 
course of ordinary events so often baffles the best laid schemes of 
crime, there w’ere others in the house, besides the young man Aldridge, 
who witnessed the movements of the Baron and Madame R^*, It so 
happened that, on the afternoon of that particular day, the woman of 
the house had hampered the little latch-lock by which young Aldridge 
usually admined himself, and, as this occurred late in the day, it is 
more than probable that the Baron was unaware of it, as also of the 
fact that in consequence the servant-girl Susan Turner, sat up beyond 
the usual hour of going to bed for the purpose of letting the young 
man in. This girl, it seems, had a lover—a stoker on one of the northern 
lines—and him she appears to have invited to keep her company on 
her watch. Aldridge returned and went up to b^, but the lover— 
who was to be on duty with his engine at two o’clock, and who was 
doubtlessly interrupted in a most interesting conversation by the arrival 
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of the lodger—still remained in the kitchen, and was only just leaving 
it when Madame R** came down stairs. Taking her at first to be the 
mistress of the house, and fearful lest the street-lamp gleaming 
through the glass partition should betray her “ young man’s ” presence, 
Susan Turner draws him to the lumber-room, the window of which, it 
appears, looks into a sort of well beween the house and the two rooms 
built out at the back, after a fashion not unusual in London houses. 
Into this well, also, immediately opposite to the window of the lumber- 
room, looks that of the backroom or laboratory, furnished with what the 
wimess describes as a “ tin looking-glass ” but which is really one of 
those metal reflectors, in common use, for increasing the light of rooms 
in such a position. The distance between the two windows is little 
more than eight feet. The night was clear, with a bright, full harvest 
moon, and its rays, thrown by the reflector into the laboratory, made 
every part of its interior distinctly visible from the lumber-room. 
The door of the latter room w'as open, and the staircase illuminated 
by the Baron’s approaching light. The hiders in the lumber-room 
could see distinctly the whole proceedings of both Baron and Madame 
R**, from the time Aldridge lost sight of them to the moment they 
again emerged into his view. 

And this was what they saw : 

“ Madame R** never went into the kitchen at all; ” “ she went straight 
into the laboratoryand “ the Baron watched her as she came out.'" 

A glance at the place will show the bearing of this evidence and the 
impossibility of the Baron (who, if he had not been in the kitchen, 
must at least have thoroughly known the position of his own laboratory) 
having made any mistake on this point. 

What, then, was his motive in thus imposing upon Aldridge, to whose 
interference he professed himself so much indebted, with this false 
statement of the place to which Madame R** had been ? 

There does not seem the slightest reason for discrediting the 
evidence of these two witnesses. Their story is perfectly simple ond 
coherent. There is neither malice against the Baron nor collusion 
with Aldridge, in whose case such malice is supposed to exist. The 
only weak point in their position is the fact, that they were both doing 
wrong in being in that place at that time ; but the admission of this, 
in truth, rather strengthens than injures the testimony which involves 
it. We must seek the clue, then, not in their motives, but in those of 
the Baron. The errand of Aladame R**, in her strange expedition, 
may perhaps afford it. What did she do in the laboratory ? 

“ She drank something from a bottle'* “ It smelt and tasted like 
sheriy." “ It was marked viN. ant. pot. tart.” That label designates 
antimonial wine^ which is a mixture of sherry and tartar emetic. 

Let us see if from this point we can feel our way, as it were, back¬ 
wards, to the motive for aincealment. The life of Aiadame R** was, 
as we know, heavily insured. It had already been seriously endangered 
by the effects of precisely the same drug as that she was now seen to 
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take. If the Baron knew or suspected the motive of her visit, here is 
at once a motive sufficient, if not perhaps very creditable, for the con¬ 
cealment of a fact, the knowledge of which might very probably lead 
to difficulty with respect to payment of the policy in case of death. 

But here another difficulty meets us. The incident in question 
occurred at about the middle of the long illness of Madame R**. 
That illness consisted of a series of attacks, occurring as nearly as 
possible at intervals of a fortnight, and exhibiting the exact symptoms 
of the poison here shown to have been taken. One of these attacks 
followed within a very few hours of the occurrence into which wc arc 
examining. Was it the only one of the kind ? 

The evidence of the night-nurse bears with terrible weight upon 
this point. Her orders are strict, on no account to close her eyes. 
Her hours of watch are short, and the repose of the entire day leaves 
her without the slightest cause for unusual drowsiness. The testi¬ 
monials of twenty years bear unvar>'ing witness to her care and trust¬ 
worthiness. Yet every alternate Saturday for eight or ten, or it may 
even have been nearly twelve weeks, at one regular hour she falls 
asleep. It is in vain that she watches and fights against it—in vain 
even that, suspecting “ some trick ” she on one occasion abstains 
entirely from food, and drinks nothing but that peculiarly wakeful 
decoction, strong green tea. On every other night she keeps awake 
with ease, but surely as the fatal Saturday comes round she again 
succumbs, and surely as sleep steals over her is it followed by a fresh 
attack of the symptoms we so plainly recognise. She cannot in any 
way account for such an extraordinary fat^ty. She is positive that 
such a thing never happened to her before. Wc also are at an equal 
loss. Wc can but pause upon the refiection that twice before the 
periodic drowsiness began, a similarly irresistible sleep had been 
induced by the so-called mesmeric powers of the Baron himself. And 
then we pass naturally to her who had been for years habituated to 
such control, and we cannot but call to mind the statement of Mr. 
Hands—" I have often tvilled her (S. Parsons) to go into a dark room 
and pick up a pin, or some article equally minute.*’ 

And then toe again remember the zoatching shadow on the toall. 

And yet, after all, at what have we arrived ? Grant that the Baron 
knew the nature of his wife’s errand in the laboratory; that the singular 
power—call it what we will—by which he had before in jest compelled 
the nurse to sleep, was really employed in enabling the somnambulist 
to elude her watch. Grant even that the pretensions of the mesmerist 
arc true, and that it was in obedience to his direct will that Madame 
R** acted as she did, we are no nearer a solution than before. 

It was not the Baron*s interest that his wife should die. 

We must then seek further afield for any explanation of this terrible 
enigma. Let us see how it fared with Mrs. Anderton while these 
events were passing at her sister’s house. 
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III and V 

And here we seem to have another instance of the manner in which 
the wsest precautions so often turn against those by whom they are 
taken. Admitting that the illness of Madame R** was really caused 
by criminal means, nothing could be wiser than the precaution which 
selected for their first essay a night on which they could be tried with¬ 
out fear of observation. Yet this vety circumstance, enables us to 
fix a date of the last importance, which without it must have remained 
uncertain. Madame R**, then, was taken ill on Saturday, the 5ih 
April. On that very night—at, as nearly as can be ascenained, the 
very same hour, Mrs. Anderton was unaccountably seized with an 
illness in all respects resembling hers. Like hers, too, the attacks 
returned at fortnightly intervals. For a few days, on the Baron’s 
advice, a particular medicine is given, and at first with apparently 
good effect. At the same date the diary of Dr. Marsden shows a 
similar amelioration of symptoms in the case of Madame R**. In 
both cases the amendment is but short, and the disease again pursues 
its course. The result in both is utter exhaustion. In the case of 
Madame R** reducing the sufferer to death’s door; in the weaker 
constitution of her sister terminating in death. Examination is made. 
The appearances of the body, no less than the symptoms e.xhibited 
in life, are all those of aniimonial poisoning. No antimony is, however, 
found; and from this and other circumstances, results a verdict of 
“ Natural Death.” On the 12th October, then, Mrs. Anderton’s 
story ends. 

Prom that time dates the recovery of Madame /?**. 


vi 

The first life is now removed from between Baron R** and the full 
sum of 50,000/. Let us examine briefly the circumstances attending 
the lapse of the second. Here again events each in itself quite simple 
and natural, combine to form a story fraught with terrible suspicion. 
I have alluded to the inquest which followed on the death of Mrs. 
Anderton. That inquiry originated in circumstances which cast upon 
her husband the entire suspicion of her murder. To whose agency, 
whether direct or indirect, voluntary or involuntary, is an after question, 
may every one of these circumstances be traced ? Mr. Anderton 
insists on being the only one from whom the patient shall receive 
either medicine or food. It is the Baron who applauds and en¬ 
courages a line of conduct diametrically opposed to his own, and tend¬ 
ing more than any other circumstance to fix suspicion on his friend. 
A remedy is suggested, the recommending of which points strongly 
to the idea of poison, and it is from the Baron that the si^gestioh comes. 
Two papers are found, the one bearing in part the other in full, the name 
of the poison suspected to have been used. The first of these is brought 
to light by the Baron himself,—the second is found in a place where be 
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has jusi been, and by a person whom he has himself despatched to 
search there for something else. He draws continual attention to 
that point of exclusive attendance from which suspicion chiefly springs. 
His replies to Dr. Dodsworth respecting the recommendation of ^e 
antimonial antidote arc so given as to confirm the worst interpretation 
to which it had given rise, and even when, on the discovery' of the second 
paper, he advises the nurse that it should be destroyed, he does so in a 
manner that ensures not only its preservation but its immediate em¬ 
ployment in the manner most dangerous to his friend. 

The evidence fails. What is the Baron’s connection with the catas¬ 
trophe that follows ? He knows well the accused man’s nervous 
anxiety for Itis own good name. He procures, on the ground of his 
friendly anxiety, the earliest intelligence of his friends* probable 
acquittal. He enters that friend’s room to acquaint him with the good 
news. Returning he takes measures to secure the prisoner throughout 
the night from interruption or interference. In the morning Air. 
Anderton is a corpse, and on his pillow' is found the phial in which the 
poison had been contained, and a written statement that the desperate 
step had been taken in despair of an acquittal. By what marvellous 
accident was the hopeful news of the chemical investigation thus 
misinterpreted ? By what negligence or connivance was the fatal 
drug placed with his reach ? One thing only we know— 

It tvas the Baron U'ho conveyed the neios. It teas from his pocket 
medicine case, left by him within the sick man's reach, that the poison 
came. 

Thus fell the second of the two lives which stood between the Baron 
and the full sum of 50,000/. Of this sum the 25,000/. which accrues 
from the relationship between Mrs. Anderton and Madame R** is 
already his as soon as claimed, but there is no immediate necessity for 
the claim to be preferred. He may perhaps have thought it better to 
wait before making such a claim until the first sensation occasioned 
by tlic double deaths through which he inherited had passed away. 
He may have been merely putting in train some plausible story to 
account for his only now proclaiming a fact of which he had certainly 
been aware for at least a year. Whatever his reason, however, he 
certainly for some weeks after Mr. Anderton’s death made no movement 
to establish his cl aim upon the property, and during this time Madame 
R** was slowly but surely recovering her strength. 

But while wisdom thus dictated a policy of delay, the irresistible 
course of events hurried on the crisis. A letter comes filled with 


threats of the vengeance of jealous love if its cause be not that night 
removed. It is but a fragment of that letter that is preserved, but its 
meaning is clear enough, and it is that the connection between himself 
and Madame R** should be finally brought to an end. 
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VII 

“ N*en sais'tu bien le moyen ? ” 

That night the condition is fulfilled. Once more the sleeping lady 
takes her midnight journey to her husband’s laboratory. Once more 
her imconscious hand pours out the deadly draught. But this time it is 
no slow poison that she takes. It is a powerful and burning acid that 
even as it awakes her from her trance, shrivels her with a horrible and 
instant death. One shrill and quickly stifled shriek alarms the inmates 
of the house, and when they hurry to the spot they find only a dis¬ 
figured corpse, lying with bare feet and disordered night dress in the 
darkness of the stormy November night, and with the fatal glass still 
clasped in its hand. 

My task is done. In possession of the evidence thus placed before 
you, your judgment of its result will be as good as mine. Link by link 
you have now been put in possession of the entire chain. Is that chain 
one of purely accidental coincidences, or does it point with terrible 
certainty to a series of crimes, in their nature and execution almost too 
horrible to contemplate ? That is the first question to be asked, and 
it is one to which I confess myself unable to reply. The second is more 
strange, and perhaps even more difl&cult still. Supposing the latter to 
be the case, are crimes thus committed susceptible of proof, or even if 
proved, are they of a kind for which the criminal can be brought to 
punishment ? 
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Prologue 

Upon a paper attached to the Narrative which follows, Doctor Hesselius 
has written a rather elaborate note, which he accompanies with a 
reference to his Essay on the strange subject which the MS. illuminates. 

This mysterious subjea he treats, in that Essay, with his usual 
learning and acumen, and with remarkable directness and condensation. 
It will form but a one volume of the series of that extraordinary man’s 
collected papers. 

As I publish the case, in this volume, simply to interest the “ laity,” 
I shall forestall the intelligent lady, who relates it, in nothing ; and, after 
due coDsideradon, I have determined, therefore, to abstain from pre¬ 
senting any precis of the learned Doctor’s reasoning, or extract from his 
statement on a subject which he describes as “ involving, not im¬ 
probably, some of the profoundest arcana of our dual e.xistence, and its 
intermediates.” 

I was anxious, on discovering this paper, to reopen the correspondence 
commenced by Doctor Hesselius, so many years before, with a person 
so clever and careful as his informant seems to have been. Much to 
my regret, however, I found that she had died in the interval. 

She, probably, could have added little to the Narrative which she 
communicates in the following pages, with, so far as I can pronounce, 
such a conscientious particularity. 


I 

An Early Fright 

In Styria, we, though by no means magnificent people, inhabit a castle, 
or schloss. A small income, in that part of the world, goes a great way. 
Eight or nine hundred a year does wonders. Scantily enough ours 
would have answered among wealthy people at home. My father is 
English, and I bear an English name, although I never saw England. 
But here, in this lonely and primitive place, where everything is so 
niarvellously cheap, I really don’t see how ever so much more money 
would at all materially add to our comforts, or even luxuries. 

My father was in the Austrian service, and retired upon a pension 
and his patrimony, and purchased this feudal residence, and the small 
estate on which it stands, a bargain. 

Nothing can be more picturesque or solitary. It stands on a slight 
emmence in a forest. The road, very old and narrow, passes in front 
01 Its drawbridge, never raised in my time, and its moat, stocked with 
•perch, and sailed over by many swans, and floatin g on its surface white 

fleets of water-Ulies. 
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Over all this the schloss shows its many-windowed front; its towers, 
and its Gothic chapel. 

The forest opens in an irregular and very picturesque glade before its 
gate, and at the right a steep Gothic bridge carries the road over a 
stream that winds in deep shadow through the wood. 

I have said that this is a very lonely place. Judge whether I say 
truth. Looking from the hall door towards the road, the forest in 
which our castle stands extends fifteen miles to the right, and twelve to 
the left. The nearest inhabited village is about seven of your English 
miles to the left. The nearest inhabited schloss of any historic associa¬ 
tions, is that of old General Spiclsdorf, nearly wenty miles away to the 
right. 

I have said “ the nearest inhabited village,” because there is, only 
three miles w'estward, that is to say in the direction of General Spiels- 
dorf’s schloss, a ruined village, with its quaint little church, now roof¬ 
less, in the aisle of which are the mouldering tombs of the proud family 
of Kamstein, now extinct, who once owned the cqually-desolate 
chateau which, in the thick of the forest, overlooks the silent ruins of 
the io\vn. 

Respecting the cause of the desertion of this striking and melancholy 
spot, there is a legend which I shall relate to you another time. 

I must tell you now, how very small is the party who constitute 
the inhabitants of our castle. I don’t include servants, or those 
dependants who occupy rooms in the buildings attached to the schloss. 
Listen, and wonder ! My father, who is the kindest man on earth, but 
growing old ; and I, at the date of my story, only nineteen. Eight 
years have passed since then. I and my father constituted the family 
at the schloss. My mother, a Styrian lady, died in my infancy, but I 
had a good-natured governess, who had been with me from, I might 
almost say, my infancy. I could not remember the time when her fat, 
'^benignant face was not a familiar picture in my memory. This was 
Madame Perrodon, a native of Berne, whose care and good nature in 
part supplied to me the loss of my mother, w’hom I do not even re¬ 
member, so early I lost her. She made a third at our little dinner 
party. There was a fourth, Mademoiselle De Lafontainc, a lady such 
as you term, I believe, a “ finishing governess.” She spoke French 
and German, Madame Perrodon French and broken English, to which 
my father and 1 added English, which, partly to prevent its becoming 
a lost language among us, and partly from patriotic motives, wc spoke 
every day. The consequence was a Babel, at which strangers used to 
laugh, and which I shall make no attempt to reproduce in this narrative. 
And Uiere were two or three young lady friends besides, pretty nearly 
of my own age, who were occasional visitors, for longer or shorter 
terms; and these visits I sometimes returned. 

These were our regular social resources; but of course there were 
chance visits from “ neighbours ” of only five or six leagues* distance. 
My life was, notwithstanding, rather a solitary one, I can assure you. 
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My gouvernantes had just so much control over me as you might 
conjecture such sage persons would have in the case of a rather spoiled 
girl, whose only parent allowed her pretty nearly her own way in every¬ 
thing. 

The first occurrence in my existence, which produced a terrible 
impression upon niy mind, which, in fact, never has been effaced, was 
one of the very earliest incidents of my life which I can recollect. Some 
people will think it so trilling that it should not be recorded here. You 
Will sec, however, by-anJ-by, why I mention it. The nursery, as it was 
called, though I had it all to myself, was a large room in the upper story 
of the castle, with a steep oak roof. I can’t have been more r h a n six 
years old, when one night I awoke, and looking round the room from 
my bed, failed to see the nursery-maid. Neither was my nurse there ; 
and I thought myself alone. I was not frightened, for I was one of 
those happy children who are studiously kept in ignorance of ghost 
stories, of fair>' talcs, and of all such lore as makes us cover up our heads 
when the door creaks suddenly, or the flicker of an expiring candle 
makes the shadow of a bed-post dance upon the wall, nearer to our 
faces. I was vexed and insulted at finding myself, as I conceived, 
neglected, and I began to whimper, preparatory to a hearty bout of 
roaring; when to my surprise, I saw a solemn, but very pretty face 
looking at me from the side of the bed. It was tliat of a young lady 
who was kneeling, with her hands under the coverlet. 1 looked at her 


with a kind of pleased wonder, and ceased whimpering. She caressed 
me with her hands, and lay down beside me on the bed, and drew me 
towards her, smiling ; I felt immediately delightfully soothed, and fell 
asleep again. I was wakened by a sensation as if two needles ran into 
my breast very deep at the same moment, and I cried loudly. The 
lady started back, with her eyes fixed on me, and then slipped down 
upon the floor, and, as I thouglit, hid herself under the bed. 

I was now for tiie first time frightened, and I yelled with all my 
m i g ht and main. Nurse, nurserymaid, housekeeper, all came running 
iD> and hearing my story, they made light of it , soothing me all they 
could meanwhile. But, child as I was, I could perceive tliat their 
faces were pale with an unwonted look of anxiety, and I saw them look 
under the bed, and about the room, and peep under tables and pluck 
open cupboards ; and tlie housekeeper whispered to the nurse : “ Lay 
your hand along that hollow in the bed ; some one did lie there, so sure 
as you did not; the place is still warm.” 

I remember the nursery-maid petting me, and all three examining 
my chest, where 1 told them I felt the puncture, and pronouncing that 
there was no sign visible that any such tiling-had happened to me. 

The housekeeper and the two other servants who were in charge of 
the nursery, remained sitting up all night; and from that time a servant 
always sat up in the nursery until I was about fourteen. 

I was very nervous for a long time after this. A doctor was called 
in, he was pallid and elderly. How well I remember his long saturnine 
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face, slightly pitted with small-pox, and his chestnut wig. For a 
good while, every second day, he came and gave me medicine, which of 
course I hated. 

The morning after I saw this apparition I was in a state of terror, and 
could not bear to be left alone, daylight though it W’as, for a moment. 

1 remember my father coming up and standing at the bedside, and 
talking cheerfully, and asking the nurse a number of questions, and 
laughing very heartily at one of the answers ; and patting me on the 
shoulder, and kissing me, and telling me not to be frightened, that it 
was nothing but a dream and could not hurt me. 

But I uas not comforted, for I knew the visit of the strange woman 
was not a dream ; and I was awfully frightened. 

I was a little consoled by the nurser>'-maid’s assuring me that it was 
she who had come and looked at me, and lain down beside me in the bed 
and that I must have been half-dreaming not to have known her face. 
But this, though supported by the nurse, did not quite satisfy me. 

I remember, in the course of that day, a venerable old man, in a black 
cassock, coming into the room with the nurse and housekeeper, and 
talking a little to them, and very kindly to me ; his face was very sweet 
and gentle, and he told me they were going to pray, and joined my 
hands together, and desired me to say, softly, wliile they were praying, 
‘‘ Lord, hear all good prayers for us, for Jesus’ sake.” I think these 
were the very words, for I often repeated them to myself, and my nurse 
used for years to m^e me say them in my prayers. 

I remember so well the thoughtful sweet face of that white-haired 
old man, in his black cassock, as he stood in that rude, lofty, brown 
room, with the clumsy furniture of a fashion three hundred years old, 
about him, and the scanty light entering its shadowy atmosphere 
through the small lattice. He kneeled, and the three women with 
him, and he prayed aloud with an earnest quavering voice for, what 
appeared to me, a long time. 1 forget all my life preceding that event, 
and for some time after it is all obscure also; but the scenes 1 have 
just described stand out vivid as the isolated pictures of the phantas* 
magoria surrounded by darkness. 


II 

A Guest 

1 AM now going to tell you something so strange that it will require all 
your faith in my'veracity^ believe my story. It is not only true, 
nevertheless, but tru^nf^iich I have been an eye-witness . 

It was a sweet summer evening, and my father asked me, as he some> 
times did, to take a little ramble with him along that beautiful forest 
vista which I have mentioned as lying in front of the schloss. 

General Spielsdorf cannot come to us so soon as I had hoped,” 
said my father, as we pursued our walk. 

He was to have paid us a visit of some weeks, and we had expected 
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his arrival next day. He was to have brought with him a young lady, 
his niece and ward. Mademoiselle Rheinfeldt, whom I had never seen, 
but whom I had heard described as a very charming girl, and in whose 
society I had promised myself many happy days. I was more dis¬ 
appointed than a young lady living in a town, or a bustling neighbour¬ 
hood can possibly imagine. This visit, and the new acquaintance it 
promised, had furnished my day dream for many weeks. 

“ And how soon does he come ? ” I asked. 

“ Not till autumn. Not for two months, I dare say,” he answered. 
“ And I am very glad now, dear, that you never knew Mademoiselle 
RJieinfeldt.” 

“ And why ? ” I asked, both mortified and curious. 

“ Because the poor young lady is dead,”, he replied. “ I quite 
forgot I had not told you, but you were not in the room when I received 
the General’s letter this evening.” 

I was very much shocked. General Spielsdorf had mentioned in his 
first letter, six or seven weeks before, that she was not so well as he 
would wish her, but there was nothing to suggest the remotest suspicion 
of danger. 

“ Here is the General’s letter,” he said, handing it to me. “ I am 
afraid he is in great affliction ; the letter appears to me to have been 
written very nearly in distraction.” 

We sat down on a rude bench, under a group of magnificent lime 
trees. The sun was setting with all its melancholy splendour behind 
tlic sylvan horizon, and the stream that flows beside our borne, and 
passes under the steep old bridge I have mendoned, wound through 
many a group of noble trees, almost at our feet, reflecting in its current 
the fading crimson of the sky. General Spiclsdorf’s letter was so 
extraordinary, so vehement, and in some places so self-contradictory, 
that I read it twice over—the second time sdoud to my father—and was 
still unable to account for it, except by supposing that grief had un¬ 
settled his mind. 

It said, “ I have lost my darling daughter, for as such I loved her. 
During^the last days of dear Bertha’s illness I was not able to write to 
you. Before then I had no idea of her danger. I have lost her, and 
now learn ally too late. She died in the peace of innocence, and in the 
glorious hope of a blessed futurity. The fiend who betrayed our in- 
fatutated hospitality has done it all. I thought I was receiving into 
my bouse innocence, gaiety, a charming companion for my lost Bertha. 
Heavens ! what a fool have I been ! I thank God my child died with¬ 
out a suspicion of the cause of her sufferings. She is gone without so 
much as conjecturing the nature of her illness, and the accursed passion 
of the agent of all this misery. I devote my remaining days to tracking 
and extinguishing a monster. I am told I may hope to accomplish 
righteous and merciful purpose. At present there is scarcely a 
gleam of light to guide me. I curse my conceited incredulity, my 
despicable affectation of superiority, my blindness, my obstinacy—all 
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—too late. I cannot write or talk collectedly now. I am distracted. 
So soon as I shall have a little recovered, I mean to devote myself for a 
time to enquiry, which may possibly lead me as far as Vienna. Some 
time in the autumn, two months hence, or earlier if I live, I will see 
you—that is, if you permit me; I will then tell you all that I scarce 
dare put upon paper now. Farewell. Pray for me, dear friend.*’ 

In these terms ended this strange letter. Though I had never seen 
Bertha Rhcinfcldt, my eyes filled with tears at the sudden intelligence ; 

I was startled, as well as profoundly disappointed. 

The sun had now set, and it was nvilight by the time I had returned 
the General’s letter to my father. 

It was a soft clear evening, and we loitered, speculating upon the 
possible meanings of the violent and incoherent sentences which I had 
just been reading. We had nearly a mile to wall: before reaching the 
road that passes tlic schloss in front, and by that time the moon was 
shining brilliantly. At the drawbridge we met Madame Perrodon and 
Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, who had come out, without their bonnets, 
to enjoy the exquisite moonlight. 

Wc heard their voices gabbling in animated dialogue as we 
approached. We joined them at the drawbridge, and turned about to 
admire with them the beautiful scene. 

The glade through which we had just walked lay before us. At our 
left the narrow road wound away under clumps of lordly trees, and was 
lost to sight amid the thickening forest. At the right the same road 
crosses the steep and picturesque bridge, near which stands a ruined 
tower, which once guarded that pass j and beyond the bridge an abrupt 
eminence rises, covered with trees, and showing in the shadow some 
grey ivy-clustcrcd rocks. _ ___ 

Over the sward and low grf>iinii«;4 ^ihin film j^f r^st was stc alinj^like 
moke, marking the distances with a transparent veil; and~here and 
there we could see the river faintly Bashing in the moonlight. 

No softer, sweeter scene could be imagined. The news 1 had just 
heard made it melancholy ; but nothing could disturb its character of 
profound serenity, »md the enchantp^l glory and vagueness of the 
prospect. ' 

My father, who enjoyed the picturesque, and I, stood looking in 
silence over the expanse beneath us. The two good governesses, 
standing a little way behind .us,-discourse upon the scene, and were 
eloquent upon the mpon. 

Madame Perrodon was fat, middle-aged, and romantic, and talked 
and sighed poetically. Mademoiselle De Lafontaine—in right of her 
father, who was a German, assumed to V 

and something of fl-mysHr. —now declared that when the moSirSfione 
with a light so intense it was well known that it indicated a special 
spiritual activity. The effect of the full moon in such a state of brilliancy 
was rngnifold. It acted on dreams, it acted on lunacy, it acted on 
nervourpeople; it had matveUous physical influences connected with 
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life. Mademoiselle related iJiat her cousin, who w'as mate of a merchant 
ship, having taken a nap on deck on such a night, lying on his back, with 
his face full in tlie light of tlie moon, had wakened, after a dream of an 
old woman clawing him by the cheek, with his features horribly drawn 
to one side ; and his countenance had never quite recovered its 
equilibrium. 

“ The moon, this night,” she said, ” is full of odylic and magnetic 
influence—and see, when you look behind you at the front of the 
schloss, how all its windows flash and twinkle with that silvery splendour, 
as if lighted up t he rooms to receive fairy guests.” 

There are indolent states of the spirits m'whTcbTiniirspbsed'to talk 
ourselves, the talk of others is pleasant to our listless ears ; and I gazed 
on, pleased with the tinkle of the ladies’ conversation. 

“ I have got into one of my moping moods to-night,” said my 
father, after a silence, and quoting Shakespeare, whom, by way of 
keeping up our English, he used to read aloud, he said ;— 

“ ‘ In truth I know not why I am so sad : 

It wearies me ; you say it wearies you ; 

But how I got it—came by it.’ 

“ I forget the rest. But I feel as if some great misfortune were 
hanging over us. I suppose the poor General’s afflicted letter has had 
something to do with it.” 

At this moment the un wonted sound of carriage wheels and many 
hoofs upon the road, arrest^ our attention. 

They seemed to be approaching from the high ground overlooking 
the bridge, and very soon the equipage emerged from that point. 
Two horsemen first crossed the bridge, then came a carriage drawn 
by four horses, and two men rode behind. 

• It seemed to be travelling carriage of a person of rank ; and we were 
all immediately absorbed in watching that very unusual spectacle. It 
became, in a few moments, greatly more interesting, for just as the 
carriage had passed the summit of ffle steep bridge, one of the leaders, 
taking fright, communicated his panic to the rest, and, after a plunge 
or two, the whole team broke into a wild gallop together, and dashing 
between the horsemen who rode in front, came thimdering along the 
road towards us with the speed of a hurricane. 

The excitement of the scene was made more painful by the'dear, 
long-drawn screams of a female voice from the carriage window. 

We all advanced in curiosity and horror; my father in silence, the 
rest with various ej^culatio "^ piroi- 

Our suspense <lid not last long. Just before you reach the castle 
drawbridge, on the route they were coming, there stands by the road¬ 
side a magnificent lime tree, on the other stands an ancient stone cross, 
at sight of which the horses, now going at a pace that was perfectly 
frightful, swerved so as to bring the wheel over the projecting roots of 
the tree. 
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I knew what was coming. I covered my eyes, unable to see it out, 
and turned my head away; at the same moment I heard a cry from my 
lady-friends, who had gone on a little. 

Curiosity opened my eyes, and I saw a scene of utter confusion. Two 
of the horses were on the ground, the carriage lay upon its side, with 
two wheels in the air ; the men w’ere busy removing the traces, and a 
lady, with a commanding air and figure had got out, and stood w’ith 
clasped hands, raising the handkerchief that was in them every now 
and then to her eyes. Through the carriage door w’as now lifted a 
young lady, who appeared to be lifeless. My dear old father was 
already beside the elder lady, with his hat in his hand, evidently tender¬ 
ing his aid and the resources of his schloss. The lady did not appear 
to hear him, or to have eyes for anything but the slender girl who was 
being placed against the slope of the bank. 

I approached ; the young lady was apparently summed, but she w’as 
certainly not dead. My father, who piqued himself on being something 
of a physician, had just had his fingers to her wrist and assured the 
lady, who declared herself her mother, that her pulse, though faint and 
irregular, was undoubtedly still distinguishable. The lady clasped her 
hands and looked upward, as if in a momentary transport of gratitude ; 
but immediately she broke out again in tha t theatrical way which is, I 
believe, natural to some people. 

She W’as what is called a fine-looking woman for her time of life, and 
must have been handsome ; she w'as tall, but not thin, and dressed in 
black velvet, and looked rather pale, but with a proud and commanding 
countenance, though now’ agitated strangely. 

“ Was ever being so bom to calamity ? ** I heard her say, with 
clasped hands, as I came up. “ Here am I, on a journey of life and 
death, in prosecuting which to lose an hour is possibly to lose all. My 
child will not have recovered sufficiently to resume her route for who 
can say how long. I must leave her j I cannot, dare not, delay. How 
far on, sir, can you tell, is the nearest village ? I must leave her there ; 
and shall not see my darling, or even hear of htfr till my return, three 
months hence.” 

I plucked my father by the coat, and whispered earnestly in his ear, 
“ Oh! papa, pray ask her to let her stay with us—it would be so 
delightful. Do, pray.” 

” If Madame entrust her chil d to the care of my daughter, and 
of her good gouvemante, Madame Perrodon, and permit her to remain 
as our guest, under my charge, until her return, it will confer a disiinc- 
doo and an obligadon upon us, and we shall treat her with all the care 
and devotion which so sacred a trust deserves.” 

** 1 cannot do that, sir, it would be to task your kindness and 
chivalry too cruelly,” said the lady, distractedly. 

” It would, on the contrary, be to confer on us a very great kindness 
at the moment when we most need it. My daughter has just been 
disappointed by a cruel misfortune, in a visit from which she had long 
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anticipated a great deal of happiness. If you confide this young lady 
to our care it will h^ her best consolation. The nearest village on your 
route is distant, and affords no such inn as you think of placing your 
daughter at; you cannot allow her to continue her journey for any 
considerable distance without danger. If, as you say, you cannot 
suspend your journey, you must part with her to-night, and nowhere 
could you do so with more honest assurances of care and tenderness 
than here.” 

There was something in this lady’s air and appearance so distin¬ 
guished, and even imposing, and in her manner so engaging, as to 
impress one, quite apart from the dignity of her equipage, with a con¬ 
viction that she was a person of consequence. 

By this time the carriage was replaced in its upright position, and the 
horses, quite tractable, in the traces again. 

The lady threw on her daughter a glance which I fancied was not 
quite so affectionate as one might have anticipated from the beginning 
of the scene; then she beckoned slightly to my father, and withdrew 
two or three steps with him out of hearing ; and talked to him with a 
fixed and stern countenance, not at all like that with which she had 
hitherto spoken. 

I was filled with wonder that my father did not seem to perceive the 
change, and also unspeakably curious to learn what it could be that she 
was speaking, almost in his ear, with so much earnestness and rapidity. 

Two or three minutes at most, I think, she remained thus employed, 
then she turned, and a few steps brought her to where her daughter lay, 
supported by Madame Perrodon. She kneeled beside her for a moment 
and whispered, as Madame supposed, a little benediction in her ear j 
then hastily kissing her, she stepped into her carriage, the door was 
closed, the footmen in stately liveries jumped up behind, the outriders 
spurred on, the postilions cracked their whips, the horses plunged and 
broke suddenly into a furious canter that threatened soon again to 
become a gallop, and the carriage whirled away, followed at the same 
rapid pace by the two horsemen in the rear. 

Ill 

We Compare Notes 

We followed the cortege with our eyes until it was swiftly lost to sight 
in the misty wood ; and the very soimd of the hoofs and wheels died 
away in the silent night air. 

Nothing remained to assure us that the adventure had not been an 
illusion of a moment but the young lady, who just at that moment 
opened her eyes. I could not see, for her face was turned from me, 
but she raised her head, evidently looking about her, and I heard a 
very sweet voice ask complainingly, “ Where is mamma ? ” 

Our good Madame Perrodon answered tenderly, and added some 
comfortable assurances. . 
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I then heard her ask : 

“ Where am I ? What is this place ? ” and after that she said, ** I 
don’t sec the carriage ; and Matska, where is she ? ” 

Madame answered all her questions in so far as she understood 
them ; and gradually the young lady remembered how the misadven¬ 
ture came about, and was glad to hear that no one in, or in attendance 
on, the carriage was hurt; and on learning that her mamma had left 
her here, till her return in about three months, she wept. 

I was going to add my consolations to those of Madame Perrodon 
when Mademoiselle De L^oniaine placed her hand upon my arm, saying: 

“ Don’t approach, one at a time is as much as she can at present 
converse with ; a very little excitement would possibly overpower 
her now.” 

As soon as she is comfortably in bed, I thought, I will run up to her 
room and see her. 

My father in the meantime had sent a servant on horseback for the 
physician, who lived about wo leagues away; and a bedroom was 
being prepared for the young lady’s reception. 

The stranger now rose, and leaning on Madame’s arm, walked 
slowly over the drawbridge and into the castle gate. 

In the hall, servants waited to receive her, and she was conducted 
forthwitli to her room. 

The room we usually sat in as our drawing-room is long, having 
four windows, that looked over the moat and drawbridge, upon the 
forest scene I have just described. 

It is furnished in old carved oak, with large carved cabinets, and the 
chairs arc cushioned with crimson Utrecht velvet. The walls arc 
covered with -ta pestry , and surrounded with great gold frames, the 
figures being as large as life, in ancient and very curious costume, and 
the subjects represented are hunting, hawking and generally festive. 
It is not too stately to be extremely comfortable ; and here we had our 
tea, for with his usual patriotic leanings he insisted that the national 
beverage should make its appearance regularly with our coffee and 
chocolate. 

We sat here this night, and with candles lighted, were talking over 
the adventure of the evening. 

Madame Perrodon and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine were both of 
our party. The young stranger had hardly lain down in her bed when 
she sank into a deep sleep ; and those ladies had left her in the care of 
a servant. 

How do you like our guest ? ” I asked, as soon as Madame entered. 
“ Tell me all about her ? ” 

“ I like her extremely,” answered Madame, ” she is, 1 almost think 
the prettiest creature 1 ever saw; about your age, and so gentle and 
nice.” 

” She is absolutely beautiful,” threw in Mademoiselle, who had 
peeped for a moment into the stranger’s room. 
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“ And such a sweet voice ! ” added Madame PerroJon. 

“ Did you remark a woman in clis carriage, after it was set up agam, 
who did not get out,” inquired Mademoiselle, ” but only looked from 
the window ? ” 

No, we had not seen her. 

Then she described a hideous black woman, with a sort of coloured 
turban on her head, who was gazing all the time from the carriage 
window, nodding and grinning derisively towards the ladies, with 
gleaming eyes and large white eye-balls, and her teeth set as if in fury. 

“ Did you remark what an ill-looking pack of men tlic servants were ?” 
asked Madame. 

“ Yes,” said my father, who had just come in, “ ugly, hang-dog 
looking fcUow's, as ever I beheld in my life. I hope they mayn’t 
rob the poor lady in the forest. They are clever rogues, however ; 
they got cvcrj'thing to rights in a minute.” 

“ I dare say they are worn out with too long travelling,” said 
Madame. “ Besides looking wicked, their faces were so strangely 
lean, and dark, and sullen. I am very curious, I own ; but I dare say 
the young lady will tell us all about it to-morrow, if she is suliiciently 
recovered.” 

“ I don’t think she will,” said my father, with a mysterious smile, 
and a little nod of his head, as if he knew more about it than he cared 
to tell us. 

This made me all the more inqmsitiyc as to what had passed between 
him and the lady in the black velvet, in the brief but earnest interview 
tliat had immediately preceded her departure. 

We were scarcely alone, when I entreated him to tell me. He did 
not need much pressing. 

“ There is no particular reason why I should not tell you. She 
expressed a reluctance to trouble us with the care of her daughter, 
saying she was in delicate health, and nervous, but not subject to any 
kind of sei^iuo—she volunteered that—nor to any illusion ; being, in 
fact, perfectly sane.” 

“ How very odd to say all that! ” I interpolated. “ It was so 
unnecessary.” 

” At all events it was said,” he laughed, “ and as you wish to know 
all that passed, which was indeed very little, I tell you. She then said, 
‘ I am making a long journey of vital importance ’—she emphasized 
the word—‘ rapid and secret; 1 shall return for my child in three 
months ; in the meantime, she will be silent as to who we arc, whence 
we come, and whither we are travelling.’ That is all she said. She 
spoke very pure French. When she said the word ‘ secret,’ she paused 
for a few seconds, looking sternly, her eyes fixed on mine. I fancy she 
makes a great point of tliat. You saw how quickly she was gone. I hope 
I have not done a very foolish thing, in taking charge of the young lady.” 

For my part, I was delighted. I was longing to see and talk to her j 
and only waiting till the doctor should give me leave. You, who live 
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in towns, can have no idea bow great an event the introduction of a 
new friend is, in such a solitude as surrounded us. 

The doaor did not arrive till nearly one o’clock; but I could no 
more have gone to my bed and slept, than I could have overtaken, on 
foot, the carriage in which the princess in black velvet had driven away. 

When the physician came down to the dra\ving-room, it was to 
report ver}' favourably upon his patient. She was now sitting up, her 
pulse quite regular, apparently perfectly well. She had^susiainedjio 
injury, and the little shock to her nerv’cs had passed away quite harm¬ 
lessly. There could be no harm certainly in my seeing her, if we both 
wished it; and, with this permission, I sent, forthwith, to know whether 
she would allow me to visit her for a few minutes in her room. 

The servant returned immediately to say that she desired nothing more. 

You may be sure I was not long in availing myself of this permission. 

Our visitor lay in one of the handsomest rooms in the schloss. It 
was, perhaps a little stately. There was a sombre piece of tapestry 
opposite the foot of the bed, representing Qeopatra with the asps to 
her bosom ; and other solemn classic scenes were displayed, a little 
faded, upon the other walls. But there was gold carving, and rich and 
varied colour enough in the other decorations of the room, to more 
than redeem the gloom of the old tapestry. 

There were candles at the bed side. She was sitting up ; her slender 
pretty figure enveloped in the soft silk dressing-gown, embroidered 
with flowers, and lined with thick quilted silk, which her mother had 
thrown over her feet as she lay upon the ground. 

What was it that, as I reached the bed side and had just begtm my 
little greeting, struck me dumb in a moment, and made me recoil a 
step or two from before her ? I will tell you. 

I saw the very face which had visited me in my childhood at night, 
which remained so fixed in my memory, and on which I had for so 
many years so often ruminated with horroi, when no one suspected of 
what I was thinking. 

It was pretty, even beautiful; and when I first beheld it, wore the 
same melancholy expression. 

But this ^almost instantly lighted into a strange fixed smile of 
recognition. 

There was a silence of fully a minute, and then at length she spoke ; 
I could not. 

“ How wonderful! ” she exclaimed. “ Twelve years ago, I saw 
your face in a dream, and it has haunted me ever since.” 

“ Wonderful indeed ! ” I repeated, overcoming with an effort the 
horror that had for a time suspended my utterances. ** Twelve years 
ago, in vision or reality, / cerounly saw you. 1 could not forget your 
face. It has remained before my eyes ever since.” 

Her smile had softened. Whatever 1 had fancied strange in it, was 
gone, and it and her dimpling cheeks were now delightfully pretty and 
intelligent. 



CARMILLA 


585 

I felt reassured, and continued more in the vein which hospitality 
indicated, to bid her welcome, and to tell her how much pleasure her 
accidental arrival had given us all, and especially what a happiness it 
was to me. 

I took her hand as I spoke. I was a little shy, as lonely people are, 
but the situation made me eloquent, and even bold. She pressed my 
hand, she laid hers upon it, and her eyes glowed, as, looking hastily 
into mine, she smiled again, and blushed. 

She answered my welcome very prettily. I sat down beside her, 
still wondering ; and she said : 

“ I must tell you my vision aKout you ; it is so very strange that you 
and I should have had, each of the other so vivid a dream, that each 
should have seen, I you and you me, looking as we do now, when of 
course we both were mere children. I was a child, about six years old, 
and I awoke from a confused and troubled dream, and found myself in 
a room, unlike my nursery, wainscoted clumsily in some dark wood, 
and with cupboards and bedsteads, and chairs, and benches placed 
about it. The beds were, I thought, all empt>’, and the room itself 
without any one but myself in it; and I, after looking about me for 
some time, and admiring especially an iron candlestick, with two 
branches, which I should certainly know again, crept under one of the 
beds to reach the window; but as I got from under the bed, I heard 
some one crying; and looking up, while I was still upon my knees, I 
saw you —most assuredly you—as I see you now ; a beautiful young 
lady, with golden hair and large blue eyes, and lips—your lips—you, 
as you are here. Your looks won me ; I climbed on the bed and pul 
my arms about you, and I think we both fell asleep. I was aroused 
by a scream ; you were sitting up screaming. I was frightened, and 
slipped down upon the ground, and, it seemed to me, lost conscious¬ 
ness for a moment; and when I came to myself, I was again in my 
nursery at home. Your face I have never forgotten since. I could 
not be misled by mere resemblance. You are the lady whom I 
then saw.” 

It was now my turn to relate my corresponding vision, which I did, 
to the undisguised wonder of my new acquaintance. 

“ I don’t know which should be most ^raid of the other,” she said, 
again smiling. “ If you were less pretty I think I should be very much 
afraid of you, but being as you are, and you and I both so young, I feel 
only that I have made your acquaintance twelve years ago, and have 
already a right to your intimacy; at all events, it does seem as if we 
were destined, from our earliest childhood, to be friends. I wonder 
whether you feel as strangely drawn towards me as I do to you j I have 
never had a friend—sh al l I find one now ? ” She sighed, and her 
fine dark eyes gazed passionately on me. 

Now the truth is, I felt rather unaccountably towards the beautiful 
stranger. I did feel, as she said, “ drawn towards her,” but there was 
also something of repulsion. In this ambiguous feeling, however, the 
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sense of attraction immensely prevailed. She interested and won me ; 
she was so beautiful and so indescribably engaging. 

I perceived now something of languor and exhaustion stealing over 

her, and hastened to bid her good-night. 

“ The doctor thinks,” I added, “ that you ought to have a maid to 
sit up with you to-night; one of ours is waiting, and you will find her 
a very useftil and quiet creature.” 

” How kind of you, but I could not sleep, I never could with an 
attendant in the room. 1 shan’t require any assistance—and, shall I 
confess my weakness, I am haunted with a terror of robbers. Our 
house was robbed once, and two servants murdered, so I always lock 
my door. It has become a habit—and you look so kind I know you 
will forgive me. I sec there is a key in the lock.” 

She held me close in her pretty arms for a moment and whispered 
in my car, “ Good-night, darling, it is very hard to part with you, but 
good-night; to-morrow, but not early, I shall sec you again.” 

She sank back on the pillow with a sigh, and her fine eyes followed 
me with a fond and melancholy gaze, and she murmured again “ Good¬ 
night, dear friend.” 

Young people like, and even love, on impulse. I was flattered by the 
evident, though as yet undeserved, fondness she showed me. I liked 
the confidence with which she at once received me. She was deter¬ 
mined that we should be very dear friends. 

Next day came and wc met again. I was delighted with my com¬ 
panion ; that is to say, in many respects. 

Her looks lost nothing in daylight—she was certainly the most 
beautiful creature I had ever seen, and the unpleasant remembrance of 
the face presented in my early dream, had lost the effect of the first 
unexpected recognition. 

She confessed that she had experienced a similar shock on seeing me, 
and precisely the same faint antipathy that had mingled with my ad¬ 
miration of her. Wc now laughed together over our momentary 
horrors. 


IV 

Her Habits—a Saunter 

I TOLD you that I was charmed with her in most particulars. 

There were some that did not please me so well. 

She was above the middle height of women. I shall begin by 
describing her. She was slender, and wonderfully graceful. Except 
that her movements were languid —very languid—indeed, there was 
nothing in her appearance to indicate an invalid. Her complexion was 
rich and brilliant; her features were small and beautifully formed; 
her eyes large, dark, and lustrous; her hair was quite wonderful, I 
never saw hair so magnificently thidt and long when it was down about 
her shoulders; I have often placed my hands under it> and laughed 
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with wonder at its weight. It was exquisitely fine and soft, and in 
colour a rich very dark brown, with something of gold. I loved to let 
it down, tumbling with its own weight, as, in her room, she lay back in 
her chair talking in her sweet low voice, I used to fold and braid it, 
and spread it out and play with it. Heavens ! If I had but known all ! 

I said there were particulars which did not please me. I have told 
you that her confidence won me the first night I saw her ; but I found 
that she exercised with respect to herself, her mother, her history, 
everything in fact connected with her life, plans, and people, an ever- 
wakcful reserve. I dare say I was unreasonable, perhaps I was wrong ; 
I dare say I ought to have respected the solemn injunction laid upon my 
father by the stately lady in black velvet. But curiosity is a restless and 
unscrupulous passion, and no one girl can endure, with patience, that 
her’s should be baffled by another. What harm could it do anyone to 
tell me what I so ardently desired to know ? Had she no trust in my 
good sense or honour ? Why w’ould she not believe me when I 
assured her, so solemnly, that I would not di\nilge one syllabic of what 
she told me to any mortal breathing. 

There was a coldness, it seemed to me, beyond her years, in her 
smiling melancholy persistent refusal to afford me the least ray of light. 

I cannot say we quarrelled upon this point, for she would not quarrel 
upon any. It was, of course, very unfair of me to press her, very ill- 
bred, but I really could not help it; and I might just as well have let 
it alone. 

What she did tell me amounted, in my unconscionable estimation— 
to nothing. 

It was all summed up in three very vague disclosures : 

First.—Her name was Carmilla. 

Second.—Her family was very ancient and noble. 

Third.—Her home lay in the direction of the west. 

She would not tell me the name of her family, nor their armorial 
bearings, nor the name of their estate, nor even that of the country 
they lived in. 

You are not to suppose that I worried her incessantly on these 
subjects. I watched opportunity, and rather insinuated than urged 
my inquiries. Once or twice, indeed, I did attack her more directly. 
But no matter what my tactics, utter failure was invariably the result. 
Reproaches and caresses were dl lost upon her. But I must add this, 
that her evasion was conducted with so pretty a melancholy and de¬ 
precation, witli so many, and even passionate declarations of her liking 
for me, and trust in my honour, and with so many promises that I 
should at last know all, that I could not find it in my heart long to be 
offended with her. 

She used to place her pretty arms about my neck, draw me to her, 
and laying her cheek to mine, murmur with her lips near my ear, 
” Dearest, your little heart is wounded ; think me not cruel because I 
obey the irresistible law of my strength and weakness ; if your dear 
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heart is wounded, my wild heart bleeds with yours. In the rapture of 
my enormous humiliation I live in your warm life, and you shall die- 
die, sweetly die—into mine. I cannot help it; as I draw near to you, 
you, in your turn, will draw’ near to others, and learn the rapture of 
that cruelty, which yet is love ; so, for a while, seek to know no more of 
me and mine, but trust me with all your loving spirit.” 

And when she had spoken such a rhapsody, she would press me more 
closely in her trembling embrace, and her lips in soft kisses gently 
glow upon my cheek. 

Her agitations and her language were unintelligible to me. 

From these foolish embraces, which were not of very frequent 
occurrence, I must allow', I used to wish to extricate myself j but my 
energies seemed to fail me. Her murmured words sounded like a 
lullaby in my car, and soothed my resistance into a trance, from which 
I only seemed to recover myself when she w’iihdrew her arms. 

In these mysterious moods I did not like her. I experienced a 
strange tumultuous excitement that was plcastirable, ever and anon, 
mingled with a vague sense of fear and disgust. I had no distinct 
thoughts about her while such scenes lasted, but I was conscious of a 
love growing into adoration, and also of abhorrence. This I know is 
paradox, but I can make no other attempt to explain the feeling. 

I now write, after an interval of more than ten years, with a trembling 
hand, with a confused and horrible recollection of certain occurrences 
and situations, in the ordeal through which I was unconsciously 
passing ; though w ith a vivid and very sharp remembrance of the main 
current of my story. But, I suspect, in all lives there arc cenain 
emotional scenes, those in which our passions have been most wildly 
and terribly roused, that are of all others the most vaguely and dimly 
remembered. 

Sometimes after an hour of apathy, my strange and beautiful com¬ 
panion would take my hand and hold it with a fond pressure, renewed 
again and again ; blushing softly, gazing in my face with languid and 
burning eyes, and breathing so fast that her dress rose and fell with the 
tumultuous respiration. It was like the ardour of a lover j it em¬ 
barrassed me ; it was hateful and yet overpowering ; and with gloating 
eyes she drew me to her, and her hot lips travelled along my ^eek in 
kisses ; and she would whisper, almost in sobs, “ You are mine, you 
shall be mine, and you and I arc one for ever.” Then she has throw 
herself back in her chair, with her small hands over her eyes, leaving 
me trembling. 

“ Are we related,” I used to ask ; “ what can you mean by all this ? 
I remind you perhaps of some one whom you love ; but you must not, 
I hate it; I don’t know you—I don’t know myself when you look so 
and talk so.” 

She used to sigh at my vehemence, then turn away and drop my 
hand. 

Respecting these very extraordinary manifestations I strove in vain 
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to form any satisfactory theory—I could not refer them to affectation 
or trick. It was unmistakably the momentary breaking out of suppressed 
instinct and emotion. Was she, notwithstanding her mother’s volun¬ 
teered denial, subject to brief visitations of insanity ; or was there here 
a disguise and a romance ? I had read in old story books of such 
things. What if a boyish lover had found his way into the house, and 
sought to prosecute his suit in masquerade, with the assistance of a 
clever old adventuress. But there were many things against this 
hypothesis, highly interesting as it was to my vanity. 

I could boast of no little attentions such as masculine gallantry 
delights to oflfer. Between these passionate moments there were long 
intervals of common-place, of gaiety, of brooding melancholy, during 
which, except that I detected her eyes so full of melancholy fire, 
following me, at times I might have been as nothing to her. Except 
in these brief periods of mysterious excitement her ways were girlish ; 
and there was always a languor about her, quite incompatible with a 
masculine system in a state of health. 

In some respects her habits were odd. Perhaps not so singular in 
the opinion of a tow’n lady like you, as they appeared to us rustic 
people. She used to come down very late, generally not till one 
o’clock, she would then take a cup of chocolate, but eat nothing ; we 
then went out for a walk, which was a mere saunter, and she seemed, 
almost immediately, exhausted, and either returned to the schloss or 
sat on one of the benches that were placed, here and there, among the 
trees. This was a bodily languor in which her mind did not sympathise. 
She was always an animated talker, and very intelligent. 

She sometimes alluded for a moment to her own home, or men¬ 
tioned an adventure or situation, or an early recollection, which indi¬ 
cated a people of strange manners, and described customs of which we 
knew nothing. 1 gathered from these chance bints that her native 
country was much more remote than I had at first fancied. 

As we sat thus one afternoon under the trees a funeral passed us by. 
It was that of a pretty young girl, whom I had often seen, the daughter 
of one of the rangers of the forest. The poor man was walking behind 
the coffin of his darling; she was his only child, and he looked quite 
heartbroken. Peasants walking two-and-two came behind, they were 
singing a funeral hymn. 

1 rose to mark my respect as they passed, and joined in the hymn 
they were very sweetly singing. 

My companion shook me a little roughly, and I turned surprised. 

She said brusquely, “ Don’t you perceive how discordant that is ? ” 

“ I think it very sweet, on the contrary,” I answered, vexed at the 
interraption, and very uncomfortable, lest the people who composed 
the little procession should observe and reseat what was passing. 

I resumed, therefore, instantly, and was again interrupted. “ You 
pierce my ears,” said Cannilla, dmost angrily, and stopping her ears 
with her tiny fingers. “ Besides, how can you tell that your religion and 
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mine are the same'; your forms wound me, and I hate funerals. What 
a fuss ! Why, \ou must ilic— everyone must die ; and all are happier 

when they do. Come home.” v u i t 

“ My father has gone on with the clergyman to the churchyard, i 

thought you knew she was to be buried to-day.’ ^ 

“ She ? I don’t trouble my head about peasants. I don't know who 
she is,” answered Carmilla, with a flash from her fine eyes. 

“ She is the poor girl who fancied she saw a ghost a fortnight ago, 
and has been dying ever since, tiU yesterday, when she expired.” 

” Tell me nothing about ghosts. I shan’t sleep to-night if you do. 

” I hope there is no plague or fever coming ; all this looks very like 
it,” 1 continued. “ The swineherd’s young wife died only a week ago, 
and she thought something seized her by the throat as she lay in her 
bed, and nearly strangled her. Papa says such horrible fanqes do 
accompany some forms of fever. She was quite well the day before. 
She sank afterwards, and died before a week.” 

“ Well, her funeral is over, I hope, and her hymn sung; and our 
cars shan’t be tortured with that discord and jargon. It has made me 
nervous. Sit down here, beside me ; sit close ; hold my hand ; press 
it hard—hard—harder.” 

Wc had moved a little back, and had come to another scat. 

She sat down. Her face underwent a change that alarmed and even 
terrified me for a moment. It darkened, and became horribly livid ; 
her teeth and hands were clenched, and she frowmed and compressed 
her lips, while she stared down upon the ground at her feet, and 
trembled all over with a continued shudder as irresprcssiblc as ague. 
All her energies seemed strained to suppress a fit, with which she was 
then breathlessly tugging; and at length a low convulsive cry of 
suffering broke from her, and gradually the hysteria subsided. TTicre. 
That comes of strangling people with hymns! ” she said at last. Hold 

me, hold me still. It is passing away.” 

And so gradually it did; and perhaps to dissipate the sombre 
impression which the spectacle had left upon me, she became unusually 
animated and chatty ; and so wc got home. 

This was the first time I had seen her exhibit any definable symptoms 
of that delicacy of health which her mother had spoken of. It was the 
first time, also, I had seen her exhibit anything like temper. 

Both passed away like a summer cloud ; and never but once after¬ 
wards did I witness on her part a momentary sign of anger. I will 
tell you how it happened. 

She and I were looking out of one of the long drawing-room windows, 
when there entered the court-yard, over the drawbridge, a figure of a 
wanderer whom I knew very well. He used to visit the schloss 
generally twice a year. 4 

It was the figure of a hunchback, with the sharp lean features that 
generally accompany deformity. He wore a pointed black beard, and 
he was smiling from ear to ear, showing his while fangs. He was 



CARMILLA 


591 


dressed in buff, black, ai»d scarlet, and crossed with more straps and 
belts than I could count, from which hung all mamier of things. 
Beiiind, he carried a magic-lantern, and wo boj:es, which I well knew, 
in one of which was a salamander, and in the other a mandrake. These 
monsters used to make my fatlier laugh. They w’ere compounded of 
parts of monkeys, parrots, squirrels, fish, and hedgehogs, dried and 
stitched together with great neatness and startling effect. He had a 
fiddle, a box of conjuring apparatus, a pair of foils and masks attached 
to his belt, several other mysterious cases dangling about him, and a 
black staff with copper ferrules in his hand. His companion was a 
rough spare dog, that followed at his heels, but stopped short, sus¬ 
piciously at the drawbridge, and in a little while began to howl dismally. 

In the meantime, the mountebank, standing in the midst of the court¬ 
yard, raised his grotesque hat, and made us a very ceremonious bow, 
paying his compliments very volubly in execrable French, and German 
not much better. Then, disengaging his fiddle, he began to scrape a 
lively air, to which he sang with a merr>' discord, dancing with ludicrous 
airs and aaivicy, that made me laugh, in spite of the dog’s howling. 

Then he advanced to the window with many smiles and salutations, 
and his hat in his left hand, his fiddle under his arm, and with a fluency 
that never took breath, he grabbed a long advertisement of all his 
accomplishments, and the resources of the various arts which he placed 
at our service, and the curiosities and entertainments wliich it was in 
his power, at our bidding to display. 

“ Will your ladyships be pleased to buy an amulet against the oupire, 
which is going like the wolf, I hear, through these woods,” he said, 
dropping his hat on the pavement. ” They are dying of it right and 
left, and here is a charm that never fails; only pinned to the pillow, 
and you may laugh in his face.” 

'I hese charms consisted of oblong slips of vellum, with cabalistic 
ciphers and diagrams upon them. 

Carmilla instantly purchased one, and so did I. 

He was looking up, and wc were smiling down upon liim, amused ; 
at least, I can answer for myself. His piercing black eye, as he looked 
up in our faces, seemed to detect something tliat fixed for a moment 
his curiosity. 

In an instant be unrolled a leatlicr case, full of all manner of odd 
little steel instruments. 

" See here, my lady,” he said, displaying it, and addressing me, “ I 
profess, among other things less useful, the art of dentistry. Plague 
take the dog ! ” he interpolated. “ Silence, beast! He howls so that 
your ladyships can scarcely hear a word. Your noble friend, the young 
lady at your right, fias the sharpest tooth—long, thin, pointed, like an 
awl, like a needle; ha, ba 1 With my sharp and long sight, as I look 
up, I have seen it distinctly ; now if it happens to hurt the young lady, 
I think it must, here am I, here arc my file, my punch, my nippers ; 
I will make it round and blunt, if her ladyship pleases ; no longer the 
20 
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tooth of a fish, but of a beautiful young laJy as she is. Hey ? Is 
young lady displeased ? Have I been too bold ? Have I offended 

^ The young lady, indeed, looked very angry as she drew back from 

the window. ^ 

“ How dares that mountebank insult us so ? Where is your father .•* 

I shall demand redress from him. My father would have had the 
wretch tied up to the pump, and flogged with a cart-whip, and burnt 
to the bones with the castle brand ! ’‘ 

She retired from the window a step or two, and sat down, and had 
hardly lost sight of the offender, when her wrath subsided as suddenly 
as it had risen, and she gradually recovered her usual tone, and seemed 
to forget the little hunchback and his follies. 

My father was out of spirits tliat evening. On coming in he told us 
that there had been another case very similar to the two fatal ones 
which had lately occurred. The sister of a young peasant on lus 
estate, only a mile away, was very ill, had been, as she described it, 
attacked very nearly in the same way, and was now slowly but steadily 
sinking. 

“ All this,” said my father, “ is strictly referable to natural causes. 
These poor people iiffect one another with their superstitions, and so 
repeat in imagination the images of terror that have infested their 
neighbours.” 

‘‘ But that very circumstance frightens one horribly,” said CarmiUa. 

” How so ? ” inquired my father. 

“ 1 am so afraid of fancying I see such things ; I think it would be 
as bad as reality.” 

” We are in God’s hands; nothing can happen without His per¬ 
mission, and all will end well for those who love Him. He is our 
faithful creator ; He has made us all, and will take care of us.” 

“ Creator ! Nature ! ” said the young lady in answer to my gentle 
father. “ And this disease that invades the country is natural. Nature. 
All things spring from Nature—don’t they ? All things in the heaven, 
in the earth, and under the earth, act and live as Nature ordains ? 
I think so.” 

“ The doctor said he would come here to-day,” said my father, after 
a silence. “ I want to know what he thinks about it, and what he thinks 
we had better do.” 

” Doctors never did me any good,” said Carmilla. 

“ Then you have been ill ? ” I asked. 

“ More ill than ever you were,” she answered. 

” Long ago ? ” 

” Yes, a long time. 1 suffered from this very illness; but I forget 
all but my pain and weakness, and they were not so bad as are suffered 
in other diseases.” 

“ You were very young then ? ” 

1 dare say i let us talk no more of it. You would not wound a 
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friend ? ” She looked languidly in my eyes, and passed her arm round 
my waist lovingly, and led me out of the room. My father was busy 
over some papers near the window. 

“ Why does your papa like to frighten us ? ” said the pretty girl, 
with a sigh and a little shudder. 

“ He doesn’t, dear Carmilla, it is the very furthest thing from his 
min d,” 

“ Are you afraid, dearest ? ” 

“ I should be very much if I fancied there was an y real danger of 
my being attacked as those poor people were.” 

“ You are afraid to die ? ” 

“ Yes, every one is.” 

“ But to die as lovers may—to die together, so that they may Uve 
together. Girls are caterpillars while they live in the world, to be 
final ly butterflies when the su mm er comes ; but in the meantime there 
are grubs and larvae, don’t you sec—each with their peculiar propensi¬ 
ties, necessities and structure. So says Monsieur Buffon, in his big 
book, in the next room.” 

Later in the day the doctor came, and was closeted with papa for 
some time. He was a skilful man, of sixty and upwards, he wore 
powder, and shaved his pale face as smooth as a pumpkin. He and 
papa emerged from the room together, and I heard papa laugh, and 
say as they came out: 

“ Well, 1 do wonder at a wise man like you. What do you say to 
hippogriffs and dragons ? ” 

The doctor was smiling, and made answer, shaking his head— 

“ Nevertheless, life and death are mysterious states, and we know 
little of the resources of either.” 

And so they walked on, and I heard no more. I did not then know 
what the doctor had been broaching, but I think I guess it now. 


A Wonderful Likeness 

This evening there arrived from Gratz the grave, dark-faced son of the 
picture-cleaner, with a horse and cart laden with two large packing- 
cases, having many pictures in each. It was a journey of ten leagues, 
and whenever a messenger arrived at the schloss from our little capital 
of Gratz, we used to crowd about him in the hall, to hear the news. 

This arrival created in our secluded quarters quite a sensation. The 
cases remained in the hall, and the messenger was taken charge of by 
the servants till he had eaten his supper. Then with assistants, and 
«med with hammer, ripping chisel, and turnscrew, he met us in the 
hall, where we had assembled to witness the unpacking of the cases. 

. Carmilla sat looking listlessly on, while one after the other the old 
pictures, nearly ail portraits, which had undergone the process of 
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renovation, were brou:;ht to Ught. My mother ” mSdm 

famUy, and most of these pictures, which were about to be restored to 

their places, had come to us through her. , . , . .. .u. arrt«r 

My father had a list in his hand, from which he rea^as *e 

rumLged out the corresponding numbers. I ^^5 a^d 

Pictures were very good, but they were, undoubtedly very old, and 

Sr^e of 'hem ve^ "curious also They had, ^st part A 

ment of being now seen by me, I may say, for the first time , tor tne 
smoke and dust of time had all but obliterated them. 

“ There is a picture that I have not seen yet, said my *®*®*^* 
one corner, at the top of it, is the name, as well as I could read, M®rcia 
Kamstein,’and the date ‘ 1698 ; ’ and I am curious to see how it has 

^''Trem^embercd it; it was a small picture, about a 

and nearly square, \vithout a frame ; but it was so blackened by age 

that I could not make it out. . 

The artist now produced it, with evident pride. It was ^tc 

beautiful ; it was startling; it seemed to hve. It was the effigy of 

^‘'-^miUa, dear, here is an absolute miracle. Here you are, hvmg, 

smilffig, ready to speak, in this picture.^^ Isn’t it beautiful, papa? 

And sec, even the little mole on her throat. »• 

Mv father laughed, and said “ Certainly it is a wonderful likeness, 

but he looked away, and to my surprise samed f 

artist, and discoursed with intcUigcnce about ffie 

works, which his ^rt had just brought^ 


** Certainly, acar, saiu ac, \ v' .5T . ■',> 

like. It must be prettier even than I thought it, it il is. 

The young lady did not acknowledge this pretty speech, “Ot 
seem to hear it. She was leaning back in her seat, her toe ey^ ^der 
their long lashes gazing on me in contemplation, and she smded m a 

^ Ato Sw you can read quite plainly the n^e that wi^n in ffie 
comer. It is not Marcia; it looks as if it was done m gold. The 
is J^calla, Countess Kamstein, and ffiis is a 

underneath A.D. 1698 . I am descended from the Karnsteins , that is. 

the lady, languidly, “ so am I, I tl^, a vcty long 

descent, very ancient. Arc there any Kamstems hvmg now ? 

“ None who bear the name, I believe. The faitoy were ruin«^> 
beUeve, in some dvU wap, long ago, but the nuns of the castle arc oniy 

she said, languidly. “ But SM ">>a^u^ 
moonUght! “ She glanced through the haU door, which stood a Utue 
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open. “ Suppose you take a little ramble round ihe court, and look 
down at the road and river.” 

“ It is so like the night you came to us,” I said. 

She sighed, smiling. 

She rose, and each with her arm about the other’s waist, we walked 
out upon the pavement. 

In silence, slowly we walked down to the draw-bridge, where the 
beautiful landscape opened before us. 

“ And so you were thinking of the night I came here ? ” she almost 
whispered. “ Are you glad I came ? ” 

“ Delighted, dear Carmilla,” I answered. 

“ And you ask for the picture you think like me, to hang in your 
room,” she murmured wi^ a sigh, as she drew her arm closer about 
my waist, and let her pretty head sink upon my shoulder. 

” How romantic you are, Carmilla,” I said. “ Whenever you tell 
me your story, it will be made up chiefly of some one great romance.” 

She kissed me silently. 

“ I am sure, Carmilla, you have been in love ; that there is, at this 
moment, an affair of the heart going on.” 

“ I have been in love with no one, and never shall,” she whispered, 
“ unless it should be with you.” 

How beautiful she looked in the moonhght! 

Shy and strange was the look with which she quickly hid her face in 
my neck and hair, with tumultuous sighs, that seemed almost to sob, 
and pressed in mine a hand that trembled. 

Her soft cheek was glowing against mine. “ Darling, darling,” she 
murmured, “ I live in you ; and you would die for me, I love you so.” 

1 started from her. 

She was gazing on me with eyes from which all Are, all meaning had 
flown, and a face colourless and apathetic. 

** Is there a chill in the air, dear ? ” she said drowsily. ” I almost 
shiver; have I been dreaming ? Let us come in. Come, come ; 
come in.” 

“ You look ill, Carmilla ; a little faint. You certainly must take 
some wine,” 1 said. 

“ Yes, I will. I’m better now. I shall be quite well in a few 
minutes. Yes, do give me a little wine,” answered Carmilla, as wc 
approached the door. “ Let ixs look again for a moment; it is the last 
time, perhaps, I shall see the moonlight with you.” 

“ How do you feel now, dear Ca rmilla ? Arc you really better ? ” 
1 asked. 

I was b^inning to take alarm, lest she should have been stricken 
with the strange epidemic that they said had invaded the country 
about us. 

“ Papa would be grieved beyond measure,” I added, “ if he thought 
you were ever so little ill, without immediately letting us know. We have 
a very skilful doctor near this, the physidan who was with papa to-day.” 
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“ I’m sure he is. I know how kind you all arc ; but, dear cluld, I 
am quite well again. There is nothing ever wrong with ® 

little weakness. People say I am languid ; I am in^pable of exertion , 
I can scarcely walk as far as a child of three years old ; and every now 
and then the little strength I have falters, and I become as you have 
just seen me. But after aU I am very easily set up agam ; m a moment 
I am perfectly myself. See how I have recovered.” 

So, indeed, she had ; and she and I talked a great deal, and very 
animated she was ; and the remainder of that evening passed without 
any recurrence of what I called her infatuations. I mean her crazy 
talk and looks, which embarrassed, and even frightened me. 

But tliere occurred that night an event which gave my thoughts quite 
a new turn, and seemed to startle even Carmilla’s languid nature into 

momentary energy. 


VI 

A Very Strange Agony 

When we got into the drawing-room, and had sat down to our coffee 
and chocolate, although CarmUla did not take any, she seemed quite 
herself again and Madame, and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, Ipmed 
us, and made a little card party, in the course of which papa came m for 

what he called his “ dish of tea.” 

When the game was over he sat down beside CarmiUa on tne sora, 
and asked her, a little anxiously, whether she had heard from her mother 

since her arrival. 

She answered ” No.” ,j u 

He then asked her whether she knew where a letter would reach 

her at present. . .... , t. u 

” I cannot tell,” she answered, ambiguously, but I have been 

thinking of leaving you ; you have been already too hospitable and too 
kind to me. I have given you an infimty of trouble, and I should 
wish to take a carriage to-morrow, and post in pursuit of her know 
where I shaU ultimately find her, although I dare not teU you. 

“ But you must not dream of any such thing, exclaimed my father, 
to my great reUef. ” We can’t afford to lose you so, and I won t con¬ 
sent to your leaving us, except under the c^e of yoi^ V ^ 

so good as to consent to your remaining with us till she should herseU 
return. I should be quite happy if I knew that you heard “Om her; 
but this evening the accounts of the progress of the mysterious disease 
that has invaded our neighbourhood, grow even more alarnmig; and 
my beautiful guest, I do feel the responsibility, unaided by ad^ce 
from your mother, vciy' much. But 1 shall do my best ; and one t hi n g 
is certain, that you must not think of leaving us without her dis^ct 
direction to that effect. We should suffer too much in parting from 

you to consent to it easily,” • „ u 

” Thank you, sir, a thousand times for your hospitality, she 
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answered, smiling bashfully. “ You have all been too kind to me ; I 
have seldom been so happy in ail my life before, as in your beautiful 
chateau, under your care, and in the society of your dear daughter.” 

So he gallantly, in his old-fashioned way, kissed her hand, smiling, 
and pleased at her little speech. 

I accompanied Carmilla as usual to her room, and sat and chatted 
with her while she was preparing for bed. 

“ Do you think,” I said, at length, “ that you will ever confide fully 
in me ? ” 

She turned round smiling, but made no answer, only continued to 
smile on me. 

“ You won’t answer that ? ” I said. ” You can’t answer pleasantly ; 
I ought not to have asked you.” 

“ You were quite right to ask me that, or anything. You do not 
know how dear you arc to me, or you could not think any confidence 
too great to look for. But I am under vows, no nun half so awfully, 
and I dare not tell my story yet, even to you. The time is very near 
when you shall know everjohing. You will think me cruel, very selfish, 
but love is always selfish ; the more ardent the more selfish. How 
jealous I am you cannot know. You must come with me, loving me, 
to death ; or else hate me, and still come with me, and hating me tiuough 
deatli and after. There is no such word as indifference in my apathetic 
nature.” 

‘‘ Now, Carmilla, you are going to talk your wild nonsense again,” I 
said hastily. 

“ Not I, silly little fool as I am, and full of w him s and fancies ; for 
your sake I’ll talk like a sage. Were you ever at a ball ? ” 

“ No ; how you do nm on. What is it like ? How charming it 
must be.” 

“ I almost forget, it is years ago.” 

I laughed. 

‘‘ You are not so old. Your first ball can hardly be forgotten yet.” 

“ I remember everything about it—with an effort. I see it all, as 
divers see what is going on above them, through a medium, dense, 
rippling, but transparent. There occurred that night what has con¬ 
fused the picture, and made its colours faint. 1 was all but assassinated 
in my bed, wounded /lere,” she touched her breast, “ and never was the 
same since.” 

‘‘ Were you near dying ? ” 

“ Yes, very—a cruel love—strange love, that would have taken my 
life. Love will have its sacrifices. No sacrifice without blood. Let 
us go to sleep now; I fed so lazy. How can I get up just now and 
lock my door ? ” 

She was lying with her tiny bands buried in her rich wavy hair, 
under her cheek, her little head upon the pillow, and her glittering eyes 
followed me wherever 1 moved, with a kind of shy smile that I coaid 
not decipher. 
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I bid her good-night, and crept from the room with an uncomfortable 

'sensation. , 

I often wondered whether our pretty guest ever said her prayers. 1 

certainly had never seen her upon her l^ees. In the mommg she never 
came down until long after our family prayers were over, and at night 
she never left the drawing-room to attend our brief evening prayers in 

the hall. . , 

If it had not been that it had casually come out in one of our ^rcless 

talks that she had been baptised, I should have doubted her hemg a 
Christian. Religion was a subject on which I had never heard her 
speak a word. If I had known the world better, this particular neglect 
or antipathy would not have so much surprised me. 

The precautions of nervous people are infectious, and persons of a 
like temperament are pretty sure, s^er a time, to imitate them. I had 
adopted Carmilla’s habit of locking her bed-room door, having taken 
into my head all her whimsical alarms about midmght invaders, and 
prowling assassins. I had also adopted her precaution of making a 
brief search through her room, to satisfy herself that no lurking assassin 
or robber was “ ensconced.” 

These wise measures taken, 1 got into my bed and fell asleep. A 
light was burning in my room. This was an old habit, of vety early 
date, and which nothing could have tempted me to dispense ivith. 

Thus fortified I mi^t take my rest in peace. But dreams come 
through stone walls, light up dark rooms, or darken light ones, and 
their persons make their exits and their entrances as they please, and 
laugh at locksmiths. 

I had a dream that night that was the beginning of a very strange 


agony* 

I cannot call it a nightmare, for I was quite conscious of being asleep. 
But I was equally conscious of being in my room, and lying in bed, 
precisely as I actually was. I saw, or fancied I saw, the room and its 
furniture just as I had seen it last, except that it was very dark, and I 
saw something moving round the foot of the bed, which at first I could 
not accurately distinguish. But I soon saw that it was a sooty-black 
animal that resembled a monstrous cat. It appeared to me about four 
or five feet long, for it measured fully the length of the hearth-rug as 
it passed over it; and it continued to-ing and fro-ing with the hthe 
sinister restlessness of a beast in a cage. I could not cry out, although 
as you may suppose, I was terrified. Its pace was growmg faster, 
and the room rapidly darker and darker, and at length so dark ^t I 
could no longer see anything of it but its eyes. I felt it spring lightly 
on the bed. The two broad eyes approached my face, and suddenly 
I felt a stinging pain as if two large needles darted, an inch or two 
apart, deep into my breast. 1 waked with a screa m . The room was 
lighted by the candle that burnt there all through the night, wd I mw 
a fcxn&lc figure standing at the foot of the bed, a little at the right side. 
It was in a dark loose dress, and its hair was down and covered 4ts 
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shoulders. A block of stone could not have been more still. There 
was not the slightest stir of respiration. As I stared at it, the figure 
appeared to have changed its place, and was now nearer the door ; 
then, close to it, the door opened, and it passed out. 

I was now relieved, and able to breathe and move. My first thought 
was that Carmilla had been playing me a trick, and that I had forgotten 
to secure my door. I hastened to it, and found it locked as usual on 
the inside. I was afraid to open it—I was horrified. I sprang into 
my bed and covered my head up in the bed-clothes, and lay there 
more dead than alive till morning. 


vii 

Descending 

It would be vain my attempting to tell you the horror with which, even 
now, I recall the occurrence of that night. It was no such transitory 
terror as a dream leaves behind it. It seemed to deepen by time, and 
communicated itself to the room and the very furniture that had en¬ 
compassed the apparition. 

I could not bear next day to be alone for a moment. I should have 
told papa, but for two opposite reasons. At one time I thought he 
would laugh at my story, and I could not bear its being treated as a 
jest; and at another, I thought he might fancy that I had been attacked 
by the mysterious complaint which had invaded our neighbourhood. 
I had myself no misgivings of the kind, and as he had been rather an 
invalid for some time, I was afraid of alarming him. 

1 was comfortable enough with my good-natured companions, 
Madame Perrodon, and the vivacious AlademoiscUe Lafontaine. They 
both perceived that I was out of spirits and nervous, and at length I 
told them what lay so heavy at my heart. 

Mademoiselle laughed, but I fancied that Madame Perrodon looked 
anxious. 

“ By-ihe-by,” said Mademoiselle, laughing, “ the long lime tree 
walk, behind Carmilla’s bedroom window, is haunted I ’* 

“ Nonsense 1 ” exclaimed Madame, who probably thought the theme 
rather inopportune, “ and who tells that story, my dear ? ” 

** Martin says that he came up twice, when the old yard-gate was 
being repaired before sunrise, and twice saw the same female figure 
walking down the lime tree avenue.” 

“ So he well might, as long as there are cows to milk in the river 

fields,” said Madame. 

** I daresay; but Martin chooses to be frightened, and never did I 
see fool more frightened.” 

“ You must not say a word about it to Carmilla, because she can sec 
down that walk from her room window,” I interposed, ” and she is, if 
possible, a greater coward than I.” 

Carmilla came down rather later than usual that day. 
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“ I was so frightened last night,” she said, so 1?°^ 
together, “ and I am sure I should have seen something dr^dful if it 

had not been for that charm I bought from the poor 
whom I called such hard names. I had a 

coming round my bed, and I awoke m a perfect horror, and I r^y 
thought, for some seconds, I saw a dark hgure n^r the 
but I felt under my pillow for my charm, and the moment 
touched it, the figure disappeared, and I felt quite certain, only that I 
had it by me. that something frightful would have made its app^rance, 
and, perhaps, throttled me, as it did those poor people we h^rd of. 

“ Well, listen to me,” I began, and recounted my adventure, at the 

recital of which she appeared horrified. . , ^ . 

“ And had you the charm near you ? ” she asked earnesUy. . - 

“ No, I had dropped it into a china vase in the drawmg-room, but I 
shall certainly take it w’iih me to-night, as you have so much fai J m it. 

At this distance of time I cannot tell you, or even understand, how 1 
overcame my horror so effectually as to he alone m my room that mghi. 

I remember distinctly that I pinned the charm to my p^ow. I fell 
asleep almost immediately, and slept even more soundly than usual all 

""Next night I passed as wcU. My sleep was delightf^y deep and 
dreamless. But I wakened with a sense of lassitude and melancholy, 
which, however, did not exceed a degree that was almost . 

” Well, 1 told you so,” said Carmilla, when I described my quiet 
sleep, ” I had such delightful sleep myself last mght; I pmned the 
charm to the breast of my nightdress. It was too far away the night 
before. I am quite sure it was aU fancy, except the ^eams. I used to 
think that evil spirits made dreams, but our doctor told me it is no su^ 
thing. Only a fever passing by, or some other malady, as they otten 
do, he said, knocks at the door, and not being able to get in, passes on, 

with that alarm.” . ^ „ • j r 

” And what do you think the charm is ? said 1. 

“ It has been fumigated or immersed in some drug, and is an anndote 

against the malaria,” she answered. 

“ Then it acts only on the body ? ” i- • u. j 

” Certainly ; you don’t suppose that evil spirits ^e fng^ened by 

bits of ribbon, or the perfumes of a druggist s shop ? No, these 
complaints, wandering in the air, begin by trying the ne^es, and so 
infect the brain; but before they can seiM upon you, the anndote 
repels them. That I am suic is what charm has done tor us. it 

is nothing magical, it is simply natural.” 

I should have been happier if I could quite have a^eed with Carmilla, 
but 1 did my best, and the impression was a little losmg its 
For some nights 1 slept profoundly; but stiU 
same lassitude, and a languor weighed upon me ^ day. J[ 
a changed girl. A strange melancholy was stealing over me, a melan 
choly that 1 would not have interrupted. Dim thoughts of death began 
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to Open, and an idea that I was slowly sinking took gentle, and, some¬ 
how, not unwelcome possession of me. If it was sad, the tone of mind 
which this induced was also sweet. Whatever it might be, my soul 
acquiesced in it. 

I would not admit that I was ill, I would not consent to tell my 
papa, or to have the doctor sent for. 

CarmilJa became more devoted to me than ever, and her strange 
paroxysms of languid adoration more frequent. She used to gloat 
on me with increasing ardour the more my strength and spirits waned. 
This always shocked me like a momentary glare of insanity. 

Without knowing it, I was now in a pretty advanced stage of the 
strangest illness under which mortal ever suflfered. There was an 
unaccountable fascination in its earlier symptoms that more than 
reconciled me to the incapacitating effect of that stage of the malady. 
This fascination increased for a time, until it reached a certain point, when 
gradually a sense of the horrible mingled itself with it, deepening as you 
shall hear, until it discoloured and perverted the whole state of my life. 

The first change I experienced was rather agreeable. It was very 
near the turning point from which began the descent of Avernus. 

Certain vague and strange sensations visited me in ray sleep. The 
prev ailin g one was of that pleasant, peculiar cold thrill which we feel 
in bathing, when we move against the current of a river. This was soon 
accompanied by dreams that seemed iniermmable, and were so vague 
that I could never recollect their scenery and persons, or any one con¬ 
nected portion of their action. But they left an awful impression, and 
a sense of exhaustion, as if I had passed through a long period of great 
mental exertion and danger. After ail these dreams there remained on 
waking a remembrance of having been in a place very nearly dark, 
and of having spoken to people whom 1 could not see; and 
especially of one clear voice, of a female’s, very deep, that spoke 
as if at a distance, slowly, and producing always the same sensa¬ 
tion of indescribable solemnity and fear. Sometimes there came a 
sensation as if a hand was drawn softly along my cheek and neck. 
Sometimes it was as if warm lips kissed me, and longer and more 
lovin^y as they reached my throat, but there the caress fixed itself. 
My heart beat faster, my breathing rose and fell rapidly and full drawn; 
a sobbing, that rose into a sense of strangulation, supervened, and turned 
into a dreadful convulsion, in which my senses left me, and 1 became 
unconscious. 

It was now three weeks since the commeocemeot of this unaccount¬ 
able state. My sufferings had, during the last week, told upon my 
appearance. I bad grown pale, my eyes were dilated and darkened 
underneath, and the languor which I had long felt began to display 
itself in my countenance. 

My father asked me often whether I was ill; but, with an obstinacy 
which now seems to me unaccoimtable, I persisted in assuring him that 
1 was quite well. 
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In a sense this was true. I had no pain, I could complain of no 

bodily derangement. My complaint seemed to be 

tion, or the nerves, and. horrible as my suffermgs were. I kept them, 

wth a morbid reserve, very nearly to mysclt. call the 

It could not be that terrible complaint which the peasants cau me 
oupire for I had now been suffering for three w^ks, and they were 
seldom ill for much more than three days, when death put an end to 

ramplained of dreams and feverish sensations, but by no 
means of so alarming a kind as mine. I say that m.ne were ex remcly 

alarming. Had I been capable of ®y 

would have invoked aid and advice on my knees. The narcouc of ^ 

Isufpcrted influence was acting upon me, and my perceptions were 

’’Tam’^going to tcU you now of a dream that led immediately to an 

°‘*One*ni’ght7instcad of the voice I was accustomed to heat m the dwl^ 

I heard one. sweet and tender, and at the same 0 ™= ter„ble, whmh 
said “ Your mother warns you to beware of the ^sassm. At me 
same time a light unexpectedly sprang up, and I saw^imlla, 
near the foot of my bed, in her white nightdress, bathed, from her chin 

to her feet, in one great stain of blood. 

I wakened with a shriek, possessed with the one idea mat CaraaiUa 

was being murdered. I remember springmg from my bed, and my 
next recollection is mat of standing on me lobby, crymg for help. 

Madame and Mademoiselle came scurrymg out of mcir rooms m 
alam ; a lamp burned always on me lobby, and scemg me, mey soon 

iMmed tlic cdusc of mv terror. ^ . 

I insisted on our knocking at Carmilla’s door. Our *^0^6 
unanswered. It soon became a pounding and an uproar. We 

chrieked her name, but all was vain. ___ . . l i 

^Wc aU grew frightened, for me door was locked. We hurried back, 

in panic, to my room. There wc rang me bell long and 
Sy famer’s room had been at mat side of me house, we would have 
Sled to up at once to our aid. But, alas I he was quite out of 
hearing, and to reach to involved an excursion for which we none of 

”*Ser^S^^however, soon came running up the stairs; I bad got 
mv dressing-gown and slippers meanwhile, and my compamons were 
Sredy stoU^^fumishech'^ Recognizing the voices "f 
me lobby, we sallied out togemcr ; and havi^ renewed, as 
our summons at Carmilla’s door, I ordered me men to forix 
They did so, and we stood, holding our bghts aloft, m the doorway, 

and so stared into me room. 

Wc called her by name; but there was still no reply. We looked 
round me room. Everyming was undisturbed. It was «acUy m the 
state in which I left it on bidding her good mght. But Canmlla was gone. 
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VIII 

Search 

At sight of the roonij perfectly undisturbed except for our violent 
entrance, we began to cool a little, and soon recovered our senses 
sufficiently to dismiss the men. It had struck Mademoiselle that 
possibly Carmilla had been wakened by the uproar at her door, and in 
her first panic had jumped from her bed, and hid herself in a press, or 
behind a curtain, from which she could not, of course, emerge until the 
majordomo and his myrmidons had withdrawn. We now recom¬ 
menced our search, and began to call her by name again. 

It was all to no purpKJse. Our perplexity and agitation increased. 
We examined the windows, but they were secured. I implored of 
Carmilla, if she had concealed herself, to play this cruel trick no longer 
—to come out, and to end our anxieties. It was all useless. I was by 
this time convinced that she was not in the room, nor in the dressing- 
room, the door of which was still locked on this side. She could not 
have passed it. I was utterly puzzled. Had Carmilla discovered one 
of those secret passages which the old housekeeper said were known to 
exist in the schloss, although the tradition of their exact situation had 
been lost. A little time would, no doubt, explain all—utterly per¬ 
plexed as, for the present, we were. 

It was past four o’clock, and I preferred passing the remaining hours 
of darkness in Madarae’s room. Daylight brought no solution of the 
difficulty. 

The whole household, with my father at its head, was in a state of 
agitation next morning. Every part of the chateau was searched. 
The grounds were explored. Not a trace of the missing lady could be 
discovered. The stream was about to be dragged ; my father was in 
distraction; what a tale to have to tell the poor girl’s mother on her 
return. I, too, was alm ost beside myself, though my grief was quite 
of a different kind. 

The mor nin g was p^asscd in alarm and excitement. It was now one 
o^clock, and still no tidings. I ran up to Carmilla’s room, and found 
her standing at her dressing-table. I was astounded. I could not 
believe my eyes. She beckoned me to her with her pretty finger, in 
silence. Her face expressed extreme fear. 

I ran to her in an ecstasy of joy j I kissed and embraced her agam 
and again. I ran to the bell and rang it vehemently, to bring others to 
the spot, who might at once relieve my father’s anxiety. 

“ Dear Carmilla, what has become of you all this time ? We have 
been in agonies of anxiety about you,” 1 exclaimed. Where have 
you been ? How did you come back 7 ” 

** Last night has been a night of wonders,” she said. 

** For mercy’s sake, explain all you can.” 

“ It was past two last night,” she said, ” when I went to sleep as 
usual in my bed, with my doors locked, that of the dressing-room, and 
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that opening upon the gallery. My sleep was uninterrupted, and, so 
far as I know, dreamless ; but I awoke just now on the sofa in the 
dressing-room there, and I found the door between the rooms open, 
and the other door forced. How could all this have happened w’lthout 
my being wakened ? It must have been accompanied with a 
deal of noise, and I am particularly easily wakened; and how could I 
have been carried out of my bed without ray sleep having been inter¬ 
rupted, I w hom the slightest stir startles ? ” 

By this time, Madame, Mademoiselle, my father, and a number 01 
the servants were in the room. Carmilla was, of course, overwhelmed 
with inquiries, congratulations, and welcomes. She had but one story 
to tell, and seemed the least able of all the party to suggest any way of 
accounting for what had happened. 

My father took a turn up and down the room, t hink i n g. I saw 
Carmilla’s eye follow him for a moment with a sly, dark glance. 

^’hen my father had sent the servants away, Mademoiselle havmg 
gone in search of a little bottle of valerian and sal-volatile, and there 
being no one now in the room with Carmilla except my father, Madame, 
and myself, be came to her thoughtfully, took her hand very kindly, 
led her to the sofa, and sat down beside her. 

“ Will you forgive me, my dear, if I risk a conjecture, and ask a 

question ? ” , , 

“ Who can have a better right ? ” she said. “ Ask what you please, 
and I w ill tell you everything. But my story is simply one of bewilder¬ 
ment and darkness. I know absolutely nothing, ^t any question 
you please. But you know, of course, the limitations ma mm a has 
placed me under.” 

“ Perfectly, my dear child. I need not approach the topics on which 
she desires our silence. Now, the marvel of last night consists in your 
having been removed from your bed and your room without being 
wakened, and this removal having occurred apparently while 
windows wxrc still sccurcd> and the two doors locked upon the inside. 

I will icU you my theory, and first ask you a question.” 

Carmilla was leaning on her hand dejectedly j Madame and I were 

listening breathlessly. 

“ Now, my question is this. Have you ever been suspected of 

walking in your sleep ? ” 

“ Never since I was very young indeed.” 

” But you did walk in your sleep when you were yoxmg ? ’ 

“ Yes ; I know I did. I have been told so often by my old nurse. 
My father smiled and nodded. 

” Well, what has happened is this. You got up in your sleep, un¬ 
locked the door, not leaving the key, as usual, in the lock, but taking U 
out and locking it on the outside; you again took the key out, and earned 
it away with you to some one of the five-and-twenty rooms on this 
floor, or perhaps upstairs or downstairs. There are so many rooms 
and closets, so much heavy ftirniture, and such accumulations of 
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lumber, that it would require a week to search this old house thoroughly. 
Do you see, now, what I mean ? ” 

“ I do, but not all,” she answered. 

“ And how, papa, do you account for her finding herself on the sofa 
in the dressing-room, which we had searched so carefully ? ” 

“ She came there after you had searched it, still in her sleep, and at 
last awoke spontaneously, and was as much surprised to find herself 
where she was as any one else. I wish all mysteries were as easily and 
innocently explained as yours, Carmilla,” he said, laughing. “ And 
so we may congratulate ourselves on the certainty that the most natural 
explanation of the occurrence is one that involves no drugging, no 
tampering with locks, no burglars, or poisoners, or witches—nothing 
that need alarm Carmilla, or any one else, for our safety.” 

Carmilla was looking charmingly. Nothing could be more beautiful 
than her tints. Her beauty was, I think, enhanced by that graceful 
languor that was peculiar to her. I think my father svas silently con¬ 
trasting her looks with mine, for he said :— 

“ I wish my poor Laura was looking more like herself,” and he 
sighed. 

So our alarms were happily ended, and Carmilla restored to her 
friends. 


IX 

The Doctor 

As Carmilla would not hear of an attendant sleeping in her room, my 
father arranged chat a servant should sleep outside her door, so that 
she could not attempt to make another such e.xcursioa without being 
arrested at her own door. 

That night passed quietly; and next morning early, the doctor, 
whom my father had sent for without telling me a word about it, 
arrived to see me. 

Madame accompanied me to the library ; and there the grave little 
doctor, with white hair and spectacles, whom 1 mentioned before, was 
waiting to receive me. 

I told him my story, and as I proceeded he grew graver and graver. 

Wc were standing, he and I, in the recess of one of the wmdows, 
facing one another. When my sutemenc was over, he leaned with his 
shoulders against the wall, and with his eyes fixed on me earnestly, 
with an interest in which was a dash of horror. 

After a minute’s reflection, he asked Madame if he could see my 
father. 

He was sent for accordingly, and as he entered, smiling, he said: 

** 1 dare say, doctor, you are going to tell me that 1 am an old fool 
for having brought you here; 1 hope I am.” 

But his smile faded into shadow as the doctor, with a very grave 
face, beckoned hinn to him. 
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He and the doctor talked for some time in the same recess where I 
had just conferred witli the physician. It seemed an earnest and 
argumentative conversation. The room is very large, and I and 
Madame stood together, burning with curiosity, at the further end. 
Not a word could we hear, however, for they spoke in a very low tone, 
and the deep recess of the window quite concealed the doctor from 
view, and very nearly my father, whose foot, arm, and shoulder only 
could we see; and the voices were, I suppose, all the less audible for 
the sort of closet which the thick wall and window formed. 

After a time my father’s face looked into the room; it was pale, 
thoughtful, and, I fancied, agitated. 

“ Laura, dear, come here for a moment. Madame, we shan’t 
trouble you, the doctor says, at present.” 

Accordingly I approached, for the first time a little alarmed; for, 
although I felt very weak, I did not feel ill ; and strength, one always 
fancies, is a thing ^at may be picked up when we please. 

My father held out his hand to me as I drew near, but he was loolung 
at the doctor, and he said : 

” It certainly is very odd ; I don’t understand it quite. Laura, 
come here, dear; now attend to Doctor Spielsbcrg, and recollca 
yourself.” 

” You mentioned a sensation like that of two needles piercing the 
skin, somewhere about your neck, on the night when you experienced 
your first horrible dream. Is there still any soreness ? ” 

” None at all,” I answered. 

“ Can you indicate with your finger about the point at which you 
think this occurred ? ” 

“ Very little below my throat—Acre,” I answered. 

I wore a morning dress, wiiich covered the place I pointed to. 

“ Now you can satisfy yourself,” said the doctor. “ You won’t 
mind your papa’s lowering your dress a very little. It is necessary, to 
detect a symptom of the complaint under which you have been 
suffering.” 

I acquiesced. It was only an inch or two below the edge of my 
collar. 

“ God bless me !—so it is,” exclaimed my father, growing pale. 

” You see it now with your own eyes,” said the doaor, with a 
gloomy triumph. 

“ What is it ? ” I exclaimed, beginning to be frightened. 

“ Nothing, my dear young lady, but a small blue spot, about ^ 
size of the tip of your little finger; and now,” he continued, turning 
to papa, “ the question is what is best to be done ? ” 

“ Is there any danger ? ” 1 urged, in great trepidation. 

“ I trust not, my dear,” answered the doctor. I don’t see why 
you should not recover. I don’t see why you should not begm 
immediately to get better. That is the point at which the sense ot 
strangulation begins ? ” 
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“ Yes,” I answered. 

“ And—recollect as well as you can—the same point was a kmd of 
centre of that thrill which you described just now, like the current of a 
cold stream ruruiing against you ? ” 

“ It may have been ; I think it was.” 

” Ay, you see? ” he added, turning to my father. ** Shall I say a 
word to Madame ? ” 

“ Certainly,” said my father. 

He called Madame to him, and said : 

“ I find my young friend here far from well. It won’t be of any 
great consequence, I hope ; but it will be necessary that some stops be 
taken, which I will explain by-and-by ; but in the meantime, Madame, 
you will be so good as not to let Miss Laura be alone for one 
moment. That is tlie only direction I need give for the present. It is 
indispensable.” 

“ We may rely upon your kindness, Maddine, I know,” added ray 
father. 

Madame satisfied him eagerly. 

“ And you, dear Laura, I know you will observe tlie doctor’s 
direction.” 

‘‘ I shall have to ask your opinion upon another patient, whose 
symptoms slightly resemble those of my daughter, that have just been 
detailed to you—very much milder in degree, but i believe quite of the 
same sort. She is a young lady—our guest; but as you say you will 
be passing this way again this evening, you can’t do better than take 
your supper here, and you can then see her. She does not come down 
till the aiteruoon.” 

“ I thank you,” said the doctor. I shall be with you, tlien, at 
about seven this evening.” 

And then tliey repeated their directions to me and to Madame, and 
with this parting charge my father left us, and walked out with the 
doctor; and 1 saw them pacing together up and down between the 
road and the moat, on the grassy platform in front of the casde, evi” 
dently absorbed in earnest conversation. 

The doctor did not return. 1 saw him mount his horse there, take 
his leave, and ride away eastward through the forest. Nearly at tlie 
same time 1 saw the man arrive from Dranfeld with tlie letters, and 
dismount and hand tlie bag to my father. 

In the meantime, Madame and I were both busy, lost in conjecture 
as to the reasons of the singular and earnest direction which the doctor 
and my father had concurred in imposing. Madame, as she attcr^ 
wards told me, was afraid the doctor apprehended a sudden seizure, 
and that, without prompt assistance, I might either lose my life in a 
fit, or at least he seriously hurt. 

This interpretation did not strike me; and 1 fancied, perhaps luckily 
for ipy nerves, that the arrangement was prescribed simply to secure 
a companion, who would prevent my tak in g too much exersfise, or 
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eating unripe frmt, or doing any of the fifty foolish things to which 
young people are supposed to be prone. 

About half-an-hour after my father came in—he had a letter in his 
hand—and said : 

“ This letter had been delayed ; it is from General Spielsdorf. He 
might have been here yesterday, he may not come till to-morrow, or 
he may be here to-day.” 

He put the open letter into my hand ; but be did not look pleased, 
as he used when a guest, especially one so much loved as the General, 
was coming. On the contrary, he looked as if he wished him at the 
bottom of the Red Sea. There was plainly something on his mind 
which he did not choose to divulge. 

‘‘ Papa, darling, will you tell me this ? ” said I, suddenly laying my 
hand on his arm, and looking, 1 am sure, imploringly in his face. 

“ Perhaps,” he answered, smoothing my hair caressingly over my 
eyes. 

“ Docs the doctor think me very ill ? ” 

“ No, dear; he thinks, if right steps are taken, you will be quite 
well again, at least on the high road to a complete recovery, in a day 
or two,” he answered, a htde drily. “ 1 wish our good friend, the 
General, had chosen any other time; that is, 1 wish you had been 
perfectly well to receive him.” 

“ But do tell me, papa,” I insisted, “ tofiat does he think is the 
matter with me ? ” 

“ Nothing ; you must not plague me with questions,” he answered, 
with more irritation than I ever remember him to have displayed before; 
and seeing that 1 looked wounded, 1 suppose, he kissed me, and added, 
” You sh^ know all about it in a day or two that is, all that I know. 
In the meantime, you are not to trouble your bead about it.” 

He turned and left the room, but came back before 1 bad done 
wondering and puzzling over the oddity of all this; it w'as merely to 
say that he was going to Karnstein, and had ordered the carriage to 
be ready at twelve, and that 1 and Madame should accompany him ; 
he was going to see the priest who lived near those picturesque grounds 
upon business, and as Carmilla had never seen them, she could follow, 
when she cam e down, with Mademoiselle, who would bring materials 
for what you call a pic-nic, which might be laid for us in the ruined 
castle. 

At twelve o’clock, accordingly, I was ready, and not long after, my 
father, Madame and 1 set out upon our projected drive. Passing the 
drawbridge we turn to the right, and follow the road over the steep 
Gothic bridge, westward, to reach the deserted village and ruined 
castle of Karnstein. 

No sylvan drive can be fancied prettier. The ground breaks into 
gentle hills and hollows, all clothed with beautiful wood, totally 
destitute of the comparative fcrmality which artificial planting and 
early culture and pruning impart. 
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The irregularities of the ground often lead the road out of its course, 
and cause it to wind beautifully round the sides of broken hollows and 
the steeper sides of the hills, among varieties of ground almost in¬ 
exhaustible. 

Turning one of these points, we suddenly encountered our old 
fhend, the General, riding towards us, attended by a mounted sen ant. 
His portmanteaus were following in a hired waggon, such as we term 
a cart. 

The General dismounted as we pulled up, and, after the usual 
greetings, was easily persuaded to accept the vacant scat in the carriage, 
and send his horse on with his servant to the schloss. 


X 

Bereaved 

It was about ten months since we had last seen him j but that time had 
sufficed to make an alteration of years in his appearance. He had 
grown thinner; something of gloom and anxiety had taken the place 
of that cordial serenity which used to characterise his features. His 
dark blue eyes, always penetrating, now gleamed with a sterner light 
from under his shaggy grey eyebrows. It was not such a change as 
grief alone usually induces, and angrier passions seemed to have had 
their share in bringing it about. 

We had not long resumed our drive, when the General began to 
talk, with his usual soldierly directness, of the bereavement, as he 
termed it, which he had sustained in the death of his beloved niece and 
ward; and he then broke out in a tone of intense bitterness and fury, 
inveighing against the “ hellish arts ” to which she had fallen a victim, 
and expressing, with more exasperation than piety, his wonder that 
Heaven should tolerate so monstrous an indulgence of the lusts and 
malignity of hell. 

My father, who saw at once that something very extraordinary had 
bef^en, asked him, if not too painful to hun, to retail the circumstances 
which he thought justified the strong terms in which he expressed 
himself. 

I should tcU you all with pleasiuc,” said the General, “ but you 
would not believe me.” 

“ Why should I not ? ” he asked. 

Because,” he answered testily, “ you believe in nothing but what 
consists with your own prejudices and illusions. I remember when 1 

like you, but I have learned better.” 

” Try me,” said my father; 1 am not such a dogmatist as you 

suppose. Besides which, I very well know that you generally require 
proof for what you believe, and am, therefore, very strongly pre¬ 
disposed to respect your conclusions.” 

You are ri^t in supposing that I have not been led lightly into a 
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belief in the marvellous—for what I have experienced is ma^ello^— 
and I have been forced by extraordinary evidence to credit that which 
ran counter, diametrically, to all my theories. I have been made the 

dupe of a preternatural conspiracy.” 

Notwithstanding his professions of confidence m the Graer^ s 
penetration, I saw my father, at this f»int, glance at the General, with, 
as I thought, a marked suspicion of his sanity. 

The General did not see it, luckily. He was looking gloomily ^d 
curiously into the glades and vistas of the woods that were opemng 

before us. . ^, u v • • 

You are going to the Ruins of Ksmstcin ? he said, it is 

a lucky coincidence ; do you know I was going to ask you to bring me 

there to inspect them. I have a special object in exploring. There 

is a ruined chapel, ain’t there, with a great many tombs of that extinct 

family ? ” 

” So there are—highly interesting,” said my father. ‘ I hope you 
are thinking of claiming the title and estates ? ” 

My father said this gaily, but the General did not recollect the laugh, 
or even the smile, which courtesy exacts for a friend s joke j on the 
contrary, he looked grave and even fierce, ruminating on a matter that 
stirred his anger and horror. 

“ Something very different,” he said, gruffly. ” I mean to unearth 
some of those fine people. I hope, by God’s blessing, to accomplish a 
pious sacrilege here, which will relieve our earth of certain monsters, 
and enable honest people to sleep in their beds without being assailed 
by murderers. 1 have strange things to tell you, my dear friend, such 
as I myself would have scouted as incredible a few months since.” 

My father looked at him again, but this time not with a glance of 
suspicion—with an eje, rather, of keen intelligence and alarm. 

“ The house of Karnstcin,” he said, " has been long extinct: a 
hundred years at least. My dear wife was maternally descended from 
the Karnstcins. But the name and title have long ceased to exist. The 
castle is a ruin ; the very village is deserted ; it is Mty years since the 
smoke of a chimney was seen there ; not a roof left.” 

** Quite true. I have heard a great deal about iliat since I last saw 
you j a great deal that will astonish you. But I had better relate 
everything in the order in which it occurred,” said the General. ” You 
saw my dear ward—my child, I may call her. No creature could have 
been more beautiful, and only three months ago none more blooming. 

“ Yes, poor thing ! when I saw her last she certainly was quite 
lovelysaid my father. “ I was grieved and shocked more than I can 
tell you, my dear friend ; I knew what a blow it was lo you. 

He took the General’s hand, and they exchanged a kind pressure. 
Tears gathered in the old soldier’s eyes. He did not seek to conceal 
them. He said: 

“ We have been very old friends ; I knew you would feel tot me, 
childless as I am. She had become an object of very dear interest to 
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me, and repaid my care by an affection that cheered my home and made 
my life happy. That is all gone. The years that remain to me on 
earth may not be very long ; but by God’s mercy I hope to accomplish 
a service to m ankin d before I die, and to subserve the vengeance of 
Heaven upon the fiends who have murdered my poor child in the 
spring of her hopes and beauty ! ” 

“ You said, just now, that you intended relating everything as it 
occurred,” said my father. “ Pray do ; I assure you that it is not 
mere curiosity that prompts me.” 

By this lime we had reached the point at which the Dninstah road, 
by which the General had come, diverges from the road which we were 
travelling to Karnstein. 

“ How far is it to the ruins ? ” inquired the General, looking anxiously 
forw'ard. 

“ About half a league,” answered my father, “ Pray let us hear the 
story you were so good as to promise.” 


XI 

The Story 

“ With all my heart,” said the General, with an effort; and after a 
short pause in which to arrange his subject, he commenced one of the 
strangest narratives I ever heard. 

” My dear child was looking forward with great pleasure to the visit 
you had been so good as to arrange for her to your charming daughtw.” 
Here he made me a g allan t but melancholy bow. ** In the meantime 
we had an invitation to my old friend the Count Carlsfeld, whose 
schloss is about six leagues to the other side of Karnstein. It was to 
attend the series of fetes which, you remember, were given by him in 
honour of his illustrious visitor, the Grand Duke Charles.*’ 

“ Yes; and very splendid, I believe, they were,” said my father. 

“ Princely ! But then his hospitalities are quite regal. He has 
Aladdin’s lamp. The night from which my sorrow dates was devoted 
to a magnificent masquerade. The grounds were thrown open, the 
trees hung with coloured lamps. There was such a display of fire¬ 
works as Paris itself had never witnessed. And such music—music, 
you know, is my weakness—such ravishing music ! The finest instru¬ 
mental band, perhaps, in the world, and the finest singers who could 
be collected from all the great operas in Europe. As you wandered 
through these fantastically ill umina ted grounds, the moon-lighted 
cb&teau throwing a rosy light from its long rows of windows, you would 
suddenly bear these ravishing voices stealing from the silence of some 
£^ove, or rising from boats upon the lake. I felt myself, as I looked and 
Ustened, carri^ back into the romance and poetry of rny ^ly youth. 

“ When the fireworks were ended, and the ball begmning, we re¬ 
turned to the noble suite of rooms that were thrown open to the dancers. 



612 


CARMILLA 


A masked ball, you know, is a beautiful sight; but so brilliant a 
spectacle of the land I never saw before. 

" It was a very aristocratic assembly. I w’as myself almost the 
only ‘ nobody ’ present. 

“ My dear child was looking quite beautiful. She wore no mask. 
Her c.xcitcment and delight added an unspeakable charm to her 
features, always lovely. I remarked a young lady, dressed magnifi¬ 
cently, but wearing a mask, who appeared to me to be observing my 
ward with extraordinary interest. I had seen her, earlier in the even¬ 
ing, in the great hall, and again, for a few minutes, walking near us, on 
the terrace under the castle windows, similarly employed. A lady, 
also masked, richly and gravely dressed, and with a stately air, like a 
person of rank, accompanied her as a chaperon. Had the young lady 
not worn a mask, I could, of course, have been much more certain 
upon the question whether she w'as really w’atching my poor darling. 

I am now well assured that she was. 

“ Wc were now in one of the salons. My poor dear child had been 
dancing, and was resting a little in one of the chairs near tiie door; I 
was standing near. The two ladies I have mentioned had approached, 
and the younger took the chair next my ward ; while her companion 
stood beside me, and for a little time addressed herself, in a low tone, 
to her charge. 

“ Availing herself of the privilege of her mask, she turned to me, and 
in the tone of an old friend, and calling me by my name, opened a 
conversation with me, which piqued my curiosity a good de^. She 
referred to many scenes where she had met me—at Court, and at 
distinguished houses. She alluded to little incidents which I had long 
ceased to think of, but which, 1 found, had only lain in abeyance in 
my memory, for they instantly started into life at her touch. 

“ I became more and more curious to ascertain who she was, every 
moment. She parried my attempts to discover very adroitly and 
pleasantly. The knowiedge she showed of many passages in my life 
seemed to me all but unaccountable; and she appeared to take a not 
unnatural pleasure in foiling my curiosity, and in seeing me flounder 
in my eager perplexity, from one conjecture to another. 

“ In the meantime the young lady, whom her mother called by the 
odd name of Millarca, when she once or twice addressed her, had, with 
the same ease and grace, got into conversation with my ward. 

“ She introduced herself by saying that her mother was a very old 
acquaintance of mioe. She spoke of the agreeable audacity which a 
mask rendered practicable ; she talked like a friend ; she a dmir ed her 
dress, and insinuated very prettily her admiration of her beauty. She 
amused her with laughing criticisms upon the people who crowded 
the ballroom, and laughed at my poor child’s fun. Sne was very witty 
and lively when she pleased, and after a time they had grown very good 
friends, and the young stranger lowered her mask, displaying a remark¬ 
ably beautiful face. 1 had never seen it before, neither bad my dear 
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child. But though it was new to us, the features were so engaging, as 
well as lovely, that it was impossible not to feel the attraction power¬ 
fully. My poor girl did so. I never saw anyone more taken with 
another at first sight, unless, indeed, it was the stranger herself, who 
seemed quite to have lost her heart to her. 

“ In the meantime, availing myself of the licence of a masquerade, 
I put not a few questions to the elder lady. 

“ You have puzzled me unerly,’ I said, laughing. ‘ Is that not 
enough ? won’t you, now, consent to stand on equal terms, and do me 
the kindness to remove your mask ? ’ 

Can any request be more unreasonable ? ’ she replied. ‘ Ask a 
lady to yield an advantage ! Beside, how do you know you should 
recogmze me ? Years make changes.’ 

“ ‘ As you see,’ I said, with a bow, and, I suppose, a rather melan¬ 
choly little laugh. 

“ ‘ As philosophers tell us,* she said ; ‘ and how do you know that a 
sight of my face would help you ? ’ 

“ ‘ I should take chance for that,’ I ans\yercd. ‘ It is vain trying to 
make yourself out an old woman ; your figure betrays you.’ 

“ ‘ Years, nevertheless, have passed since I saw you, rather since you 
saw me, for that is what I am considering. MiUarca, there, is my 
daughter; I cannot then be young, even in the opinion of people 
whom time has taught to be indulgent, and I may not like to be com¬ 
pared with what you remember me. You have no mask to remove. 
You can offer me nothing in exchange.’ 

“ ‘ My petition is to your pity, to remove it.’ 

‘‘ ‘ And mine to yours, to let it stay where it is,’ she replied. 

“ ‘ Well, then, at least you will tell me whether you are French or 
Gennan j you speak both languages so perfeedy.* 

‘ 1 don’t think I shall tell you that, General; you intend a surprise, 
and are meditating the particular point of attack.’ 

‘“At all events, you won’t deny this,’ I said, ‘ that being honoured 
by your permission to converse, 1 ought to know how to address you. 
Shall I say Madame la Comtesse ? ’ 

She laughed, and she would, no doubt, have met me with another 

evasion if, indeed, I can treat any occurrence in an interview every 

arcumstance of which was pre-arranged, as 1 now believe, with the 

profoundest cu nnin g, as liable to be modified by accident 

As to t^t,’ she began; but she was interrupted, almost as she 

opened her lips, by a genUeman, dressed in black, who looked particu- 

l^ly elegant and distinguished, with this drawback, that his face was 

the most deaiBy pale 1 ever saw, except in death. He was in no 

m^querade—in the plain evening dress of a gentleman ; and he said 

wimout a smile, but with a courtly and unusually low bow :— 

_^ a ♦ . permit me to say a very few words 

which may mterest her ? ’ 

The lady turned quickly to him, and touched her lip in token of 
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silence; she then said to me, ‘ Keep my place for me, General; I 
shall return when I have said a few words.’ 

“ And with this injunction, playfully given, she walked a little aside 
with the gentleman in black, and talked for some minutes, apparently 
very earnestly. They then walked away slowly together in the crowd, 
and I lost them for some minutes. 

“ I spent the interval in cudgelling my brains for conjecture as to the 
identity of the lady who seemed to remember me so kindly, and I was 
thinking of turning about and joining in the conversation between my 
pretty ward and the Cotmtess’s daughter, and trying whether, by the 
time she returned, I might not have a surprise in store for her, by 
having her name, title, chateau, and estates at my fingers’ ends. But 
at this moment she returned, accompanied by the pale man in black, 
who said: 

“ ‘ I shall return and inform Madame la Comtesse when her carriage 
is at the door.’ 

“ He withdrew with a bow.” 


XII 

A Petition 

” ‘ Then we are to lose Madame la Comtesse, but I hope only for a 
few hours,’ I said, with a low bow. 

” ‘ It may be that only, or it may be a few weeks. It was very 
unlucky his speaking to me just now as he did. Do you now know 
me ? ” 

” I assured her I did not. 

” ‘ You shall know me,’ she said, ‘ but not at present. We arc older 
and better friends than, perhaps, you suspect. I cannot yet declare 
myself. I shall in three weeks pass your beautiful schloss about which 
I have been making enquiries. I shall then look in up^n you for an 
hour or two, and renew a friendship which I never think of without 
a thousand pleasant recollections. This moment a piece of news has 
reached me like a thunderbolt. 1 must set out now, and travel by a 
devious route, nearly a hundred miles, with all the dispatch 1 can 
possibly make. My perplexities multiply. 1 am only deterred by the 
compulsory reserve I practise as to my name from making a very 
singular request of you. My poor child has not quite recovered her 
strength. Her horse fell with her, at a hunt which she had ridden out 
to witness, her nerves have not yet recovered the shock, and our 
physician says that she must on no account exert herself for some time 
to come. We came here, in consequence, by very easy stages—hardly 
six leagues a day. 1 must now travel day and night, on a mission of 
life and death—a mission the critical and momentous nature of which 
I shall be able to explain to you when we meet, as I hope we shall, in a 
few weeks, without the necessity of any concealment.’ 
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“ She went on to make her petition, and it was in the tone of a person 
from whom such a request amounted to conferring, rather than seeking 
a favour. This was only in manner, and, as it seemed, quite uncon¬ 
sciously. Than the terms in which it was expressed, notlimg could be 
more deprecatory. It was simply that I would consent to take charge 
of her daughter during her absence. 

“ This was, ^ things considered, a strange, not to say, an audacious 
request. She in some sort disarmed me, by stating and admittmg 
everything that could be urged against it, and throwing herself entirely 
upon my chival^. At the same moment, by a fatality that seems to 
have predetermined all that happened, my poor child came to my side, 
and, in an undertone, besought me to invite her new friend, Millarca. 
to pay us a visit. She had just been sounding her, and thought, if her 
mamma would allow her, she would like it extremely. 

“ At another time I should have told her to wait a little, until, at 
least, we knew who they were. But I had not a moment to think in. 
The two ladies assailed me together, and I must confess the refined 
and beautiful face of the young lady, about which there was something 
extremely engaging, as well as the elegance and fire of high birth, 
detenmned me ; and quite overpowered, I submitted, and undertook 
too easily, the care of the young lady, whom her mother called Millarca. 

“ The Countess beckoned to her daughter, who listened with grave 
attention while she told her, in general terms, how suddenly and 
peremptorily she had been summoned, and also of the arrangement 
she had made for her under my care, adding that I was one of her 
earliest and most valued friends. 


I made, of course, such speeches as the case seemed to call for, and 
foimd myself, on reflection, in a position which I did not half like. 

in black returned^ and very ceremoniously con¬ 
ducted the lady from the room. 

“ The demeanour of this gentleman was such as to impress me with 
the conviction that the Countess was a lady of very much more im- 
poi^ce than her modest title alone might have led me to assume. 

Her last charge to me was that no attempt was to be made to learn 
more about her than I might have already guessed, until her return. 

host, whose ^est she was, knew her reasons. 

But here,’ she said, ‘ neither I nor my daughter could safely 
remam for more than a day. I removed my mask imprudently for a 
moment, about an hour ago, and, too late, I fancied you saw me. So 
1 resoiv^ to seek an opportunity of talking a little to you. Had I 
tound that you had seen me, I should have thrown myself on your 

“5 “y secret for some weeks. As it is, I am 

M^faed tmt you did not see me; but if you now suspect^ or, on re- 
n^on, shotild suspect, who I am, I commit myself, in like manner, 
^cly to your honour. My daughter will observe the same secrecy, 

to time, remind her, lest she 

should thoughtlessly disclose it.* 
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“ Slie whispered a few words to her daughter, kissed her hurriedly 
twice, and went away, accompanied by the pale gentleman in black, 
and disappeared in the crowd. 

“ ‘ In the next room,’ said Millarca, ‘ there is a window that looks 
upon the hall door. I should like to see the last of mamma, and to 

kiss my hand to her.’ . 

“ We assented, of course, and accompanied her to the wmdow. We 
looked out, and saw a handsome old-fashioned carriage, with a troop 
of couriers and footmen. We saw the slim figure of the pale gentleman 
in black, as he held a thick velvet cloak, and placed it about her 
shoulders and threw the hood over her head. She nodded to him, 
and just touched his hand with hers. He bowed low repeatedly as the 
door closed, and the carriage began to move. • 

“ ‘ She is gone,’ said Millarca, with a sigh. 

" ‘ She is gone,’ I repeated to myself, for the first time^in the 
hurried moments that had elapsed since my consent—reflecting upon 
the folly of my act. 

“ ‘ She did not look up,’ said the young lady, plaintively. 

“ ‘ The Countess had taken oft' her mask, perhaps, and did not care 
to show her face,’ I said ; ‘ and she could not know that you were in 
the window.’ 

“ She sighed and looked in my face. She was so beautiful that I 
relented. I was sorry I had for a moment repented of my hospitality, 
and I determined to make her amends for the unavowed churlishness 
of my reception. 

“ The young lady, replacing her mask, joined my ward m persuadmg 
me to return to the grounds, where the concert was soon to be re¬ 
newed. We did so, and walked up and down the terrace that lies 
under the castle windows. Millarca became very intimate with us, 
and amused us with lively descriptions and stories of most of the great 
people whom we saw upon the terrace. I liked her more and more 
every minute. Her gossip, without being ill-natured, was extremely 
diverting to me, who had been so long out of the great world. I 
thought what life she would give to our sometimes lonely evenings at 

home. 

** This ball was not over until the morning sun had almost reached 
the horizon. It pleased the Grand Duke to dance till then, so loyal 
people could not go away, or think of bed. 

“ We had just got through a crowded saloon, when my ward asked 
me what had become of Millarca. 1 thought she had been by her 
side, and she fancied she was by mine. The fact was, we had lost hw. 

“ All my eflorts to find her were vain. I feared that she had mis¬ 
taken, in the confusion of a momentary separation from us, other 
people for her new friends, and had, possibly, pursued and lost them 
in the extensive groimds which were thrown open to us. 

“ Now, in its full force, I recognized a new folly in my having under¬ 
taken the charge of a young lady without so much as knowing her 
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name ; and fettered as I was by promises, of the reasons for imposing 
which I knew nothing, I could not even point my inquiries by saying 
that the missing young lady was the daughter of the Countess who had 
taken her departure a few hours before. 

“ Morning broke. It was clear daylight before I gave up my search. 
It was not till near two o’clock next day that we heard anything of mv 
missing charge. 

“ At about that time a servant knocked at my niece’s door, to say 
that he had been earnestly requested by a young lady, who appeared 
to be in great distress, to make out where she could hnd the General 
Baron Spielsdorf and the young lady, his daughter, in whose charge 
she had been left by her mother. 

^ “ There could be no doubt, notwithstanding the slight inaccuracy, 
that our young friend had turned up; and so she had. Would to 
Heaven we had lost her ! 

“ She told my poor child a story to account for her having failed to 
recover us for so long. Very late, she said, she had got into the 
housekeeper’s bedroom in despair of finding us, and had then fallen 
mto a deep sleep which, long as it was, had hardly sufficed to recruit 
her strength after the fatigues of the ball. 

“ That day MiUarca came home with us. I was only too happy, 
after all, to have secured so charming a companion for my dear girl. 


XIII 

The Wood-man 

“ There soon, however, appeared some drawbacks. In the first place, 
M^arca complained of extreme languor—the weakness that remained 
aner her late illness—and she never emerged from her room cUl the 
afternoon was pretty far advanced. In the next place, it was accident¬ 
ally discovered, although she always locked her door on the inside, and 
never disturbed the key from its place, till she admitted the maid to 
^sist at her toilet, that she was undoubtedly sometimes absent from 
her room in the very e^ly morning, and at various times later in the 
day, before she wished it to be understood that she was stirring. She 
was reputedly seen from the windows of the schloss, in the first faint 
grey of ffie morning, walking through the trees, in an easterly direction, 
and lool^ like a person in a trance. This convinced me that she 
w^ed m her sleep. But this hypothesis did not solve the puzzle. 
How did she pass out from her room, leaving the door lock«i on 

me inside. How did she escape from the house without unbanina 
door or window ? ® 

In the midst of my perplexities, an anxiety of a far more urgent 
kmci presented itself. 

My dear child began to lose her looks and health, and that in a 
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manner so mysterious, and even horrible, that I became thoroughly 
frightened. 

“ She was at first visited by appalling dreams ; then, as she fancied, 
by a spectre, sometimes resembling Millarca, sometimes in the shape 
of a beast, indistinctly seen, walking round the foot of her bed, from 
side to side. Lastly came sensations. One, not unpleasant, but very 
peculiar, she said, resembled the flow of an icy stream against her 
breast. At a later time, she felt something like a pair of large needles 
pierce her, a little below the throat, with a very sharp pain. A few 
nights after, followed a gradual and convulsive sense of strangulation ; 
then came unconsciousness.” 

I could hear distinctly every word the kind old General was saying, 
because by this time we were driving upon the short grass that spread^ 
on either side of the road as you approach the roofless village which 
had not shown the smoke of a chimney for more than half a century. 

You may guess how strangely I felt as I heard my own symptoms so 
exactly described in those which had been experienced by the poor 
girl who, but for the catastrophe which followed, would have been at 
that moment a visitor at my father’s chateau. You may suppose, also, 
how I felt as I heard him detail habits and mysterious peculiarities 
which were, in fact, those of our beautiful guest, Carmilla 1 

A vista opened in the forest; we were on a sudden under the 
chimneys and gables of the ruined village, and the towers and battle¬ 
ments of the dismanded casdc, round which gigantic trees are grouped, 
overhung us from a slight eminence. 

In a frightened dream I got down from the carriage, and in silence, 
for wc had each abundant matter for thinking ; wc soon mounted the 
ascent, and were among the spacious chambers, winding stairs, and 
dark corridors of the castle. 

And this was once the palatial residence of the Kamsteins ! *’ said 
the old General at length, as from a great window he looked out across 
the village, and saw the wide, undulating expanse of forest. ** It was 
a bad family, and here its blood-stained annals were written,” he 
continued. ** It is hard that they should, after death, continue to 
plague the human race with their atrocious lusts. That is the chapel 
of the Kamsteins, down there.” 

He pointed down to the grey walls of the Gothic building, partly 
visible through the foliage, a little way down the steep. ** And 1 hear 
the axe of a woodman,” he added, “ busy among the trees that surround 
it; he possibly may give us the information of which I am in search, 
and point out the grave of Mircalla, Countess of Kamstein. These 
rustics preserve the local traditions of great families, whose stories die 
out among the rich and titled so soon as the families themselves become 
extinct.” 

We have a portrait, at home, of Mircalla, the Countess Kamstein; 
should you like to see it ? ” asked my father. 

Time enough, dear friend,” replied the General. 1 believe that 



CARAULLA 


619 


I have seen the original; and one motive wliich has led me to you 
earlier than I at first intended, was to explore the chapel v/hich we are 
now approaching.” 

“ What! see tlie Countess Mircalla,” exclaimed my father ; ” why, 
she has been dead more than a century ! ” 

‘‘ Not so dead as you fancy, I am told,” answered the General. 

” I confess, General, you puzzle me utterly,” replied my father, 
looking at him, I fancied, for a moment with a return of the suspicion 
I detected before. But although there was anger and detestation, at 
times, in the old General’s manner, there was nothing flighty. 

“ There remains to me,” he said, as we passed under the heavy arch 
of the Gothic church—for its dimensions would have justified its being 
0 SO styled—” but one object which can interest me during the few years 
that remain to me on earth, and tliat is to wreak on her tlie vengeance 
which, I thank God, may still be accomplished by a mortal arm!*’ 

” What vengeance can you mean ? ” asked my fjthcr, in increasing 
amazement. 

” I mean, to decapitate the monster,” he answered, with a fierce 
flush, and a stamp that echoed mournfully through the hollow ruin, 
and his clenched hand was at the same moment raised, as if it grasped 
the handle of an axe, while he shook it ferociously in the air. 

” What! ” exclaimed my father, more than ever bewildered. 

” To strike her head off.” 

” Cut her head off? ** 

“ Aye, with a hatctiet, with a spade, or with anything that can cleave 
through her murderous throat. You shall hear,” he answered, tremb¬ 
ling with rage. And hurrying forward he said : 

” That beam will answer for a seat; your dear child is fatigued ; 

let her be seated, and I will, in a few sentences, close my dreadful 
story.” 

The squared block of wood, which lay on the grass-grown pavement 
of the chapel, formed a bench on which I w'as very glad to seat myself, 
and in the meantime the General called to the woodman, who had been 
removing some boughs which leaned upon the old walls; and, axe in 
band, the hardy old fellow stood before us. 

He could not tell us anything of these monuments ; but there was 
an old man, he said, a ranger of this forest, at present sojourning in the 
house of the priest, about two miles away, who could point out every 
monument of the old Karnstein family ; and, for a trifle, he undertook 
to bring him back with him, if we would lend him one of our horses, 
in little more than half-an-hour. 

“ Have you been long employed about this forest ? ” asked my father 
oftheoldman. 

“I have been a woodman here,” he answered in his patoisy ” under 
the forester, ^ my days ; so has my father before me, and so on, as 
many generations as I can count up. I could show you the very house 
m the village here, in which my ancestors lived.” 
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“ How came the village to be deserted ? ” asked the General. 

“It was troubled by revenanis, sir; several were tracked to their 
«^raves, there detected by the usual tests, and extinguished in the 
usual way, by decapitation, by the stake, and by burning; but not 
until many of the villagers were killed. 

“ But after all these proceedings according to law,” he continued— 

“ so many graves opened, and so many vampires deprived of their 
horrible animation—the village was not relieved. But a Moravian 
nobleman, who happened to be travelling this way, heard how matters 
were, and being skilled—as many people are in his country—in such 
afl'airs, he offered to deliver the village from its tormentor. He did so 
thus : There being a bright moon that night, he ascended, shortly after 
sunset, the tower of the chapel here, from whence he could distinctly^ 
see the churchyard beneath him ; you can see it from that window.^ 
From this point he watched until he saw the vampire come out of his 
grave, and place near it the linen clothes in which he had been folded, 
and glide away towards the village to plague its inhabitants. 

“ 'i he stranger, having seen all this, came down from the steeple, 
took the linen wrappings of the vampire, and carried them up to the 
top of the tower, which he again mounted. When the vampire returned 
from his prowUugs and missed his clothes, he cried furiously to the 
Moravian, whom he saw at the summit of the tower, and who, in reply, 
beckoned him to ascend and take them. Whereupon the vampire, 
accepting his invitation, began to climb the steeple, and so soon as he 
had reached the battlements, the Moravian, with a stroke of his sword, 
clove his skull in twain, hurling him down to the churchyard, whither, 
descending by the winding stairs, the stranger followed and cut his 
head off, and next day delivered it and the body to the villagers, who 
duly impaled and burnt them. 

“ This Moravian nobleman had authority from the then head of the 
family to remove the tomb of Mircalia, Countess Karnstein, which he 
did effectually, so that in a little while its site was quite forgotten.” 

“ Can you point out where it stood ? ” asked the Generd, eagerly. 

The forester shook his head and smiled. 

“ Not a soul living could tell you that now,” he said j “ besides, 
they say her body was removed ; but no one is sure of that either.” 

Having thus spoken, as time pressed, he dropped his axe and de¬ 
parted, leaving us to hear the remainder of the General's strange story. 

XIV 

The Mbbting 

“ My beloved child,” he resumed, “ was now growing rapidly worse. 
The physician who attended her bad failed to produce the slightest 
impression upon her disease, for such 1 then supposed it to be. He 
saw my alarm, and suggested a consultation. I called in an abler 
physician, from Gratz. Several days elapsed before he arrived. He 
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was a good and pious, as well as a learned man. Having seen my 
poor ward together, they withdrew to my library to confer and discuss. 
I, from the adjoining room, where I waited their summons, heard these 
two gentlemen’s voices raised in something sharper than a strictly 
philosophical discussion. I knocked at the door and entered. I 
found the old physician from Gratz maintaining his theory. His 
rival was combating it with undisguised ridicule, accompanied with 
bursts of laughter. This unseemly manifestation subsided and the 
altercation ended on my entrance. 

Sir,’ said my first physician, ‘ my learned brother seems to think 
that you want a conjuror, and not a doctor.’ 

Pardon me,’ said the old physician from Gratz, looking displeased, 
I shall slate my own view of the case in my o wn way anociier time. I 
grieve. Monsieur le General, that by my skill and science I can be of 
no use. Before I go I shall do myself the honour to suggest something 
to you.’ 

He deemed thoughtful, and sat down at a table, and began to write. 
Profoundly disappointed, 1 made my bow, and as I turned to go, the 
other doctor pointed over his shoulder to his companion who was 
writing, and then, with a shrug, significantly touched his forehead. 

“ This consultation, then, left me precisely where I was. I wallted 
out into the grounds, all but distracted. The doctor from Gratz, in 
ten or fifteen minutes, overtook me. He apologised for having followed 
me, but said that he could not conscientiously take his leave without a 
few words more. He told me that he could not be mistaken; no 
natural disease exhibited the same symptoms ; and that death was 
already very near. There remained, however, a day, or possibly two, 
of life. If the fatal seizure were at once arrested, with great care and 
skill her strength might possibly return. But all hung now upon the 
confines of the irrevocable. One more assault might extinguish the 
last spark of vitality which is, every moment, ready to die. 

*< what is the nature of the seizure you speak of ? * I entreated. 
I have stated all fully in this note, which 1 place in your hands, 
upon the distinct condition that you send for the nearest clergyman, 
and open my letter in his presence, and on no account read it till be is 
^ would despise it else, and it is a matter of life and death, 
bnould the priest fail you, then, indeed, you may read it.’ 

He asked me, before taking his leave finally, whether I would wish 

^ nian curiously learned upon the very subject, which, after I 

had read his letter, would probably interest me above all others, and he 

urged me earnestly to invite him to visit him there; and so took his 
leave. 

The ccclesiasuc was absent, and I read the letter by myself. At 

pother time, or in another case, it might have excited my ridicule. 

But mto what quackeries will not people rush for a last chance, where 

all accustomed means have failed, and the life of a beloved object is at 
stake ? ^ ‘ 
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“ Nothing, you will say, could be more absurd than the learned man’s 
letter. It was monstrous enough to have consigned him to a madhouse. 
He said that the patient was suffering from the visits of a vampire. 
The punctures which she described as having occurred near the throat 
were, he insisted, the insertion of those two long, thin, and sharp teeth 
which, it is well known, arc peculiar to vampires i and there could 
no doubt, he added, as to the well-defined presence of the small livid 
mark which all concurred in describing as that induced by the demon s 
lips, and ever)' syniptom described by the sufferer was in exact con¬ 
formity with those recorded in every case of a similar visitation. 

“ Being myself wholly sceptical as to the existence of any such 
porient as the vampire, the supernatural theory of the good doctor 
furnished, in my opinion, but another instance of learning and intclU- 
gence oddly associated with some one hallucination. I was so miser¬ 
able, however, that, rather than try nothing, I acted upon the instructions 
of the letter. 

“ I concealed myself in the dark dressing-i-oom, that opened upon 
the poor patient’s room, in which a candle was burning, and watched 
there till she was fast asleep. I stood at the door, peeping through the 
small crevice, my sword laid on the table beside me, as my directions 
prescribed, until, a little after one, I saw a large black object, very ill- 
defined, crawl, as it seemed to me, over the foot of the bed, and swiftly 
spread itself up to the poor girl’s throat, where it swelled, in a moment, 
into a great, palpitating mass. 

” l-or a few moments I had stood petrified. I now sprang forw’ard, 
with my sword in my hand. The black creature suddenly contracted 
toward the foot of the bed, glided over it, and, standing on the floor 
about a yard below the foot of the bed, with a glare of skulking ferocity 
and horror fixed on me, I saw Millarca. Speculating I know not what, 

1 struck at her instantly with my sword ; but I saw her standing near 
the door, unscathed. Horrified, I pursued, and struck again. She 
was gone ! and my sword flew to shivers against the door. 

“ I can’t describe to you all that passed on that horrible night. The 
whole house was up and stirring. The spectre Millarca was gone. But 
her victim was sinking fast, and before the morning dawned, she died.” 

The old General was agitated. We did not speak to him. My 
father walked to some little distance, and began reading the inscriptions 
on tlic tombstones j and thus occupied, he strolled into the door of a 
side chapel to prosecute his researches. The General leaned against 
the wall, dried his eyes, and sighed heavily. I was relieved on hearing 
the voices of Carmilla and Madame, who were at that moment approach¬ 
ing. The voices died away. 

In iliis solitude, having just listened to so strange a story, connected, 
as it was, with the great and titled dead, whose monuments were 
mouldering among the dust and ivy round us, and cv^ incident of 
which bore so awftiUy upon my own mysterious case—in this haunted 
spot, darkened by the lowering foliage that rose on every side, dense 
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and high above its noiseless walls—a horror began to steal over me, 
and my heart sank as I thought that my friends were, after all, not 
about to enter and disturb this triste and ominous scene. 

The old General’s eyes were fixed on the ground, as he leaned with 
his hand upon the basement of a shattered monument. 

Under a narrow, arched doonvay, surmounted by one of those 
demoniacal grotesques in which the cynical and ghastly fancy of old 
Gothic carving delights, I saw very gladly the beautiful face and figure 
of Carmilla enter the shadowy chapel. 

1 was just about to rise and speak, and nodded smiling, in answer to 
her peculiarly engaging smile; when with a cry, the old man by my 
side caught up the woodman’s hatchet, and started forward. On 
seeing him a brutalised change came over her features. It was an 
instantaneous and horrible transformation, as she made a crouching 
step backwards. Before I could utter a scn’eam, he struck at her with 
^ his force, but she dived under his blow, and unscathed, caught him 
in her tiny grasp by the wrist. He struggled for a moment to release 
his arm, but his hand opened, the axe fell to the ground, and the girl 
was gone. 

He staggered against the wall. His grey hair stood upon his head, 
a moisture shone over his face, as if he were at the point of death. 

The frightful scene had passed in a moment. The first thing I 
recollect after, is Madame standing before me, and impatiently re¬ 
peating again and again, the question, “Where is Mademoiselle 
Carmilla ? ’’ 

I answered at length, “ I don’t know—I can’t tell—she went there,” 
and I pointed to the door through which Madame had just entered; 

“ only a minute or two since.” 

“ But I have been standing there, in the passage, ever since 
Mademoiselle Carmilla entered ; and she did not return.” 

She then began to call “ Carmilla ” through every door and passage 
and from the windows, but no answer came. 

“ She (^ed herself Carmilla ? ” asked the General, still agitated. 

“ Carmilla, yes,” I answered. 

Aye,” he said; ** that is Millarca. That is the same person who 
long ago was called Mircalla, Countess Kamstein. Depart from this 
accursed ground, my poor child, as quickly as you can. Drive to the 
clergyman’s house, and stay there till we come. Begone ! May you 
never behold Carmilla more; you will not find her here.” 


XV 

Ordeal and Execution 

he ^>oke one of the strangest-looking men I ever beheld, entered the 
chapel^ at the door through which Ca rmilla had made her entrance and 
her exit. He was tall, narrow-chested, stooping, with high shoulders, 
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and dressed in black. His face was brown and dried in wth deep 
furrows ' he wore an oddly-shaped hat with a broad leaf. His hair, 
long and grizzled, hung on his shoulders. He wore a pair of gold 
spectacles, and walked slowly, with an odd shambling gait, with his 
Uce sometimes turned up to the sky, and sometime bowed down to- 
ward the ground, seemed to wear a perpetual smile; his long thin 
arms were swinging, and his lank hands, in old black glov« ever so 
much too wide for them, waving and gesticulating in utter abstracoon. 

“ The very man ! ” exclaimed the General, advancing with manifest 
delight. “ My dear Baron, how happy I am to see you, I had no hoj^ 
of meeting you so soon.” He signed to my father, who had by this 
time relumed, and leading the fantastic old gentleman, whom he called 
the Baron, to meet him. He introduced him formally, and they at once 
entered into earnest conversation. The stranger took a roll of paper 
from his pocket, and spread it on the worn surface of a tomb ^at stood 
by. He had a pencil case in his fingers, with which he traced im^oary 
lines from point to point on the paper, which from their often glancing 
from it, together, at certain points of the building, I concluded to be a 
plan of the chapel. He accompanied, what I may term his lecture, 
with occasional readings from a dirty little book, whose yellow leaves 
were closely written over. 

They sauntered together down the side aisle, opposite to the spot 
where I was standing, conversing as they went; then they be^n 
measuring distances by paces, and finally they all stood together, facing 
a piece of the side-wall, which they began to examine with great 
minuteness; pulling off the ivy that dung over it, and rapping the 
plaster with the ends of their sticks, scraping here, and knocking there. 
At length they ascertained the existence of a broad marble tablet, with 
letters carved in relief upon it. 

With the assistance of the woodman, who soon returned, a monu¬ 
mental inscription, and carved cscut^eon, were ^sdosed. They 
proved to be those of the long lost monument of Mircalla, Countess 
Karnstcin. 

The old General, though not I fear given to the praying mood, 
raised his bands and eyes to heaven, in mute thanksgiving for some 
moments. 

" To-morrow,” I heard him say ; “ the commissioner will be here, 
and the Inquisition will be hdd according to law.” 

Then turning to the old man with the gold spectades, whom I have 
described, he shook him warmly by both hands and said : 

“ Baron, how can I thank you ? How can we all thank you ? You 
will have delivered this region from a plague that has scourged its 
inhabitants for more than a century. The horrible enemy, thank God, 
is at last tracked.” 

My father led the stranger aside, and the General followed. I knew 
that he had led them out of hearing, that he might rdate my case, and 1 
saw them glance often quickly at me, as the discussion proceeded. 
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My father came to me, kissed me again and again, and leading me 
from the chapel, said : 

“ It is time to return, but before we go home, we must add to our 
party the good priest, who lives but a little way from this ; and persuade 
him to accompany us to the schloss.*’ 

In this quest we were successful: and I was glad, being unspeakably 
fatigued when we reached home. But my satisfaction was changed 
to dismay, on discovering that there were no tidings of Carmilla. Of 
the scene that had occurred in the ruined chapel, no explanation was 
offered to me, and it was clear that it was a secret which my father for 
the present determined to keep from me. 

The sinister absence of Carmilla made the remembrance of the scene 
more horrible to me. The arrangements for that night were singular. 
Two servants and Madame were to sit up in my room that night; and 
the ecclesiastic with my father kept watch in the adjoining dressing- 
room. 

The priest had performed certain solemn rites that night, the purport 
of which I did not understand any more than I comprehended the 
reason of this extraordinary precaution taken for my safety during sleep. 

I saw all clearly a few days later. 

The disappearance of Camulla was followed by the discontinuance 
of my nightly sufferings. 

You have heard, no doubt, of the appalling superstition that prevails 
in Upper and Lower Styria, in Moravia, Silesia, in Turkish Servia, in 
Poland, even m Russia; the superstition, so we must caU it, of the 
vampire. 

If human testimony, taken with every care and solemnity, judicially, 
before comimssions innumerable, each consisting of many members, all 
chosen for integrity and intelligence, and constituting reports more 
voluminous perhaps than exist upon any one other class of cases, is 
worth anythmg, it is difficult to deny, or even to doubt the existence of 
such a phenomenon as the vampire. 

For my part I have heard no theory by which to explain what I myself 
have witnessed and experienced, other than that supplied by the ancient 
and well-attested belief of the country. 

The next day the formal proceedings took place in the Chapel of 
Ramstem. The grave of the Countess Mircalla was opened ; and the 
General and my father recognized each his perfidious and beautiful 
m the face now disclosed to view. The features, though a 
l^dred and fifty years had passed since her funeral, were tinted with 
the warmth of life. Her eyes were open ; no cadaverous smell exhaled 
from the coffin. The two medical men, one officially present, the 
other on the part of the promotor of the inquiry, attested the marvellous 
fact, that there was a faint but appreciable respiration, and a correspond¬ 
ing action of the heart. The limbs were perfectly flexible, the flesh 
el^tic; and the leaden coffin floated with blood, in which to a depth 
of seven mches, the body lay immersed. Here then, were all the 
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admitted signs and proofs of vampirism. The body, therefore, in 
accordance with the ancient practice, was raised, and a sharp stake 
driven through the heart of the vampire, who uttered a pierdng shriek 
at the moment, in all respects such as might escape from a living 
person in the last agony. Then the head w’as struck off, and a torrent 
of blood flowed from the severed neck. The body and head were 
next placed on a pile of wood, and reduced to ashes, which were thrown 
upon the river and borne away, and that territory has never since been 
plagued by the visits of a vampire. 

My father has a copy of the report of the Imperial Commission, with 
the signatures of all who were present at these proceedings, attached in 
verification of the statement. It is from this official paper that I have 
summarized my account of this last shocking scene. 

XVI 

CONCLUSION 

I WRITE all this you suppose with composure. But far from it; I 
cannot think of it without agitation. Nothing but your earnest desire 
so repeatedly expressed, could have induced me to sit down to a task 
that has unstrung my nerves for months to come, and reinduced a 
shadow of the unspeakable horror which years after my deliverance 
continued to make my days and nights dreadful, and solitude insup- 
portably terrific. 

Let me add a word or tw’o about that quaint Baron Vordenburg, to 
whose curious lore w'c were indebted for the discovery of the Countess 
Mircalla’s grave. 

He had taken up his abode in Gratz, where, living upon a mere 
pittance, which was all that remained to him of the once princely 
estates of his family, in Upper Styria, he devoted himself to the minute 
and laborious investigation of the marvellously authenticated tradition 
of vampirism. He had at his fingers’ ends all the great and little works 
upon the subject. " Magia Posthuma,” “ Phlegon de Mirabilibus,” 
“ Augustinus dc cura pro Mortuis,” “ Philosophies ct Christiana 
Cogitationes de Vampiris,” by John Christofer Herenberg; pd a 
thousand others, among which 1 remember only a few of those which he 
lent to my father. He had a voluminous digest of all the judicial cases, 
from which he had extracted a system of principles that app^ to 
govern—some always, and others occasionally only—the condition of 
the vampire. I may mention, in passing, that the deatUy p^or 
attributed to that sort of revetiantSf is a mere melodramatic fiction. 
They present, in the grave, and when they show themselves in humw 
society, the appearance of healthy life. When disclosed to light in 
their coflins, they exhibit all the symptoms that are enumerated as ^osc 
which proved the vampire-life of the long-dead Countess Kamstein. 

How they escape from their graves and return to them for certain 
hours every day, without displacing the clay or leaving any trace of 
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disturbance in the state of the coffin or the cerements, has always been 
admitted to be unerly inexplicable. The amphibious existence of the 
vampire is sustained by daily renewed slumber in the grave. Its 
horrible lust for living blood supplies the vigour of its waking e.xisience. 
The vampire is prone to be fascinated with an engrossing vehemence, 
resembling the passion of love, by particular persons. In pursuit of 
these it will exercise ine.xhaustible patience and stratagem, for access 
to a particular object may be obstructed in a hundred ways. It will 
never desist until it has satiated its passion, and drained the very life 
of its coveted victim. But it will, in these cases, husband and protract 
Its murderous enjoyment witli the refinement of an epicure, and heighten 
It by the gradual approaches of an artful courtship. In these cases it 
seems to yearn for something like sympadiy and consent. In ordinary 
ones it goes direct to its object, overpowers with violence, and strangles 
and exhausts often at a single feast. 

The vampire is, apparently, subject, in certain situations, to special 
condiuons. In the particular instance of which I have given you a 
relation, MircalJa seemed to be limited to a name which, if not her real 
one, should at least reproduce, without the omission or addition of a 
«ngle letter, those, as we say, anagrammatically, which compose it 
Carmilla did this; so did Millarca. 

Aly father related to the Baron Vordenburg, who remained with us 
for two or three weeks after the expulsion of Carmilla, the story about 
the Moravian nobleman and the vampire at Kamstein churchyard, 
and then he asked the Baron how he had discovered the exact position 
of the long-concealed tomb of the Countess MiUarca ? The Baron’s 
^otesque features puckered up into a mysterious smile; he looked 
J)wn, still smiling on his worn spectacle-case and fumbled with it 
Then looking up, he said : 

“ I have many journals, and other papers, written by that remarkable 
man ; the most curious among them is one treating of the visit of which 
you speak, to Kamstein. The tradition, of course, discolours and 
^storts a htUe. He might have been termed a Moravian nobleman, 
for he had changed his abode to that territory, and was, beside, a 
noble. But he was, m truth, a native of Upper Styria. It is enough 
to say ^t m very early youth he had been a passionate and favoured 
lover of Ac beautiful Mircalla, Countess Kamstein. Her early death 
plunged hun into inconsolable grief. It is the nature of vampires to 
mCTMse and multiply, but according to an ascertained and ghostly law. 

Assume, at starting, a territory perfectly free from that pest. How 
does It begm, and how docs it multiply itself? I wiU tell you. A 
person, more or less wicked, puts an end to himself. A suicide, under 
certain circu^tances, becomes a vampire. That spectre visits living 
people m their slumbers j they die, and almost invariably, in the grave, 
develop mto vampires. This happened in the case of the beautiful 
A^rcalla, who was haunted by one of those demons. My ancestor, 
Vordenburg, whose title I still bear, soon discovered this, and in the 
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course of the studies to which he devoted himself, learned a great deal 

more. . . 

“ Among other things, he concluded that suspicion of vampinsm 
would probably fall, sooner or later, upon the dead Countess, who in 
life had been his idol. He conceived a horror, be she what she might, 
of her remains being profaned by the outrage of a posthumous execution. 
He has left a curious paper to prove that the vampire, on its expulsion 
from its amphibious existence, is projected into a far more horrible life ; 
and he resolved to save his once beloved Mircalla from this. 

" He adopted the stratagem of a journey here, a pretended removal 
of her remains, and a real obliteration of her monument. When age 
had stolen upon him, and from the vale of years he looked back on the 
scenes he was leaving, he considered, in a different spirit, what he had 
done, and a horror took possession of him. He made the tracings and 
notes which have guided me to the very spot, and drew up a confession 
of the deception that he had practised. If he had intended any further 
action in this matter, death prevented him ; and the band of a remote 
descendant has, too late for many, directed the pursuit to the lair of the 
beast.” 

We talked a little more, and among other things he said was this : 

” One sign of the vampire is the power of the hand. The slender 
hand of Mircalla closed like a vice of steel on the General’s wrist when 
he raised the hatchet to strike. But its power is not coined to ite 
grasp i it leaves a numbness in the limb it seizes, which is slowly, if 
ever, recovered from.” 

The following Spring my father took me a tour through Italy. We 
remained away for more than a year. It was long before the terror of 
recent events subsided j and to this hour the unage of Carmilla returns 
to memory with ambigious alternations—sometimes the playful, 
languid, beautiful girl ; sometimes the writhing fiend I saw in the 
ruined church; and often from a reverie I have started, fancying I 
beard the light step of Carmilla at the drawing-room door. 
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Story of the Door 

Mr. Utterson the law^'er was a man of a rugged countenance, that was 
never lighted by a smile ; cold, scanty and embarrassed in discourse; 
backward in sentiment; lean, long, dusty, dreary, and yet somehow 
lovable. At friendly meetings, and when the wine was to his taste, 
something eminently human beaconed from his eye; something 
indeed which never found its way into his talk, but which spoke 
not only in these silent symbols of the after-dinner face, but more 
often and loudly in the acts of his life. He was austere with himself; 
drank gin when he was alone, to mortify a taste for vintages ; and 
though he enjoyed the theatre, had not crossed the doors of one for 
twenty years. But he had an approved tolerance for others ; some¬ 
times wondering, almost with envy, at the high pressure of spirits 
involved in their misdeeds; and in any extremity inclined to help 
rather than to reprove. “ I incline to Cain’s heresy,” he used to say 
quaintly : “ I let my brother go to the devil in his own way.” In fhi<; 
character, it was frequently his fortune to be the last reputable acquain¬ 
tance and the last good influence in the lives of down-going men. And 
to such as these, so long as they came about his chambers, he never 
marked a shade of change in his demeanour. 

No doubt the feat was easy to Mr. Utterson ; for he was undemon¬ 
strative at the best, and even his friendship seemed to be founded in a 
similar catholicity of good-nature. It is the mark of a modest man to 
accept his friendly circle ready made from the hands of opportunity ; 
and that was the lawyer’s way. His friends were those of his own 
blood, or those whom he had known the longest; his affections, like 
ivy, were the growth of time, they implied no aptness in the object. 
Hence, no doubt, the bond that united him to Air. Richard Enfleld, his 
distant k insman , the well-known man about town. It was a nut to 
crack for many, what these two could see in each other, or what subject 
they could find in common. It was reported by those who encountered 
them in their Sunday walks, that they said no thin g, looked singularly 
dull, and would hail with obvious relief the appearance of a friend. 
For all that, the two men put the greatest store by these excursions, 
county them the chief jewel of each week, and not only set aside 
occasions of pleasure, but even resisted the rails of business, that they 
might enjoy them uninterrupted. 

It c hance d on one of these rambles that their way led them down a 
by-street in a busy quarter of London. The street was small and what 
^ called quiet, but it drove a thriving trade on the week-days. The 
inhabitants were all doing well, it seemed, and all emulously hoping to 
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do better stiU, and laying out the surplus of their gains in coquetry ; 
so that the shop fronts stood along that thoroughfare with an air of 
invitation, like rows of smiling saleswomen. Even on Simday, when 
It veiled its more florid charms and lay comparatively empty' of passage, 
the streets shone out in contrast to its dingy neighbourhood, like a fire 
in a forest; and with its freshly painted shutters, well-polished brasses, 
and general cleanliness and gaiety of note, instantly caught and pleased 
the eye of the passenger. 

Two doors from one corner, on the left hand going cast, the line was 
broken by the entry of a coun ; and just at that point, a certain sinister 
block of building thrust forward its gable on the street.' It was two 
storeys high ; showed no window, nothing but a door on the lower 
storey and a blind forehead of discoloured wall on the uppicr ; and bore 
in every feature the marks of prolonged and sordid negligence. The 
door, which was equipped with neither bell nor knocker, was blistered 
and distained. Tramps slouched into the recess and struck matches 
on the panels ; children kept shop upon the steps ; the schoolboy had 
tried his knife on the moiUdings ; and for close on a generation, no 
one had appeared to drive away these random visitors or to repair 
their ravages. 

Mr. Enfield and the lawyer were on the other side of the by-street; 
but when they came abreast of the entry, the former lifted up his cane 
and pointed. 

“ Did you ever remark that door ? *’ he asked ; and when his com¬ 
panion had replied in the affirmative, “ It is connected in my mind,” 
added he, “ with a very odd story.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Mr. Utterson, with a slight change of voice, ” and 
what was that ? ” 

“ Well, it was this way,” returned Mr. Enfield : “ I was coming 
home from some place at the end of the world, about three o’clock 
of a black winter morning, and my way lay through a part of town 
where there was literally nothing to be seen but lamps. Street after 
street, and all the folks asleep—street after street, all lighted up as if 
for a procession, and all as empty as a church—till at last I got into 
that state of mind when a man listens and listens and begins to long for 
the sight of a policeman. All at once, I saw nvo figures: one a little 
man who was slumping along eastward at a good walk, and the other 
a girl of maybe eight or ten who was running as hard as she was able 
down a cross street. Well, sir, the two ran into one another naturally 
enough at the comer ; and then came the horrible part of the thing ; 
for the man trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her screaming 
on the ground. It sounds no thin g to hear, but it was hellish to see. 
It wasn’t like a man ; it was like some damned Juggernaut. 1 gave a 
view halloa, took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and brought him 
back to where there was already quite a group about the scrcamllig 
child. He was perfectly cool and made no resistance, but gave me 
one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like running. 
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The people who had turned out were the girl’s own family ; and pretty 
soon the doctor, for whom she had been sent, put in his appearance. 
Well, the child was not much the worse, more frightened, according to 
the Sawbones ; and there you might have supposed would be an enJ 
to it. But there tvas one curious circumstance. I had taken a loathing 
to my gentleman at first sight. So had the child’s family, which was 
only natural. But the doctor’s case was what struck me. He was the 
usual cut and dry apothecary, of no particular age and colour, with a 
strong Edinburgh accent, and about as emotional as a bagpipe. Well, 
sir, he was like the rest of us ; every time he looked at my prisoner, I 
saw that Sawbones turned sick and white with the desire to kill him. 
I knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine ; and 
killing being out of the question, we did the next best. We told the 
man we could and would make such a scandal out of this, as should 
make his name stink from one end of London to the other. If he had 
any friends or any credit, we undertook that he should lose them. And 
all the time, as we were pitching it in red hot, we were keeping the 
women off him as best we could, for they were as wild as harpies. I 
never saw a circle of such hateful faces ; and there was the man in the 
middle, with a kind of black, sneering coolness—frightened too, I 
could see that—but carrying it off, sir, really like Satan. ‘ If you choose 
to make capital out of this accident,’ said he, ‘ 1 am naturally helpless. 
No gentleman but wishes to avoid a scene,’ says he. ‘ Name your 
figure.’ Well, we screwed him up to a hundred pounds for the child’s 
family ; he would have clearly liked to stick out; but there was some¬ 
thing about the lot of us that meant mischief, and at last he struck. 
The next thing was to get the money ; and where do you think he 
carried us but to that place with the door ?—whipped out a key, went 
in, and presently came back with the matter of ten pounds in gold and 
a cheque for the balance on Coutts’s, drawn payable to bearer, and 
signed with a name that I can’t mention, though it’s one of the points 
of my story, but it was a name at least very well known and often printed. 
The figure was stiff; but the signature was good for more than that, if 
it was only genuine. I took the libetty of pointing out to my gentleman 
that the whole business looked apocryphal; and that a man does not, 
in real life, walk into a cellar door at four in the morning and come out 
of it with another man’s cheque for close upon a hundred pounds. 
But he was quite easy and sneering. ‘ Set your mind at rest,’ says he ; 
‘ I will stay with you till the banks open, and cash the cheque myself.’ 
So we all set off, the doctor, and the child’s father, and our friend and 
myself, and passed the rest of the night in my chambers; and next 
day, when we had breakfasted, went in a body to the bank. 1 gave in 
the cheque myself, and said I had every reason to believe it was a for¬ 
gery. Not a bit of it. The cheque was genuine.” 

” Tut-tut! ” said Mr. Unerson. 

I see you fotl as I do,” said Mr. Enfield. “ Yes, it’s a bad story, 
my man was a fellow that nobody could have to do with, a really da mn - 
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able man ; and the person that drew the cheque is the very pink of the 
proprieties, celebrated too, and (what makes it worse) one of your 
hrllows who do what they call good. Blackmail, I suppose ; an honest 
man paying through the nose for some of the capers of his youth. 
Black Mail House is what I call that place with the door, in consequence. 
Though even that, you know, is far from explaining all,” he added ; 
and with the words fell into a vein of musing. 

From this he was recalled by Mr. Utterson asking rather suddenly : 

“ And you don’t know if the drawer of the cheque lives there ? ” 

“ A likely place, isn’t it ? ” returned Mr. Enfield. But I happen 
to have noticed his address ; he lives in some square or other.” 

“ And you never asked about—the place with the door ? ” said 
Mr. Utterson. 

” No, sir : I had a delicacy,” was the reply. “ I feel very strongly 
about putting questions ; it partakes too much of the style of the day of 
judgment. You start a question, and it’s like starting a stone. You 
sit quietly on the top of a hill; and away the stone goes, starting others ; 
and presently some bland old bird (the last you would have thought of) 
is knocked on the head in his own back garden, and the family have to 
change their name. No, sir, I make it a rule of mine : the more it 
looks like Queer Street, the less I ask.” 

“ A very good rule, too,” said the lawyer. 

“ But I have studied the place for myself,” continued Mr. Enfield. 
“ It seems scarcely a house. There is no other door, and nobody goes 
in or out of that one, but, once in a great while, the gentleman of my 
adventure. There are three windows looking on the court on the first 
floor ; none below ; the windows are always shut, but they’re clean. 
And then there is a chimney, which is generally smoking ; so somebody 
must live there. And yet it’s not so sure; for the buildings are so 
packed together about that court, that it’s hard to say where one ends 
and another begins.” 

The pair walked on again for a while in silence; and then— “ En¬ 
field,” said Mr. Utterson, ‘‘ that’s a good rule of yours.” 

“ Yes, I think it is,” returned Enfield. 

But for all that,” continued the lawyer, ** there’s one point I want 
to ask : 1 want to ask the name of that man who walked over the child.” 

“ Well,” said Mr. Enfield, ” I can’t see what harm it would do. It 
was a man of the name of Hyde.” 

” H’m,” said Mr. Utterson. ” What sort of a man is he to see ? ” 

” He is not easy to describe. There is something wrong with his 
appearance ; something displeasing, something downright detestable. 
1 never saw a man I so disliked, and yet 1 scarce know why. He must 
be deformed somewhere; he gives a strong feeling of deformity, 
altliough I couldn’t specify the point. He’s an eztraordinary-lookiog 
man, and yet I reaUy can name no thing out of the way. No, sir; 1 
can make no hand of it; 1 can’t describe him. And it’s not want of 
memory; for I declare I can see him this moment.” 
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Mr. Utterson again walked some way in silence, and obviously under 
a weight of consideration. “ You are sure he used a key,” he inauired 
at last. ^ 

“ My dear sir began Enfield, surprised out of himself. 

Yes, I know,” said Utterson ; “ I know it must seem strange. The 
fact is, if I do not ask you the name of the other party, it is because I 
toow it already. You see, Richard, your tale has gone home. If you 
have been inexact in any point, you had better correct it.” 

“ I think you might have warned me,” returned the other, widi a 
touch of sullenness. “ But I have been pedantically exact, as you riall 
it. The fellow had a key ; and, what’s more, he has it still. I saw 
him use it not a week ago.” 

Mr. Utterson sighed deeply, but said never a word ; and the young 
m^ presently resumed. “ Here is another lesson to say nothing,” 
said he. I am ashamed of mv long tongue. Let us make a bargain 
never to refer to this again.” 

“ With all my heart,” said the lawyer. “ I shake hands on that, 
Richard.” 

Search for Mr. Hyde 

That eve^g Mr. Utterson came home to his bachelor house in 
sombre spirits, and sat down to dinner without relish. It was his 
custom of a Sunday, when this meal was over, to sit close by the fire, a 
volume of some dry divinity on his reading desk, until tiie clock of the 
neighbouring church rang out the hour of twelve, when he would go 
soberly and gratefully to bed. On this night, however, as soon a.« the 
cloth was taken away, he took up a candle and went into his business 
room. There he opened his safe, took from tlie most private part of it 
a document endorsed on the envelope as Dr. Jckyll’s Will, and sat down 
with a clouded brow to study its contents. The will was holograph; 
for Mr. Utterson, though he took charge of it now that it was made, 
had refused to lend the least assistance in the making of it; it provided 
not only that, in case of the decease of Henry Jel^U, M.D., D.C.L., 
LL.p., F.R.S., etc., all his possessions were to pass into the hands of 

” fri^d and benefactor Edward Hyde ” ; but that in case of Dr. 
JekyUs ‘disappearance or unexplain^ absence for any period cx- 
^dmg three calendar months,” the said Edward Hyde should step 

Henry Jel^ll’s shoes without further delay, and free from 
any burthen or obligation, beyond the payment of a few small sums to 
the members of the doctor’s household. This document had long been 
the lawyer s eyesore. It offended him both as a lawyer and as a lover 
of the sane and customary sides of life, to whom the fanciful was the 

hitherto it was his ignorance of Mr. Hyde that had 
swelled lus mdipation j now, by a sudden turn, it was his knowledge. 

enough when the name was but a name of which he 

u j ?? more. It was worse when it began to be clothed upon 
with detestable attributes ; and out of the s hifting , insubstantial mists 
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that had so long baffled his eye, there leaped up the sudden, definite 
presentment of a fiend. 

“ I thought it was madness,” he said, as he replaced the obnoxious 
paper in the safe ; “ and now I begin to fear it is disgrace.” 

With that he blew out his candle, put on a greatcoat, and set forth in 
the direction of Cavendish Square, that citadel of medicine, where his 
friend, the great Dr. Lanyon, had his house and received his crowding 
patients. “ If any one knows, it will be Lanyon,” he had thought. 

The solemn butler knew and welcomed him; he was subjected to 
no stage of delay, but ushered direct from the door to the dining-room, 
where Dr. Lanyon sat alone over his wine. This was a hearty, healthy, 
dapper, red-faced gentleman, with a shock of hair prematurely white, 
and a boisterous and decided manner. At sight of Mr. Utterson, he 
sprang up from his chair and welcomed him with both hands. The 
geniality, as w-as the way of the man, was somewhat theatrical to the eye; 
but it reposed on genuine feeling. For these two were old friends, old 
mates both at school and college, both thorough respecters of themselves 
and of each other, and, what docs not always follow, men who thoroughly 
enjoyed each other’s company. 

After a little rambling talk, the lawyer led up to the subject which so 

disagreeably preoccupied his mind. 

" I suppose, Lanyon,” said he, “ you and I must be the two oldest 

friends that Henry Jekyll has ? ” 

“ I wish the friends were younger,” chuckled Dr. ^nyon.^ « But 
I suppose we arc. And what of that ? 1 see little of him now.” 

Indeed ! ” said Utterson. “ I thought you had a bond of common 
interest.” 

“ We had,” was the reply. ” But it is more than ten years smee 
Henry Jekyll became too fanciful for me. He began to go wrong, 
wrong in mind ; and though, of course, I continue to take an interest 
in him for old sake’s sake as they say, I see and I have seen devilish 
little of the man. Such unscientific balderdash,” added the doctor, flush¬ 
ing suddenly purple, ” would have estranged Damon and Pythias.” 

This Utde spirt of temper was somewhat of a relief to Mr. Utterson. 
” They have only differed on some point of science,” he thought; and 
being a man of no scientific passions (except in the matter of con¬ 
veyancing) he even added : “ It is nothing worse than that! ” He 
gave his friend a few seconds to recover his composure, and then 
approached the question he had come to put. 

“ Did you ever come across a protege of his—one Hyde ? ” he asked. 

“ Hyde ? ” repeated Lanyon. “ No. Never heard of him. Since 

my time.” . . u u 

That was the amount of information that the lawyer carried back 

with him to the great, dark bed on which he tossed to and fro, until the 
small hours of the morning b^an to grow large. It was a night of 
little ease to his toiling mind, toiling in mere-darkness and besieged by 
questions. ^ 
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Six o’clock Struck on the bells of the church that was so conveniently 
near to Air. Utterson’s dwelling, and still he was digging at tiie problem. 
Hitheno it had touched him on the intellectual side alone ; but now his 
imagination also was engaged, or rather enslaved ; and as he lay and 
tossed in the gross darkness of the night and the curtained room. Air. 
Enfield’s tale went by before his mind in a scroll of lighted pictures. 
He would be aware of the great field of lamps of a nocturnal city ; 
then of the figure of a man walking swiftly ; then of a child running 
from the doctor’s ; and then these met, and that human Juggernaut 
trod the child doum and passed on regardless of her screams. Or else 
he would see a room in a rich house, where his friend lay asleep, 
dreaming and smiling at his dreams; and then the door of that room 
would be opened, the curtains of the bed plucked apart, the sleeper 
recalled, and, lo ! there would stand by his side a figure to whom power 
was given, and even at that dead hour, he must rise and do its bidding. 
The figure in these two phases haunted the lawyer all night; and if at 
any time he dozed over, it was but to see it glide more stealthily through 
sleeping houses, or move the more swiftly and still the more swiftly, 
even to dizziness, through wider labyrinths of lamp-lighted city, and 
at every street comer crush a child and leave her screaming. And still 
the figure had no face by which he might know it; even in his dreams, 
it had no face, or one that baffled him and melted before liis eyes ; and 
thus it was that there sprang up and grew apace in the lawyer’s mind a 
singularly strong, almost an inordinate, curiosity to behold the features 
of the re^ Air. Hyde. If he could but once set eyes on him, he thought 
the mystery would lighten and perhaps roll altogether away, as was the 
habit of mysterious things when well examined. He might see a 
reason for has friend’s strange preference or bondage (call it which you 
please), and even for the startling clauses of the will. And at least it 
would be a face worth seeing : the face of a man who was without 
bowels of mercy : a face which had but to show itself to raise up, in 
the mind of the unimpressionable Enfield, a spirit of enduring hatred. 

From that time forward, Mr. Utterson began to haunt the door in 
the by-street of shops. In the morning before office hours, at noon 
when business was plenty and time scarce, at night under the face of 
the fogged city moon, by all hghts and at il hours of sohtude or con¬ 
course, the lawyer was to be found on his chosen post. 

“ If he be Air. Hyde,” he had thought, “ X shall be Mr. Seek.” 

And at last his patience was rewarded. It was a fine dry night; 
frost in the air; the streets as clean as a ball-room floor ; the lamps, 
unshaken by any wind, drawing a regular pattern of light and shadow. 
By ten o’clock, when the shops were closed, the by-street was very 
solitary, and, in spite of the low growl of London from all round, very 
silent. Small sounds carried far; domestic sounds out of the houses 
were clearly audible on either side of the roadway ; and the rumour 
of the approach of any passenger preceded him by a long time. Mr. 
Utterson had been some minutes at his post when he was aware of an 
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odd, light footstep drawing near. In the course of his nightly patrols 
he had long grown accustomed to the quaint effect w^ith which the 
footfalls of a single person, while he is still a great way off, suddenly 
spring out distinct from the vast hum and clatter of the dty. Yet his 
attention had never before been so sharply and decisively arrested; 
and it was with a strong, superstitious prevision of success that he 
withdrew into the entry of the court. 

The steps drew swiftly nearer, and swelled out suddenly louder as 
they turned the end of the street. The lawyer, looking forth from the 
entry, could soon see what manner of man he had to deal with. He 
was small, and very plainly dressed ; and the look of him, even at that 
distance, went somehow strongly against the watcher’s inclination. 
But he made straight for the door, crossing the roadway to save lime ; 
and as he came, he drew a key from his pocket, like one approaching 
home. 

Mr. Utterson stepped out and touched him on the shoulder as he 
passed. “ Mr. Hyde, I think ? ” 

Mr. Hyde shrank back with a hissing intake of the breath. But his 
fear was only momentary ; and though he did not look the lawyer in 
the face, he answered coolly enough : “ That is my name. What do 
you want ? ” 

“ I see you are going in,” returned the lawyer. “ I am an old 
friend of Dr. Jckyll’s—Utterson, of Gaimt Street—^you must have 
beard my name ; and meeting you so conveniently, I thought you 
might a dmi t me.” 

” You will not find Dr. Jckyll; he is from home,” replied Mr. 
Hyde, blowing in the key. And then suddenly, but still without look¬ 
ing up, *‘ How did you Imow me ? ” he asked. 

” On your side,” said Mr. Utterson, “ will you do me a favour ? ” 

“ With pleasure,” replied the other. “ What shall it be ? ” 

” Will you let me see your face ? ” asked the la\^cr. 

Mr. Hyde appeared to hesiute ; and then, as if upon some sudden 
reflection, fronted about with an air of defiance; and the pair stared 
at each o±er pretty fixedly for a few seconds. ** Now 1 shall know 
you again,” said Mr. Utterson. “ It may be useful.” 

” Yes,” returned Mr. Hyde, “ it is as well we have met; and a 
proposy you should have my address.” And he gave a number of a 
street in Soho. 

“ Good God! ” thought Mr. Utterson, “ can he too have been 
thinking of the will ? ” But he kept his feelings to himself, and only 
gnmted in acknowledgment of the address. 

“ And now,” said the other, “ how did you know me ? ” 

“ By description,” was the reply. 

“ Whose description ? ” 

" We have common friends,” said Mr. Utterson. 

“ Common friends! ” echoed Mr. Hyde, a little hoarsely. " Who 
arc they ? ” 
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“ Jck>-ll, for instance,” said the lawyer. 

“ He never told you,” cried Mr. Hyde, with a flush of anger. “ I 
did not think you would have lied.” 

” Come,” said Mr. Urterson, “ tliat is not fitting language.” 

The other snarled aloud into a savage laugh ; and the next moment, 
with extraordinary' quickness, he had unlocked the door and disappeared 
into the house. 

The lawyer stood awhile when Mr. Hyde had left him, the picture of 
disquietude. Then he began slowly to mount the street, pausing every 
step or two, and putting his hand to his brow like a man in mental 
perplexity. The problem he was thus debating as he walked was one of 
a class that is rarely solved. Mr. Hyde was pale and dwarfish ; he gave 
an impression of deformity without any namcablc malformation, he 
had a displeasing smile, he had borne himself to the lawy’er with a sort 
of murderous mixture of timidity and boldness, and he spoke with a 
husky, whispering and somewhat broken voice,—all these were points 
against him; but not all of these together could explain the hitherto 
unknown disgust, loathing and fear with which Mr. Utterson regarded 
him. “ There must be something else,” said the perplexed gendeman. 
“ There is something more, if I could find a name for it. God bless me, 
the man seems hardly human ! Something troglodydc, shall we say ? 
or can it be the old story of Dr. Fell ? or is it the mere radiance of a foul 
soul that thus transpires through, and transfigures, its clay continent ? 
The last, I think; for, O my poor old Harry JekyU, if ever I read Satan’s 
signature upon a face, it is on that of your new friend.” 

Round the comer from the by-street there was a square of ancient, 
handsome houses, now for the most part decayed from their high estate, 
and let in flats and chambers, to all sorts and conditions of men : map- 
engravers, architects, shady lawyers, and the agents of obscure enter¬ 
prises. One house, however, second from the corner, was still occupied 
entire; and at the door of this, which wore a great air of wealth and 
comfort, though it was now plunged in darkness except for the fan¬ 
light, Air. Utterson stopped and knocked. A well-dressed, elderly 
servant opened the door. 

“ Is Dr. JekyU at home, Poole ? ” asked the la^er. 

“ I wiU see, Mr. Utterson,” said Poole, admitting the visitor as he 
spoke, into a large, low-roofed, comfortable haU, paved witli flags, 
warmed (after the fashion of a country house) by a bright, open fire, 
and furnished with costly cabinets of oak. “ WiU you wait here by the 
fire, sir ? or shaU I give you a Ught in the dining-room ? ” 

“ Here, thank you,” said the lawyer; and he drew near and leaned 
on the tall fender. This haU, in which he was now left alone, was a 
pet fancy of his friend the doctor’s; and Utterson hims elf was wont to 
speak of it ^ the pleasantest room in London. But to-night there was 
a shudder in his blood; the face of Hyde sat heavy on his memory ; 
he felt (what was rare with him) a nausea and distaste of life ; and in 
the gloom of his spirits, he seemed to read a menace in the flickering 
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of the firelight on the polished cabinets and the uneasy starting of the 
shadow on the roof. He was ashamed of his relief, when Poole pre¬ 
sently returned to announce that Dr. Jekyll was gone out. 

“ I saw Mr. Hyde go in by the old dissecting room door, Poole,’ 
he said. “ Is that right, when Dr. Jekyll is from home ? ” 

“ Quite right, Mr. Utterson, sir,” replied the servant. “ Mr. Hyde 
has a key.” 

” Your master seems to repose a ^eat deal of trust in that young 
man, Poole,” resumed the other, musingly. 

” Yes, sir, he do, indeed,” said Poole. “ We have all orders to obey 
him.” 

“ I do not think I ever met Mr. Hyde ? ” asked Utterson. 

“ O dear no, sir. He never dines here,” replied the butler. “ Indeed, 
we see very little of him on this side of the house ; he mostly comes and 
goes by the laboratory.” 

“ Well, good-night, Poole.” 

“ Good-night, Mr. Utterson.” 

And the lawyer set out homeward with a vciy heavy heart. “ Poor 
Harry Jekyll,” he thought, “ my mind misgives me he is in deep 
waters ! He was wild when he was young ; a long while ago, to be sure; 
but in the law of God, there is no statute of limitations. Ah, it must be 
that; the ghost of some old sin, the cancer of some concealed disgrace; 
punishment coming, pede claudoy years after memory has forgotten and 
self-love condoned the fault.” And the lawyer, scared by the thought, 
brooded awhile on his own past, groping in all the comers of memory, 
lest by chance some Jack-in-the-Box of an old iniquity should leap to 
light there. His past was fairly blameless ; few men could read the 
rolls of their life with less apprehension ; yet he was humbled to the 
dust by the many ill things he had done, and raised up again into a 
sober and fearful gratitude by the many that he had come so near to 
doing, yet avoided. And then by a return on his former subject, he 
conceived a spark of hope. “ This Master Hyde, if he were studied,” 
thought he, ” must have secrets of his own : black secrets, by the look 
of him ; secrets compared to which poor Jekyll’s worst would be like 
sunshine. Things cannot continue as they arc. It turns me cold to 
think of this creature stealing like a thief to Harry’s bedside; poor 
Harry, what a wakenii*g! And the danger of it! for if this Hyde 
suspects the existence of the will, he may ^ow impatient to inherit. 
Ah, I must put my shoulder to the wheel—if Jekyll wall but let me,” 
he added, “ if Jekyll will only let me.” For once more he saw before 
his mind’s eye, as clear as a transparency, the strange clauses of the will. 

Dr. Jekyll was Quite at Ease 

A FORTNIGHT later, by excellent good fortune, the doctor gave one of 
his pleasant dinners to some five or six old cronies, all intelligent re¬ 
putable men, and all judges of good wine; and Mr. Utterson so 
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contrived that he remained behind after the others had departed. This 
was no new arrangement, but a thin g that had befallen many scores of 
dmes. Where Utterson was liked, he was liked well. Hosts loved to 
detain the dry lawyer, when the light-hearted and the loose-tongued 
had already their foot on the threshold ; they liked to sit awhile in his 
unobtrusive company, practising for solitude, sobering their minds in 
the man’s rich silence, after the expense and strain of gaiety. To 
this rule, Dr. Jekyll was no exception ; and as he now sat on the 
opposite side of the fire—a large, well-made, smooth-faced man of 
fifty, with something of a slyish cast perhaps, but every mark of capacity 
and kindness—you could see by his looks that he cherished for Mr. 
Utterson a sincere and warm affection. 


“ I have been wanting to speak to you, Jekyll,” began the latter. 
” You know that will of yours ? ” 

A close observer might have gathered that the topic was distasteful ; 
but the doctor carried it off gaily. “ My poor Utterson,” said he, 
” you are unfortunate in such a client. 1 never saw a man $0 dis¬ 
tressed as you were by ray will; unless it were that hide-bound pedant, 
Lanyon, at what he called my scientific heresies. O, I know he’s a 
good fellow—you needn’t frown—an excellent fellow, and I always 
mean to see more of him ; but a hide-hound pedant for all that; an 
ignorant, blatant pedant. I was never more disappointed in any man 
than Lanyon.” 

“ You know I never approved of it,” pursued Utterson, ruthlessly 
disregarding the fresh topic. 

“ My will ? Yes, cenainly, I know that,” said the doctor, a trifle 
sharply. “ You have told me so.” 

“ Well, I tell you so again,” continued the lawyer. “ I have been 
learning something of young Hyde.” 

The large handsome face of Dr. Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, and 
there came a blackness about his eyes. “ I do not care to hear more,” 
said he. “ This is a matter I thought we had agreed to drop.” 

“ What I heard was abominable,” said Utterson. 

“ It can make no change. You do not understand my position,” 
returned the doctor, with a certain incoherency of manner. “ I am 
painfully situated, Utterson; my position is a very strange one—a 
very strange one. It is one of those affairs that cannot be mended 
by talking.” 

“ JekyU,” said Utterson, ** you know me : I am a man to be trusted. 
Make a clean breast of this in confidence ; and I make no doubt I can 


get you out of it.” 

“ My good Utterson,” said the doctor, ” this is very good of you, 
this is downright good of you, and I cannot find words to thank you in. 
I believe you fully ; I would trust you before any man alive, ay, before 
myself, if I could make the choice; but indeed it isn’t what you fancy; 
it is not so bad as that; and just to put your good heart at rest, I will 
tell you one thing: the moment I choose, I can be rid of Mr. Hyde. I 
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give you my hand upon that; and I thank you again and again ; and I 
will just add one little word, Utterson, that I'm sure you’ll take in good 
part: this is a private matter, and I beg of you to let it sleep.” 

Utterson reflected a little, looking in the fire. 

“ I have no doubt you are perfectly right,” he said at last, getting to 
his feet. 

“ Well, but since we have touched upon this business, and for the 
last time I hope,” continued the doctor, “ there is one point I should 
like you to understand. I have really a very great interest in poor Hyde. 
I know you have seen him ; he told me so ; and I fear he was rude. 
But I do sincerely take a great, a very great interest in that young man ; 
and if I am taken away, Utterson, 1 wish you to promise me that you 
will bear with him and get his rights for him. I think you would, if 
you knew all ; and it would be a weight off my mind if you would 
promise.” 

” I can’t pretend that I shall ever like him,” said the lawyer. 

“ I don’t ask that,” pleaded Jckyll, laying his hand upon the other’s 
arm ; ” I only ask for justice ; I only ask you to help him for my sake, 
when I am no longer here.” 

Utterson heaved an irrepressible sigh. “ Well,” said he, “ I 
promise.” 


The Carew Murder Case 

Nearly a year later, in the month of October 18 -, London was 

startled by a crime of singular ferocity, and rendered all the more 
notable by the high position of the victim. The details were few and 
startling. A maid-servant living alone in a house not far from the 
river, had gone upstairs to bed about eleven. Although a fog rolled 
over the city in the small hours, the early part of the night was cloud¬ 
less, and the lane, which the maid’s window overlooked, was brilliantly 
lit by the full moon. It seems she was romantically given •, for she 
sat down upon her box, which stood immediately under the window, 
and fell into a dream of musing. Never (she used to say, with streaming 
tears, when she narrated that experience), never had she felt more at 
peace with all men or thought more kindly of the world. And as she 
so sat she became aware of an aged and beautiful gentleman with white 
hair, drawing near along the lane ; and advancing to meet him, another 
and very small gentleman, to whom at first she paid less attention. 
When they had come within speech (which was just under the maid’s 
eyes) the older man bowed and accosted the other with a very pretty 
manner of politeness. It did not seem as if the subject of his address 
were of great importance; indeed, from his pointing, it sometimes 
appeared as if he were only inquiring his way; but the moon shone 
on his face as he spoke, and the girl was pleased to watch it, it seemed to 
breathe such an innocent and old-world l^dness of disposition, yet 
with something high too, as of a well-founded self-content. Presently 
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her eye wandered to the other, and she was surprised to recognise in 
him a certain Air. Hyde, who had once visited her master, and for whom 
she had conceived a dislike. He had in his hand a heavy cane, with 
which he was trifling; but he answered never a word, and seemed to 
listen with an ill-contained impatience. And then all of a sudden he 
broke out in a great flame of anger, stamping with his foot, brandishing 
the cane, and carrying on (as the maid described it) like a madman. 
The old gentleman took a step back, with the air of one very much 
surprised and a trifle hurt; and at that Air. Hyde broke out of all 
bounds, and clubbed him to the earth. And next moment with ape¬ 
like fury, he was trampling his victim under foot, and hailing dowm a 
storm of blows, under which the bones were audibly shattered and the 
body jumped upon the roadway. At the horror of these sights and 
sounds, the maid fainted. 

It was two o’clock when she came to herself and called for the police. 
The murderer was gone long ago ; but there lay his victim in the middle 
of the lane, incredibly mangled. The stick with which tlic deed had 
been done, although it was of some rare and very tough and heavy 
wood, had broken in the middle under the stress of this insensate 
cruelty ; and one splinted half had rolled in the neighbouring gutter— 
the odier, without doubt, had been carried away by the murderer. A 
purse and a gold watch were found upon the victim ; but no cards or 
papers, except a sealed and stamped envelope, which he had been 
probably carrying to the post, and which bore the name and address 
of Air. Utterson. 

This was brought to the lawyer the next morning, before he was out 
of bed i and he had no sooner seen it, and been told the circumstances, 
than be shot out a solemn lip. “ I shall say nothing till I have seen 
the body,” said he ; “ this may be very serious. Have the kindness 
to wait while I dress.” And with the same grave countenance he 
hurried through his breakfast and drove to tlie police station, whither 
the body had been carried. As soon as he came into the cell, he 
nodded. 

“ Yes,” said he, “ I recognise him. I am sorry to say that this is Sir 
Danvers Carew.” 

“ Good God, sir,” exclaimed the officer, “ is it possible ? ” And 
the next moment his eye lighted up with professional ambition. “ This 
will make a deal of noise,” he said. “ And perhaps you can help us to 
the man.” And he briefly narrated what the maid had seen, and 
showed the broken stick. 

Air. Utterson had already quailed at the name of Hyde ; but when 
the stick was laid before him, he could doubt no longer : broken and 
battered as it was, he recognised it for one that he had himself presented 
many years before to Henry Jekyll. 

** Is this Air. Hyde a person of small stature ? ” he inquired. 

‘‘ Particularly small and partic ular ly wicked-looking, is what tlie 
maid calls him,” said the ofiicer. 
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Mr. Utterson reflected ; and then, raising his head, “ If you will 
come with me in my cab,” he said, ” I think I can take you to his house.” 

It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the first fog of the 
season. A great chocolate-coloured pall lowered over heaven, but the 
wind was continually charging and routing these embattled vapours ; 
so that as the cab crawled from street to street, Mr. Utterson beheld a 
marvellous number of degrees and hues of twilight; for here it would 
be dark like the backend of evening ; and there wotild be a glow of a 
rich, lurid brown, like the light of some strange conflagration ; and 
here, for a moment, the fog would be quite broken up, and a haggard 
shaft of daylight would glance in between the swirling wreaths. The 
dismal quarter of Soho seen under these changing glimpses, with its 
muddy ways, and slatternly passengers, and its lamps, which had never 
been extinguished or had been kindled afresh to combat this mournful 
reinvasion of darkness, seemed, in the lawyer’s eyes, like a district of 
some city in a nightmare. The thoughts of his mind, besides, were of 
the gloomiest dye ; and when he glanced at the companion of his 
drive, he was conscious of some touch of that terror of the law and the 
law’s officers, which may at times assail the most honest. 

As the cab drew up before the address indicated, the fog lifted a little 
and showed him a dingy street, a gin palace, a low French eating-house, 
a shop for the retail of peimy numbers and two-penny salads, many 
ragged children huddled in the doorways, and many woman of many 
different nationalities passing out, key in hand, to have a morning 
glass ; and the next moment the fog settled down again upon that part, 
as brown as umber, and cut him off from his blackguardly surround¬ 
ings. This was the home of Henry Jckyll’s favourite ; of a man who 
was heir to a quarter of a million sterling. 

An ivory-faced and silvery-haired old woman opened the door. She 
had an evil face, smoothed by hypocrisy; but her manners were 
excellent. Yes, she said, this was Mr. Hyde’s, but he was not at home ; 
he had been in that night very late, but had gone away again in less than 
an hour ; there was nothing strange in that; his habits were very 
irregular, and he was often absent; for instance, it was nearly two 
months since she had seen him dll yesterday. 

‘‘ Very well then, we wish to sec his rooms,” said the lawyer; and 
when the woman began to declare it was impossible, ** 1 had better 
tell you who this person is,” he added. “ This is Inspector New¬ 
comen, of Scotland Yard.” 

A flash of odious joy appeared on the woman’s face. ” Ah ! ” said 
she, “ he is in trouble ! What has he done ? ” 

Mr. Utterson and the inspector exchanged glances. “ He don’t 
seem a very popular character,” observed the latter. “ And now, my 
good woman, just let me and tMs gentleman have a look about us.” 

In the whole extent of the house, which but for the old woman re¬ 
mained otherwise empty, Mr. Hyde had only used a couple of rooms; 
but these were furnished with luxury and good taste. A closet was 
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filled with wine; the plate was of silver, the napery elegant; a good 
picture hung upon the walls, a gift (as Utterson supposed) from Henry 
Jekyll, who was much of a connoisseur; and the carpets were of many 
piles and agreeable in colour. At this moment, however, the rooms 
bore every mark of having been recently and hurriedly ransacked ; 
clothes lay about the floor, with their pockets inside out; lockfast 
drawers stood open; and on the hearth there lay a pile of grey ashes, 
as though man y papers had been burned. From these embers the 
inspector disinterred the butt end of a green cheque book, which had 
resisted the action of the fire ; the other half of the stick was found 
behind the door ; and as this clinched his suspicions, the officer declared 
himself dehghted. A visit to the bank, where several thousand pounds 
were found to be lying to the murderer’s credit, completed his grati¬ 
fication. 

“ You may depend upon it, sir,” he told Mr. Utterson: “ I have 
him in my hand. He must have lost his head, or he never would have 
left the stick, or, above all, burned the cheque book. Why, money’s 
life to the man. We have nothing to do but wait for him at the bank, 
and get out the handbills.” 

This last, however, was not so easy of accomplishment; for the 
master of the servant-maid had only seen him twice ; his family could 
nowhere be traced ; he had never been photographed ; and the few 
who could describe him differed widely, as common observ’crs will. 
Only on one point were they agreed ; and that was the haunting sense 
of unexpress^ deformity with which the fugitive impressed his be¬ 
holders. 


Incident of the Letter 

It was late in the afternoon, when Mr. Utterson found his way to 
Dr. Jekyll’s door, where he was at once admitted by Poole, and carried 
down by the kitchen oflBces and across a yard which had once been a 
garden, to the building which was indifferently known as the laboratory 
or the dissecting rooms. The doctor had bought the house from the 
heirs of a celebrated surgeon j and his own tastes being rather chemical 
than anatomical, had changed the destination of the block at the bottom 
of the garden. It was the first time that the lawyer had been received 
in that part of his friend’s quarters; and he eyed the dingy windowless 
structure with curiosity, and gazed round with a distasteful sense of 
strangeness as he cross^ the theatre, once crowded with eager students 
and now lying gaimt and silent, the tables laden with chemical appara¬ 
tus, ^e floor strewn with crates and littered with packing straw, and 
the light falling dimly through the foggy cupola. At the farther end, 
a flight of stairs mounted to a door covered with red baize ; and through 
this, Mr. Utterson was at last received into the doctor’s cabinet. It 
w^ a large room, fitted round with glass presses, furnished, among other 
things, with a cheval-glass and a business table, and lool^g out upon 
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the court by three dusty windows barred with iron. The fire bum^ 
in the grate ; a lamp was set lighted on the chimney-shelf, for even in 
the houses the fog began to lie thickly ; and there, close up to the 
warmth, sat Dr. Jek>’ll, looking deadly sick. He did not rise to meet 
his visitor, but held out a cold hand, and bade him welcome in a 
changed voice. 

“ And now,” said Mr. Utterson, as soon as Poole had left them, 
“ you have heard the news ? ” 

The doctor shuddered. “ They were crying it in the square,” he 
said. “ I heard them in my dining-room.” 

“ One word,” said the lawyer. ” Carew was my client, but so are 
you ; and I want to know what I am doing. You have not been mad 
enough to hide this fellow ? ” 

” Utterson, I swear to God,” cried the doctor, “ I swear to God I 
will never set eyes on him again. I bind my honour to you that I am 
done with him in this world. It is all at an end. And indeed he dow 
not want my help; you do not know him as I do; he is safe, he is 
quite safe i mark my words, he will never more be heard of.” 

The lawyer listened gloomily ; he did not like his friend’s feverish 
manner. “ You seem pretty sure of him,” said he; “ and for your 
sake, I hope you may be right. If it came to a trial, your name might 
appear.” 

‘‘ I am quite sure of him,” replied Jekyll; “ I have grounds for cer¬ 
tainty that I cannot share with any one. But there is one thing on which 
you may advise me. I have—I have received a letter ; and I am at a 
loss whether I should show it to the police. I should like to leave it in 
your hands, Utterson ; you would judge wisely, I am sure ; I have so 
great a trust in you.” 

” You fear, I suppose, that it might lead to his detection ? ” asked 
the lawyer. 

“ No,” said the other. “ I cannot say that I care what becomes of 
Hyde ; I am quite done with him. I was thinking of my own character, 
which this hateful business has rather exposed.” 

Utterson ruminated awhile ; he was surprised at his friend’s selfish¬ 
ness, and yet relieved by it. “ Well,” said he, at last, “ let me sec the 
letter.” 

The letter was written in an odd, upright hand, and signed ” Edward 
Hyde ” : and it signified, briefly enough, that the writer’s benefactor. 
Dr. Jekyll, whom he had long so unworthily repaid for a thousand 
generosities, need labour under no alarm for his safety, as he had means 
of escape on which he placed a sure dependence. The lawyer liked 
this letter well enough : it put a better colour on the intimacy than he 
had looked for ; and he blamed himself for some of his past suspicions. 

” Have you the envelope ? ” he asked. 

” I burned it,” replied JckyU, ” before I thought what I was about. 
But it bore no postmark. The note was handed in.” 

” Shall I keep this and sleep upon it ? ” asked Utterson. 
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I wish you to judge for me entirely,” was the reply. “ I have lost 
confidence in myself.” 

“ Well, I shall consider,” returned the lawyer. “ And now one word 
more : it was Hyde wh . dictated the terms in your will about that 
disappearance ? ” 

The doaor seemed seized with a qualm of faintness ; he shut his 
mouth tight and nodded. 

“ I knew it,” said Utterson. " He meant to murder you. You have 
had a fine escape.” 

“ I have had what is far more to the purpose,” returned the doctor 
solemnly: “ I have had a lesson—O God, Unerson, what a lesson I 
have had ! ” And he covered his face for a moment with his hands. 

On his way out, the lawyer stopped and had a word or two with 
Poole. “ By the by,” said he, “ there was a letter handed in to-day : 
what was the messenger like ? ” But Poole was positive nothing had 
come except by post; “ and only circulars by that,” he added. 

This news sent off the visitor with his fears renewed. Plainly the 
letter had come by the laboratory door ; possibly, indeed, it had been 
written in the cabinet; and, if that were so, it must be differently 
judged, and handled with the more caution. The news-boys, as he 
went, were crying themselves hoarse along the foouvays: “ Special 
edition. Shocking murder of an M.P.” That was the funeral oration 
of one friend and client; and he could not help a certain apprehension 
lest the good name of another should be sucked down in the eddy of the 
scandal. It was, at least, a ticklish decision that he had to make; 
and, self-reliant as he was by habit, he began to cherish a longing for 
advice. It was not to be had directly; but perhaps, he thought, it 
might be fished for. 

Presently after, he sat on one side of his own hearth, with Mr. Guest, 
his head clerk, upon the other, and midway betw'cen, at a nicely cal¬ 
culated distance from the fire, a bottle of particular old wine that had 
long dwelt unsunned in the foundations of his house. The fog still 
slept on the wing above the drowned city, where the lamps glimmered 
like carbuncles; and through the muffle and smother of these fallen 
clouds, the procession of the town’s life was still rolling in through the 
great arteries with a sound as of a mighty wind. But the room was gay 
with firelight. In the bottle the acids were long ago resolved ; the 
imperial dye had softened with time, as the colour grows richer in 
stained windows; and the glow of hot autumn afternoons on hillside 
vineyards was ready to be set free and to disperse the fogs of London. 
Insensibly the lawyer melted. There was no man from whom he 
kept fewer secrets than Mr. Guest; and he was not always sure that 
he kept as many as he meant. Guest had often been on business to the 
doctors : he knew Poole ; he could scarce have failed to hear of Mr. 
Hyde’s familiarity about the house; he might draw conclusions : was 
it not as well, then, that he should see a letter which put that rnystc^ to 
rights ? and, above all, since Guest, being a great student and critic of 
22 
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handwriting, would consider the step natural and obliging ? The clerk, 
besides, was a man of counsel; he would scarce read so strange a 
document without dropping a remark ; and by that remark Mr. 
Utterson might shape his future course. 

“ This is a sad business about Sir Danvers,” he said. 

“ Yes, sir, indeed. It has elicited a great deal of public feeling,” 
returned Guest. “ The man, of course, was mad.” 

“ I should like to hear your views on that,” replied Utterson. “ I 
have a document here in his handwriting ; it is between ourselves, for 
I scarce know what to do about it; it is an ugly business at the best. 
But there it is ; quite in your way : a murderer’s autograph.” 

Guest’s eyes brightened, and he sat down at once and studied it 
with passion. “ No, sir,” he said ; “ not mad ; but it is an odd 
hand.” 

“ And by all accounts a very odd writer,” added the lawyer. 

Just then the servant entered with a note. 

“ Is that from Dr. Jekyll, sir ? ” inquired the clerk. “ I thought 1 
knew the writing. Anjihing private, Mr. Utterson ? ” 

” Only an invitation to dinner. Why ? Do you want to see it ? ” 

“ One moment. I thank you, sir ; ” and the clerk laid the two sheets 
of paper alongside and sedulously compared their contents. “ Thank 
you, sir, he said at last, returning both; ** it’s a very interesting 

autograph.” 

There was a pause during which Mr. Utterson struggled with him¬ 
self. “ Why did you compare them, Guest?” he inquired suddenly. 

“ Well, sir,” returned the clerk, “ there’s a rather singular resem¬ 
blance ; the two hands are in many points identical: only differently 
sloped.” 

“ Rather quaint,” said Utterson. 

“ It is, as you say, rather quaint,” returned Guest. 

“ I wouldn’t speak of this note, you know,” said the master. 

“ No, sir,” said the clerk. “ I understand.” 

But no sooner was Mr. Utterson alone that night, then he locked the 
note into his safe, where it reposed from that time forward. “ What! ” 
he thought. “ Henry Jekyll forge for a murderer ! ” And his blood 
ran cold in his veins. 

Remarkable Incident of Dr. Lanyon 

Time ran on ; thousands of pounds were offered in reward, for the 
death of Sir Danvers was resented as a public injury ; but Mr. Hyde 
had disappeared out of the ken of the police as though he had never 
existed. Much of his past was unearthed, indeed, and all disreputable: 
tales came out of the man’s cruelty, at once so callous and violent, of 
his vile life, of his strange associates, of the hatred that seemed to have 
surrounded his career; but of his present whereabouts, not a whisper. 
From the time he had left the house in Soho on the mommg of me 
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murder, he was simply blotted out; and gradually, as lime drew on, 
Mr. Utterson began to recover from the hotness of his alarm, and to 
grow more at quiet with himself. The death of Sir Danvers was, to 
his w'ay of thinking, more than paid for by the disappearance of Mr. 
Hyde. Now that that evil influence had been withdrawn, a new life 
began for Dr. Jekyll. He came out of his seclusion, renewed relations 
with his friends, became once more their familiar guest and enter¬ 
tainer ; and whilst he had always been knowm for charities, he was now 
no less distinguished for religion. He was busy, he was much in the 
open air, he did good; his face seemed to open and brighten, as if 
with an inward consciousness of service; and for more than two 
months, the doctor was at peace. 

On the 8 th of January Utterson had dined at the doctor’s with a 
small party ; Lanyon had been there ; and the face of the host had 
looked from one to the other as in the old days when the trio were 
inseparable friends. On the 12 th, and again on the 14 th, the door 
was shut against the lawy'er. “ The doctor was confined to the house,” 
Poole said, “ and saw no one.” On the 15 th, he tried again, and was 
again refused ; and having now been used for the last two months to 
see his friend almost daily, he found this return of solitude to weigh 
upon his spirits. The fifth night, he had in Guest to dine with him i 
and the sixth he betook himself to Dr. Lanyon’s. 

There at least he was not denied admittance ; but when he came in, 
he was shocked at the change which had taken place in the doctor’s 
appearance. He had his death-warrant written legibly upon his face. 
The rosy man had grown pale ; his flesh had fallen away; he was 
visibly balder and older ; and yet it was not so much these tokens of 
a swift physical decay that arrested the lawyer’s notice, as a look in the 
eye and quality of manner that seemed to testify to some deep-seated 
terror of the mind. It was unlikely that the doctor should fear death ; 
and yet that was what Utterson was tempted to suspect. ” Yes,” he 
thought; “ he is a doctor, he must know his own state and that his days 
are counted ; and the knowledge is more than he can bear.” And yet 
when Utterson remarked on his ill looks, it was with an air of great 
firmness that Lanyon declared himself a doomed man. 

“ I have had a shock,” he said, " and I shall never recover. It is a 
question of weeks. Well, life has been pleasant; I liked it; yes, sir, 

I used to like it. I sometimes think if we knew all, we should be more 
glad to get away.” 

“ Jekyll is ill, too,” observed Utterson. “ Have you seen him ? ” 

But Lanyon’s face changed, and he held up a trembling band. “ I 
wish to see or hear no more of Dr. Jekyll,” he said, in a loud, unsteady 
voice. “ I am quite done with that person ; and I beg that you wiU 
spare me any allusion to one whom 1 regard as dead.” 

** Tut, tut! ” said Mr. Utterson; and then, after a considerable 
pause, ” Can’t I do an 3 rthing ? ” he inquired. “ We are three very old 
friends, Lanyon j we shall not live to make others.” 
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“ Nothing can be done,” returned Lanyon ; “ ask himself.” 

“ He will not sec me,” said the lawyer. 

” I am not surprised at that,” was the reply. " Some day, Utterson, 
after I am dead, you may perhaps come to learn the right and wrong of 
this. I cannot tell you. And in the meantime, if you can sit and talk 
with me of other things, for God’s sake, stay and do so; but if you 
cannot keep clear of this accursed topic, then, in God’s name, go, for 
I cannot bear it.” 

As soon as he got home, Utterson sat down and wrote to Jckyll, 
complaining of his exclusion from the house, and asking the cause of 
this unhappy break with Lanyon ; and the next day brought him a long 
answer, often very pathetically worded, and sometimes darkly myster¬ 
ious in drift. The quarrel with Lanyon was incurable. “ I do not 
blame our old friend,” Jekyll wrote, “ but I share his view that we must 
never meet. I mean from henceforth to lead a life of extreme seclusion; 
you must not be surprised, nor must you doubt my friendship, if my 
door is often shut even to you. You must suffer me to go my own 
dark way. I have brought on myself a punishment and a danger that 
I cannot name. If I am the chief of sinners, I am the chief of sufferers 
also. I could not think that this earth contained a place for sufferings 
and terrors so unmanning ; and you can do but one thing, Utterson, to 
lighten this destiny, and that is to respect my silence.” Utterson was 
amazed ; the dark influence of Hyde had been withdrawn, the doctor 
had returned to his old tasks and amities ; a week ago, the prospect had 
smiled with every promise of a cheerful and an honoured age; and now 
in a moment, friendship and peace of mind and the whole tenor of his 
life were wrecked. So great and unprepared a change pointed to 
madness ; but in view of Lanyon’s manner and words, there must lie 
for it some deeper ground. 

A week afterwards Dr. Lanyon took to his bed, and in something 
less than a fortnight he was dead. The night after the funeral, at 
which he had been sadly affected, Utterson locked the door of his 
business room, and sitting there by the light of a melancholy candle, 
drew out and set before him an envelope addressed by the hand and 
sealed with the seal of his dead friend. “ Private : for the hands of 
J. G. Utterson alone, and in case of his predecease to be destroyed un¬ 
ready* so it was emphatically superscribed ; and the lawyer dreaded to 
behold the contents. “ I have buried one friend to-day,” he thought: 

what if this should cost me another ? ” And then he condemned 
the fear as a disloyalty, and broke the seal. Within there was another 
enclosure, likewise sealed, and marked upon the cover as “ not to be 
opened till the death or disappearance of Dr. Henry Jekyll.” Utterson 
could not trust his eyes. Yes, it was disappearance ; here again, as in 
the mad will, which he had long ago restored to its author, here again 
were the idea of a disappearance and the name of Henry Jekyll bracketed. 
But in the will, that idea had sprung from the sinister suggestion of the 
man Hyde; it was set there with a purpose all too plain and horrible. 
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Wnttcn by the hand of Lanyon, what should it mean ? A great 
cunosKy^e to the trustee, to disregard the prohibition, and dive at 

Sfh mysteries ; but professional honour and 

were stringent obligations; and the packet 

w curiosity, another to conquer it; and it may 

be doubted if, from that day forth, Utterson desired the society of his 
sumving friend with the same eagerness. He thought of him kindly ; 
but his thoughts were disquieted and fearful. He went to call indeed • 

relieved to be denied admittance ; perhaps, in his 

if doorstep, and sur- 

air and sounds of the open city, rather than to be 
aKi^^d mto that house of voluntary bondage, and to sit and speak 
wi^its mscrutable recluse. Poole had, indeed, no very pleasant news 
to <»mmuni<ate. The doctor, it appeared, now more than ever con- 
tmed himself to the cabmet over the laboratory, where he would 
someumes even sleep : he was out of spirits, he had grown very silent, 
he did not read ; it seemed as if he had something on his mind. Utter- 

fri? imvarying character of these reports, that he 

fell oflfhttle by little m the frequency of his visits. 

Incident at the Window 

It 0 ° Sun^y, when Mr. Utterson was on his usual walk with 

Mr. that their way lay once again through the by-street; and 

door, both stopped to gaze on it. 

WeU, said Enfield, that story’s at an end, at least. We shaU 
never sec more of Mr. Hyde.” 

him “ Did I ever tell you that I once saw 

him, and shared your feelmg of repulsion ? ” 

PnfiiiH ™ impossible to do the one without the other,” returned 

^ • f I V ^ ®*s you must have thought me. 

not to know that tins was a back way to Dr. Jekyll’s ! It was parUy 
your own fault that I found it out, even when I did ” P J 

So you found it out, did you ? ” said Utterson. “ But if that be 

1'®? ^ the windows. To teU 

L * am unc^y about poor JekyU ; and even outside, I feel 

the presence of a fnend might do him good.” 

Yfy a little damp, and full of premature 

^ght, although the sky, high up overhead, was sdU bright with sun- 

5 ® three windows was half-way open ; and 

rting osc beside 1 ^ taking the air with an infinite sadness of mien, 

« ms^,osolate pnsoner, Utterson saw Dr. Tekyll. 

What! JekyU I ” he cried. I trust you arc better.” 

T» ^ 11 ^ very low, Utterson,” replied the doctor drearily; “ very low. 

It wnU not lastlong, thank God.” ^ 

“ You stay too much indoors,” said the lawyer. 


” You should be 
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out, whipping up the circulation, like Mr. Enfield and me. (1 his is 
my cousin—Mr. Enfield—Dr, Jekyll.) Come now; get your hat, 
and take a quick turn with us.” 

” You are very good,” sighed the other. ** I should like to very 
much ; but no, no, no ; it is quite impossible; I dare not. But 
indeed, Utterson, I am very glad to see you ; this is really a great 
pleasure. I would ask you and Mr. Enfield up, but the place is really 
not fit.” 

” Why then,” said the lawyer, good-naturedly, “ the best thing 
we can do is to stay down here, and speak with you from where we are. 

“ That is just what I was about to venture to propose,” returned the 
doctor, with a smile. But the words were hardly uttered, before the 
smile was struck out of his face and succeeded by an expression of such 
abject terror and despair, as froze the very blood of the two gentlemen 
below. They saw it but for a glimpse, for the window was instantly 
thrust down; but that glimpse had been sufficient, and they turned 
and left the court without a word. In silence, too, they traversed ^e 
by-street; and it was not until they had come into a neighbouring 
thoroughfare, where even upon a Sunday there were still some stirrings 
of life, that Mr. Utterson at last turned and looked at his companion. 
They were both pale ; and there was an answering horror in their eyes. 

“ God forgive us ! God forgive us ! ” said Mr. Utterson. 

But Mr. Enfield only nodded his head very seriously, and walked 
on once more in silence. 


The Last Night 

Mr. Utterson was sitting by his fireside one evening after dinner, 
when he was surprised to receive a visit from Poole. 

” Bless me, Poole, what brings you here ? ” he cried; and then, 
taking a sccond look at him, “ What ails you ? ” he added ; “ is the 
doctor ill ? ” 

“ Mr. Unerson,” said the man, " there is something wrong. 

“ Take a scat, and here is a glass of wine for you,” said the lawyer, 
“ Now, take your time, and tell me plainly what you want.” 

" You know the doctor’s ways, sir,” replied Poole, “ and how he 
shuts himself up. Well, he’s shut up again in the cabinet; and I don’t 
like it, sir—I wish I may die if I like it. Mr. Utterson, sir, Vm afraid. ’ 
“ Now, my good man,” said the lavtryer, " be explicit. What are 

you afraid of ? ” . « 1 j jt j* 

” I’ve been afraid for about a week,” returned Poole, doggedly dis¬ 
regarding the question ; and I can bear it no more.” 

The man’s appearance amply bore out his worck j his manner was 
altered for the worse: and except for the moment when he had first 
announced his terror, he had not once looked the U^er m the face. 
Even now, he sat with the glass of wine untested on his knee, Md his eyw 
directed to a comer of the floor. “ I can bear it no more, he repeated. 
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Come, said the lawyer, “ I see you hav'e some good reason, 
Poole ; I see there is something seriously amiss. Try to tell me what 
it is.” 

‘‘ I think there’s been foul play,” said Poole, hoarsely. 

“ Foul play ! ” cried the lawyer, a good deal frightened, and rather 
inclmed to be irritated in consequence. “ What foul play ? What 
does the man mean ? ” 

I darcn t say, sir, was the answer; “ but will you come along with 
me and see for yourself ? ” 

Mr. Unerson’s only answer was to rise and get his hat and great¬ 
coat ; but he observed with wonder the greatness of the relief that 
appeared upon the butler’s face, and perhaps with no less, that the 
wine was still untasted when he set it down to follow. 

It was a wild, cold, seasonable night of March, with a pale moon, 
lying on her back as though the wind had tilted her, and a flying wrack 
of the most diaphanous and lawny texture. The wind made talking 
difficult, and flecked the blood into the face. It seemed to have swept 
the streets unusually bare of passengers, besides; for Mr. Utterson 
thought he had never seen that part of London so deserted. He could 
have wished it otherwise j never in his life had he been conscious of 
so sharp a wish to see and touch his fellow-creatures ; for, struggle as 
he might, there was borne in upon his mind a crushing anticipation of 
calamity. The square, when they got there, was all full of wind and 
dust, and the thin trees in the garden were lashing themselves along the 
railing. Poole, who had kept all the way a pace or two ahead, now 
pulled up in the middle of the pavement, and in spite of the biting 
weather, took off his hat and mopped his brow with a red pocket- 
handkerchief. But for all the hurry of his coming, these were not the 
dews of exertion that he wiped away, but the moisture of some strangling 
anguish; for his face was white, and his voice, when he spoke, harsh 
and broken. 

Well, sir,” he said, “ here we are, and God grant there be nothing 
wrong.” 

“ iGnen, Poole,” said the lawyer. 

Thereupon the servant knocked in a very guarded manner; the 
door was opened on the chain; and a voice asked from within, “ Is 
that you, Poole ? ” 

“ It’s all right,” said Poole. “ Open the door.” 

hall, when they entered it, was brightly lighted up; the fire was 
built high j and about the hearth the whole of the servants, men and 
women, stood huddled together like a flock of sheep. At the sight of 
Mr. Utterson, the housemaid broke into hysterical w him pering; and 
the cook, crymg out, " Bless God! it’s Mr. Utterson,” ran forward 
as if to take him in her arms. 

^ here?” said the lawyer, peevishly. 
Very irregular, very unseemly; your master would be far from 
pleased.” 
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“ They’re all afraid,” said Poole. 

Blank silence followed, no one protesting; only the maid lifted up 
her voice, and now wept loudly. 

“ Hold your tongue ! ” Poole said to her, with a ferocity of accent 
that testified to his own jangled nerves ; and indeed when the girl had 
so suddenly raised the note of her lamentation, they had all started and 
turned towards the inner door with faces of dreadful expectation. 

“ And now,” continued the butler, addressing the knife-boy, “ reach me 
a candle, and wc’ll get this through hands at once.” And then he 
begged Mr. Utterson to follow him, and led the way to the back garden. 

” Now, sir,” said he, “ you come as gently as you can. I want you 
to hear, and I don’t want you to be heard. And see here, sir, if by any 
chance he was to ask you in, don’t go.” 

Mr. Utterson’s nerves, at this unlocked for termination, gave a jerk 
that nearly threw him from his balance ; but he re-coUected his 
courage, and followed the butler into the laboratory building and through 
the surgical theatre, with its lumber of crates and bottles, to the foot 
of the stair. Here Poole motioned him to stand on one side and listen; 
while he himself, setting down the candle and making a great and 
obvious call on his resolution, mounted the steps, and knocked with a 
somewhat uncertain hand on the red baize of the cabinet door. 

“Mr. Utterson, sir, asking to sec you,” he called; and even as he 
did so, once more violently signed to the latvyer to give ear. 

A voice answered from within : “ Tell him I cannot see anyone,” it 
said, complainingly. 

“ Thank you, sir,” said Poole, with a note of something like triumph 
in his voice ; and taking up his candle, he led Mr. Utterson back across 
the yard and into the great kitchen, where the fire was out and the beetles 
were leaping on the floor. 

“ Sir,” he said, looking Mr. Utterson in the eyes, “ was that my 
master’s voice ? ” 

“ It seems much changed,” replied the lawyer, very pale, but giving 
look for look. 

“ Changed ? Well, yes, I think so,” said the butler. ** Have 1 
been uventy years in this man’s house, to be deceived about his voice ? 
No, sir ; master’s made away with; he was made away with, eight days 
ago, when we heard him cry out upon the name of God ; and who*s in 
there instead of him, and tohy it stays there, is a thing that cries to 
Heaven, Mr. Utterson ! ” 

“ This is a very strange tale, Poole; this is rather a wild tale, my 
man,” said Mr. Utterson, biting his finger. “ Suppose it were as you 
suppose, supposing Dr. Jekyll to have been—well, murdered, what 
could induce the murderer to stay ? That won’t hold water; it 
doesn’t commend itself to reason.” 

“ Well, Mr. Utterson, you are a hard man to satisfy, but I’ll do it 
yet,” said Poole. “ All this last week (you must know) him, or it, or 
whatever it is that lives in that cabinet, has been crying night and day 
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for some sort of medicine and cannot get it to his mind. It was some¬ 
times his way—the master’s, that is—to write his orders on a sheet of 
paper and throw it on the stair. We’ve had nothing else this w’eek 
back; nothing but papers, and a closed door, and the very meals left 
there to be smuggled in when nobody was looking. Well, sir, every 
day, ay, and twice and thrice in the same day, there have been orders 
^d complaints, and I have been sent flying to all the wholesale chemists 
in town. Every time I brought the stuff back, there would be another 
paper telling me to return it, because it was not pure, and another order 
to a different firm. This drug is wanted bitter bad, sir, whatever for.” 

“ Have you any of these papers ? ” asked Mr. Utterson. 

Poole felt in his pocket and handed out a crumpled note, which the 
lawyer, bending nearer to the candle, carefully examined. Its con¬ 
tents ran thus : “ Dr. Jekyll presents his compliments to Messrs. Maw. 
He assures them that their last sample is impure and quite useless for 
his present purpose. In the year 18 -, Dr. J. purchased a some¬ 

what large quantity from Messrs. M. He now begs them to search 
with the most sedulous care, and should any of the same quality be left, 
to forward it to him at once. Expense is no consideration. The im¬ 
portance of this to Dr. J. can hardly be exaggerated.” So far the letter 
had run composedly enough ; but here, with a sudden splutter of the 
pen, the writer’s emotion had broken loose. “ For God’s sake,” he 
had added, “ find me some of the old.” 

“ This is a strange note,” said Mr. Utterson ; and then, sharply, 
“ How do you come to have it open ? ” 

“ The man at Maw’s was main angry, sir, and he threw it back to me 
like so much dirt,” returned Poole. t 

“ This is unquestionably the doctor’s hand, do you know ? ” re¬ 
sumed the lawyer. 

“ I thought it looked like it,” said the servant; rather sulkily; and 
then, with another voice, “ But what matters hand of write ? ” he said. 

“ I’ve seen him ! ” 

‘I Seen him ? ” repeated Mr. Utterson. “ Well ? ” 

“ That’s it! ” said Poole. “ It was this way. I came suddenly 
into the theatre from the garden. It seems he had slipped out to look 
for this drug, or whatever it is; for the cabinet door was open, and there 
he was at the far end of the room, digging among the crates. He 
looked up when I came in, gave a kind of cry, and whipped upstairs 
into the cabinet. It was but for one minute that I saw him, but the 
hair stood upon my head like quills. Sir, if that was my master, why 
iud he a mask upon his face ? If it was my master, why did he cry out 
like a rat, and run from me ? I have served him long enough. And 
then . . the man paused, and passed his hand over his face. 

“ These are all very strange circumstances,” said Mr. Utterson, ‘‘ but 
I think I b^in to see daylight. Your master, Poole, is plainly seized 
with one of those maladies that both torture and deform the sufferer; 
hence, for aught I know, the alteration of his voice; hence the mask 
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and his avoidance of his friends ; hence his eagerness to find this drug, 
by means of which the poor soul retains some hope of ultimate recovery 
—God grant that he be not deceived ! There is my explanation; it 
is sad enough, Poole, ay, and appalling to consider ; but it is plain.and 
natural, hangs well together, and dehvers us from all exorbitant alarms.” 

“ Sir,” said the butler, turning to a sort of mottled pallor, “ that thing 
was not my master, and there’s the truth. My master ”—here he 
looked round him, and began to whisper—“ is a tall fine build of a 
man, and this was more of a dwarf.” Utterson attempted to protest. 
“ O, sir,” cried Poole, “ do you think I do not know my master after 
twenty years ? do you think I do not know where his head comes to in 
the cabinet door, where I saw him every morning of my life ? No, 
sir, that thing in the mask was never Dr. Jekyli—God knows what it 
was, but it was never Dr. Jekyli; and it is the belief of my heart that 
there was murder done.” 

“ Poole,” replied the lawyer, “ if you say that, it will become my duty 
to make certain. Much as I desire to spare your master’s feelings, 
much as I am puzzled by this note, which seems to prove him to be still 
alive, 1 shall consider it my duty to break in that door.” 

“ Ah, Mr. Utterson, that’s talking ! ” cried the butler. 

“ And now comes the second question,” resumed Utterson : “ Who 
is going to do it ^ ” 

“ Why, you and me, sir,” was the undaunted reply. 

That is very well said,” returned the lawyer ; ** and whatever 
comes of it, I shall make it my business to see you are no loser.” 

” There is an axe in the theatre,” continued Poole ; ” and you might 
take the kitchen poker for yourself.” , 

The lawyer took that rude but weighty instrument into his hand, 
and balanced it. “ Do you know, Poole,” he said, looking up, ” that 
you and 1 arc about to place ourselves in a position of some peril ? ” 

” You may say so, sir, indeed,” returned die buder. 

” It is well, then, that we should be frank,” said the other. ” We 
both think more than we have said ; let us make a clean breast. This 
masked figure that you saw, did you recognise it ? ” 

“ Well, sir, it went so quick, and the creature was so doubled up, 
that I could hardly swear to that,” was the answer. But if you mean, 
was it Mr. Hyde ?—why, yes, I think it was I You see, it was much 
of the same bigness -y and it had the same quick light way with it; and 
then who else could have got in by the laboratory door ? You have not 
forgot, sir, that at the time of the murder he had still the key with him ? 
But that’s not all. I don’t know, Mr. Utterson, if ever you met this 
Mr. Hyde ? ” 

” Yes,” said the lawyer, “ I once spoke with him.” 

“ Then you must Imow, as well as the rest of us, that there was 
something queer about that gendeman—something that ^ve a man a 
turn—I don’t know righdy how to say it, sir, beyond this: that you 
felt it in your marrow—kind of cold and thin.” 
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“ I own I felt something of what you describe,” said Mr. Utterson. 

” Quite so, sir,” returned Poole. “ Well, when that masked thing 
like a monkey jumped from among the chemicals and whipped into the 
cabinet, it went down my spine like ice. O, I know it’s not evidence, 
Mr. Utterson ; I’m book-learned enough for that; but a man has his 
feelings ; and I give you my Bible-word it was Mr. Hyde ! ” 

“ Ay, ay,” said the lauyer. ” My fears incline to the same point. 
Evil, I fear, founded—evil was sure to come—of that connection. Ay, 
truly, I believe you ; I believe poor Harry is killed ; and I believe his 
murderer (for what purpose, God alone can tell) is still lurking in his 
victim’s room. WcU, let our name be vengeance. Call Bradshaw.” 

The footman came at the summons, very white and nervous. 

“ Pull yourself together, Bradshaw,” said the lawyer. “ This 
suspense, I know, is telling upon all of you; but it is now our intention 
to m^e an end of it. Poole, here, and I are going to force our way into 
the cabinet. If all is well, my shoulders are broad enough to bear the 
blame. Meanwhile, lest anything should really be amiss, or any male- 
fartor seek to escape by the back, you and the boy must go round the 
comer with a pair of good sticks, and take your post at the laboratory 
door. We give you ten minutes to get to your stations.” 

As Bradshaw left, the lawyer looked at his watch. ” And now, 
Poole, let us get to ours,” he said ; and taking the poker under his arm, 
he led the way into the yard. The scud had banked over the moon, 
and it was now quite dark. The wind, which only broke in puffs and 
draughts into that deep well of building, tossed the light of the candle 
to and fro about their steps, until they came into the shelter of the 
theatre, where they sat down silently to wait. London hummed 
solemnly all around ; but nearer at hand, the stillness was only broken 
by the sound of a footfall moving to and fro along the cabinet Boor. 

“ So it will walk all day, sir,” whispered Poole ; “ ay, and the better 
part of the night. Only when a new sample comes from the chemist, 
there’s a bit of a break. Ah, it’s an ill conscience that’s such an enemy 
to rest! Ah, sir, there’s blood foully shed in every step of it! But hark 
again, a little closer—put your heart in your ears, Mr. Utterson, and 
tell me, is that the doctor’s foot ? ” 

The steps fell lightly and oddly, with a certain swing, for all they 
went so slowly ; it was different indeed from the heavy creaking tread 
of Henry Jekyll. Utterson sighed. “ Is there never anything else ? ” 
he asked. 

Poole nodded. “ Once,” he said. “ Once 1 heard it weeping ! ” 
Weeping ? how that ? ” said the lawyer, conscious of a sudden 
chill of horror. 

“ Weeping like a woman or a lost soul,” said the butler. I came 
away with that upon my heart, that I could have wept too.” 

But now the ten minutes drew to an end. Poole disinterred the axe 
from under a stack of packing straw; the candle was set upon the 
nearest table to light them to the attack j and they drew near with bated 
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breath to where that patient foot was still going up and down in the 
quiet of the night. 

“ Jekyll,” cried Unerson, with a loud voice, “ I demand to see you,” 
He paused a moment, but there came no reply. “ I give you fair 
warning, our suspicions arc aroused, and I must and shall see you,” he 
resumed ; “ if not by fair means, then by foul—if not of your consent, 
then by brute force ! ” 

” Utterson,” said the voice, “ for God’s sake have mercy ! ” 

“ Ah, that’s not Jekyll’s voice—it’s Hyde’s ! ” cried Utterson. 
“ Down with the door, Poole ! ” 

Poole swung the axe over his shoulder ; the blow shook the building, 
and the red baize door leaped against the lock and hinges. A dismal 
screech, as of mere animal terror, rang from the cabinet. Up went 
the axe again, and again the panels crashed and the frame bounded; 
four times the blow fell; but the wood was tough and the fittings were 
of excellent workmanship ; and it was not until the fifth, that the lock 
burst in sunder, and the wreck of the door fell inwards on the carpet. 

The besiegers, appalled by their own riot and the stillness that had 
succeeded, stood back a little and peered in. There lay the cabinet 
before their eyes in the quiet lampli^t, a good fire glowing and chatter¬ 
ing on the hearth, the kettle singing its thin strain, a drawer or two 
open, papers neatly set forth on the business table, and nearer the fire, 
the things laid out for tea : the quietest room, you would have said, 
and, but for the glazed presses full of chemicals, the most commonplace 
that night in London. 

Right in the midst there lay the body of a man sorely contorted and 
still twitching. They drew near on tiptoe, turned it on his back, and 
beheld the face of Edward Hyde. He was dressed in clothes far too 
large for him, clothes of the doctor’s bigness j the cords of his face still 
moved with a semblance of life, but life was quite gone; and by the 
crushed phial in the hand and the strong smell of kernels that hung upon 
the air, Utterson knew that he was looking on the body of a self-destroyer. 

“We have come too late,” he said sternly, “whether to save or 
punish. Hyde is gone to his account j and it only remains for us to 
find the body of your master.” 

The far greater proportion of the building was occupied by the 
theatre, which filled almost the whole ground storey, and was lighted 
from above, and by the cabinet, which formed an upper storey at one 
end and looked upon the court. A corridor joined the theatre to the 
door on the by-street; and with this, the cabinet communicated separ¬ 
ately by a second flight of stairs. There were besides a few dark closets 
and a spacious cellar. All these they now thoroughly examined. Each 
closet needed but a glance, for all were empty, and by the dust that 
fell from their doors, had stood long tmopened. (The cellar, indeed, 
was filled with crazy lumber, mostly dating from the times of the sur¬ 
geon who was JekyU’s predecessor; but even as they opened the door, 
they were advertised of the uselessness of further search, by the fall of 
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a perfect mat of cobweb which had for years sealed up the entrance. 
Nowhere was there any trace of Henry Jekyll, dead or alive. 

Poole stamped on the flags of the corridor. He must be buried 
here,” he said, hearkening to the sound. 

“ Or he may have fled,” said Utterson, and he turned to examine 
the door in the by-street. It was locked ; and lying near by on the 
flags, they found the key, already stained with rust. 

“ This does not look like use,” observed the Ia\v>'er. 

“ Use ! ” echoed Poole. “ Do you not see, sir, it is broken ? much 
as if a man bad stamped on it.” 

“ Ah,” continued Utterson, “ and the fractures, too, are rusty.” 
The two men looked at each other with a scare. “ This is beyond me, 
Poole,” said the lawyer. “ Let us go back to the cabinet.” 

They mounted the stair in silence, and still, with an occasional awe¬ 
struck glance at the dead body, proceeded more thoroughly to examine 
the contents of the cabinet. At one table, there were traces of 
chemical work, various measured heaps of some white salt being laid on 
glass saucers, as though for an experiment in which the unhappy man 
had been prevented. 

“ That is the same drug that I was always bringing him,” said 
Poole ; and even as he spoke, the kettle with a startling noise boiled 
over. 

This brought them to the fireside, where the easy-chair was drawn 
cosily up, and the tea things stood ready to the sitter’s elbow, the very 
sugar in the cup. There were several books on a shelf; one lay beside 
the tea things open, and Utterson was amazed to find it a copy of a 
pious work, for which Jekyll had several times expressed a great esteem, 
annotated, in his own hand, with startling blasphemies. 

Next, in the course of their review of the chamber, the searchers 
came to the cheval-glass, into whose depth they looked with an in¬ 
voluntary horror. But it was so turned as to show them no thin g but the 
rosy glow playing on the roof, the fire sparkling in a hundred repetitions 
along the glazed front of the presses, and their own pale and fearful 
cotmtenanccs stooping to look in. 

“ This glass has seen some strange things, sir,” whispered Poole. 

“ And surely none stranger than itself,”- echoed the lawyer, in the 
same tone. “ For what did Jekyll ”—he caught himself up at the word 
with a start, and then conquering the weakness : " what could Jekyll 
want with it ? ” he said. 

“ You may say that! ” said Poole. 

Next they turned to the business table. On the desk among the neat 
array of papers, a large envelope was uppermost, and bore, in the doctor’s 
hand, the name of Mr. Utterson. The lawyer unsealed it, and several 
enclosures fell to the floor. The first was a will, drawn in the same 
eccentric terms as the one which he bad returned six months before, 
to serve as a testament in case of death and as a deed of gift in case of 
disappearance; but in place of the name of Edward Hyde, the lawyer. 



66 o 


DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE 


with indescribable amazement, read the name of Gabriel John Urterson. 
He looked at Poole, and then back at the papers, and last of all at the 
dead malefactor stretched upon the carpet. 

“ My head goes round,” he said. “ He has been all these days in 
possession ; he had no cause to like me ; he must have raged to see 
himself displaced ; and he has not destroyed this document.” 

He caught the next paper ; it was a brief note in the doctor’s hand, 
and dated at the top. “O Poole!” the lawyer cried, “he was alive and 
here this day. He cannot have been disposed of in so short a space ; he 
must be still alive, he must have fled ! And then, why fled ? and how ? 
and in that case can we venture to declare this suicide ? O, we must 
be careful. I foresee that we may yet involve your master in some dire 
catastrophe.” 

“ Why don’t you read it, sir ? ” asked Poole. 

“ Because I fear,” replied the lawyer, solemnly. “ God grant I 
have no cause for it 1 ” And with that he brought the paper to his 
eyes, and read as follows :— 

“ My dear Unerson,—When this shall fall into your hands, I shall 
have disappeared, under what circumstances I have not the penetration 
to foresee ; but my instincts and all the circumstances of my nameless 
situation tell me that the end is sure and must be early. Go then, and 
first read the narrative which Lanyon warned me he was to place in 
your hands ; and if you care to hear more, turn to the confession of 

“ Your unworthy and unhappy friend, 

“ Henry Jbkyll.” 

“ There was a third enclosure ? ” asked Utterson. 

“ Here, sir,” said Poole, and gave into his hands a considerable 
packet sealed in several places. 

The lawyer put it in his pocket. “ I would say nothing of this 
paper. If your master has fled or is dead, we may at least save his 
credit. It is now ten; I must go home and read these documents in 
quiet; but I shall be back before midnight, when we shall send for 
the police.” 

They went out, locking the door of the theatre behind themand 
Utterson, once more leaving the servants gathered about the &e in the 
hall, trudged back to his office to read the two narratives in which 
this mystery was now to be explained. 
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Dr. Lanyon’s Narrative 

On the ninth of January, now four days ago, I received by the evening 
delivery a registered envelope, addressed in the hand of my colleague 
and old school-companion, Henry Jekyll. I was a good dejil surprised 
by this ; for we were by no means in the habit of correspondence ; I 
had seen the man, dined with him, indeed, the night before ; and I 
could imagine nothing in our intercourse that should justify the 
formality of registration. The contents increased my wonder ; for 
this is how the letter ran ;— 

“ loth December, i8— 

“ Dear Lanyon—You are one of my oldest friends ; and although we 
may have differed at times on scientific questions, I cannot remember, 
at least on my side, any break in our affection. There was never a day 
when, if you had said to me, ‘ Jekyll, my life, my honour, my reason, 
depend upon you,’ I would not have sacrificed my fortune or my left 
hand to help you. Lanyon, my life, my honour, my reason, are all at 
your mercy ; if you fail me to-night, I am lost. You might suppose, 
after this preface, that I am going to ask you for something dishonour¬ 
able to grant. Judge for yourself. 

“ I want you to postpone all other engagements for to-night—ay, 
even if you were summoned to the bedside of an emperor i to take a 
cab, unless your carriage should be actually at the door ; and, with this 
letter in your hand for consultation, to drive straight to my house. 
Poole, my butler, has his orders; you will find him waiting your 
arrival with a locksmith. The door of my cabinet is then to be forced j 
and you are to go in alone ; to open the glazed press (letter £) on the 
left hand, breaking the lock if it be shut; and to draw out, with all its 
contents as they stand, the fourth drawer from the top or (which is the 
same thing) third from the bottom. In my extreme distress of 
mind, 1 have a morbid fear of misdirecting you; but even if 1 am in 
error, you may know the right drawer by its contents : some powders, 
a phial, and a paper book. This drawer 1 beg of you to carry back with 
you to Cavendish Square exactly as it stands. 

“ That is the first part of the service: now for the second. You 
should be back, if you set out at once on the receipt of this, long before 
midnight; but 1 leave you that amount of margin, not only in the 
fear of one of those obstacles that can neither be prevented nor foreseen, 
but because an hour when your servants are in bed is to be preferred for 
what will then re main to do. At midnight, then, 1 have to ask you to 
be alone in your consulting room, to admit with your own hand into 
the house a man who will present himself in my name, and to place in his 
hands the drawer that you will have brought with you from my cabinet. 
Then you will have played your part, and earned my gratitude com¬ 
pletely. Five minutes afterwards, if you insist upon an explanation, 
you will have imderstood that these arrangements are of capital im¬ 
portance ; and that by the n^ect of one of them, fantastic as they 
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must appear, you might have charged your conscience with my death 
or the shipwreck of my reason. 

“ Confident as I am that you will not trifle with this appeal, my heart 
sinks and my band trembles at the bare thought of such a possibility. 
Think of me at this hour, in a strange place, labouring under a black¬ 
ness of distress that no fancy can exaggerate, and yet well aware that, 
if you will but punctually serve me, my troubles will roll away like a 
story that is told. Serve me, my dear Lanyon, and save 

“ Your friend, 

“ H.J. 

“ P.S.—I had already sealed this up when a fresh terror struck upon 
my soul. It is possible that the post office may fail me, and this letter 
not come into your hands until to-morrow morning. In that case, 
dear Lanyon, do my errand when it shall be most convenient for you 
in the course of tlie day ; and once more expect my messenger at mid¬ 
night. It may then already be too late; and if that night passes 
without event, you will know that you have seen the last of Henrv 
JekyU.” 

Upon the reading of this letter, I made sure my colleague was in¬ 
sane ; but till that was proved beyond the possibility of doubt, I felt 
bound to do as he requested. The less 1 understood of thi<s farrago, 
the less I was in a position to judge of its importance ; and an appeal 
so worded could not be set aside without a grave responsibility. I 
rose accordingly from table, got into a hansom, and drove straight to 
Jekyll’s house. The butler was awaiting my arrival; he had received 
by the same post as mine a registered letter of instruction, and had sent 
at once for a locksmith and a carpenter. The tradesmen while 
we were yet speaking ; and we moved in a body to old Dr. Denman’s 
surgical theatre, from which (as you are doubdess aware) Jckyll’s 
private cabinet is most conveniendy entered. The door was very 
strong, the lock excellent; the carpenter avowed he would have great 
trouble, and have to do much damage, if force were to be used; and 
the locksmith was near despair. But this last was a handy fellow, and 
after two hours’ work, the door stood open. The press marked E 
was unlocked ; and I took out the drawer, had it filled up with straw 
and tied in a sheet, and returned with it to Cavendish Square. 

Here I proceeded to examine its contents. The powders were neatly 
enough made up, but not with the nicety of the dispensing chemist; 
so that it was plain they were of Jekyll’s private manufacture; and 
when 1 opened one of the wrappers, 1 foimd what seemed to me a simple 
crystalline salt of a white colour. The phial, to which I next turned 
my anention, might have been about half full of a blood-red liquor, 
which was highly pungent to the sense of smell, and seemed to me to 
contain phosphorus and some volatile ether. At the other ingredients 
1 could make no guess. The book was an ordinary version book, 
and contained little but a scries of dates. These covered a period of 
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many years ; but I observed that the entries ceased nearly a year ago, 
and quite abruptly. Here and there a brief remark was appended to a 
date, usuaUy no more than a single word : “ double ” occurring per¬ 
haps six tim^ in a total of several hundred entries ; and once very 
early in the list, and followed by several marks of exclamation, “ total 
failure ! ! ! ” All this, though it whetted my curiosity, told me little 
that was definite. Here were a phial of some tincture, a paper of some 
salt, and^the record of a series of experiments that had led (like too many 
of Jekyll’s investigations) to no end of practical usefulness. How could 
the presence of these articles in my house affect either the honour, the 
samty, or the life of my flighty colleague ? If his messenger could go 
to one place, why could he not go to another ? And even granting some 
impediment, why was this gentleman to be received by me in secret ? 
The more I reflected, the more convinced I grew that I was dealing 
with a case of cerebral disease ; and though I dismissed my servants to 
bed, I loaded an old revolver, that I might be found in some posture 
of self-defence. 

Twelve o clock had scarce rung out over London, ere the knocker 
sounded very gently on the door. I went myself at the summons, and 
found a small man crouching against the pillars of the portico. 

“ Are you come from Dr. J^U ? ” I asked. 

He told me “ yes ” by a constrained gesture; and when I had bidden 
him enter, he did not obey me without a searching backward glance into 
the darkness of the square. There was a policeman not far off, ad¬ 
vicing with his bull’s-eye open ; and at the sight, I thought my 
visitor started and made greater haste. 

These particulars struck me, I confess, disagreeably; and as I followed 
him mto the bright light of the consulting room, I kept my hand ready 
on my weapon. Here, at last, I had a chance of clearly seeing him. I 
had never set eyes on him before, so much was certain. He was small, 
I have ^d ; I was struck besides with the shocking expression of his 
fycCj with his remarkable combination of great muscular activity and 
^eat apparent debili^ of constitution, and—last but not least—with 
the odd, subjective disturbance caused by his neighbourhood. This 
bore some r^emblance to incipient rigor, and was accompanied by a 
m^ked smking of the pulse. At the time, 1 set it down to some 
imosyncratic, personal distaste, and merely wondered at the acuteness 
of the symptoms ; but 1 have since had reason to believe the cause to 
he much deeper in the nature of man, and to turn on some nobler hinge 
than the principle of hatred. 

This person (who had thus, from the first moment of his entrance, 
struck in me what I can only describe as a disgustful curiosity) was 
messed m a fashion that would have made an ordinary person laughable; 
his clothes, that is to say, although they were of rich and sober fabric, 
were enormously too large for him in every measurement—the trousers 
hanging on his legs and rolled up to keep them from the ground, the 
waist of the coat below his haunches, and thg collar sprawling wide 
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upon his shoulders. Strange to relate, this ludicrous accoutrement 
was far from moving me to laughter. Rather, as there was something 
abnormal and misbegotten in the very essence of the creature that now 
faced me—something seizing, surprising and revolting—this fresh 
disparity seemed but to fit in with and to reinforce it; so that to my 
interest in the man’s nature and character, there was added a curiosity 
as to his origin, his life, his fortune and status in the world. 

These observations, though they have taken so great a space to be 
set down in, were yet the work of a few seconds. My visitor, was 
indeed, on fixe with sombre excitement. 

“Have you got it?” he cried. “Have you got it?” and so 
lively was his impatience that he even laid his hand upon my arm and 
sought to shake me. 

I put him back, conscious at his touch of a certain icy pang along my 
blood. “ Come, sir,” said I. ” You forget that I have not yet the 
pleasure of your acquaintance. Be seated, if you please.” And I 
showed him an example, and sat down myself in ray customary seat 
and with as fair an imitation of my ordinary manner to a patient, as 
the lateness of the hour, the nature of my preoccupations, and the horror 
I had of my visitor, would suffer me to muster. 

“ I beg your pardon, Dr. Lanyon,” he replied, civilly enough. 
“ What you say is very well founded ; and my impatience has shown 
its heels to my politeness. I come here at the instance of your colleague, 
Dr. Henry Jekyll, on a piece of business of some moment; and 1 
understood . . he paused and put his hand to his throat, and I 
could see, in spite of his collected manner, that he was wrestling 
against the approaches of the hysteria—I understood, a drawer. . . .” 

But here 1 took pity on my visitor’s suspense, and some perhaps on 
my own growing curiosity. 

“ There it is, sir,” said I, pointing to the drawer, where it lay on the 
floor behind a table, and still covered with the sheet. 

He sprang to it, and then paused, and laid his hand upon his heart; 
1 could hear his teeth grate with the convulsive action of his jaws ; and 
his face was so ghastly to see that 1 grew alarmed both for his life and 
reason. 

“ Compose yourself,” said I. 

He turned a dreadffU smile to me, and, as if with the decision of 
despair, plucked away the sheet. At sight of the contents, he uttered 
one loud sob of such immense relief that 1 sat petrified. And the next 
moment, in a voice that was already fairly well under control, “ Have 
you a graduated glass ? ” he asked. 

I rose from my place with something of an effort, and gave him 
what he asked. 

He thanked me with a smiling nod, measured* out a few minims of 
the red tincture and added one of the powders. The mixture, which 
was at first of a reddish hue, began, in proportion as the crystals 
melted, to brighten in colour, to ^ervesce audibly, and to throw off* 
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small fumes of vapour. Suddenly, and at the same moment, the 
ebullition ceased, and the compound changed to a dark purple, which 
faded again more slowly to a watery green. My visitor, who had 
watched these metamorphoses with a keen eye, smiled, set down the 
glass upon the table, and then turned and looked upon me with an air 
of scrutiny. 

“ And now,” said he, “ to settle what remains. Will you be wise ? 
will you be guided ? will you suffer me to take this glass in my hand, 
and to go forth from your bouse without further parley ? or has the 
greed of curiosity too much command of you ? Think before you 
answer, for it shall be done as you decide. As you decide, you shall 
be left as you were before, and neither richer nor wiser, unless the 
sense of service rendered to a man in mortal distress may be counted as 
a kind of riches of the soul. Or, if you shall so prefer to choose, a new 
province of knowledge and new avenues to fame and power shall be 
laid open to you, here, in this room, upon the instant; and your sight 
shall be blasted by a prodigy to stagger the unbelief of Satan.” 

“ Sir,” said I, affecting a coolness that I was far from truly possessing, 
“ you speak enigmas, and you will perhaps not wonder that I hear you 
with no very strong impression of belief. But I have gone too far in the 
way of inexplicable services to pause before I see the end.” 

“ It is weU,” replied my visitor. " Lanyon, you remember your 
vows: what follows is under the seal of our profession. And now, 
you who have so long been bound to the most narrow and material 
views, you who have denied the virtue of transcendental medicine, you 
who have derided your superiors—behold ! ” 

He put the glass to his bps, and drank at one gulp. A cry followed ; 
he reeled, staggered, clutched at the table and held on, staring with 
injected eyes, gasping with open mouth ; and as I looked, there came, 
I thought, a change—he seemed to swell—his face became suddenly 
black, and the features seemed to melt and alter—and the next moment 
I had sprung to my feet and leaped back against the wall, my arm raised 
to shield me from that prodigy, my min d submerged in terror. 

“ O God ! ” I screamed, and “ O God ! ” again and again ; for there 
before my eyes—pale and shaken, and half-fainting, and groping before 
him with his biads, like a man restored from death—there stood 
Hemy Jekyll! 

What he told me in the next hour I cannot bring my mind to set on 
paper. I saw what I saw, I heard what 1 heard, and my soul sickened 
at it; and yet, now when that sight has faded from my eyes I ask myself 
if I believe it, and I cannot answer. My life is shaken to its roots; 
sleep has left me; the deadliest terror sits by me at all hours of the day 
and night; I feel that my days are numbered, and that I must die; 
and yet I shall die incredulous. As for the moral turpitude that man 
unveiled to me, even with tears of penitence, I cannot, even in memory, 
dwell on it without a start of horror. 1 will say but one thing, Utterson, 
and that (if you can bring your mind to credit it) will be more than 
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enough. The creature who crept into my house that night was, on 
Jekyll’s own confession, known by the name of Hyde and hunted for in 
every comer of the land as the murderer of Carew. 

Hastie Lanyon. 


Henry Jekyll’s Full Statement of the Case 

I was born in the year i8-to a large fortune, endowed besides with 

excellent parts, inclined by nature to industry, fond of the respect of the 
wise and good among my fellow-men, and thus, as might have been 
supposed, with every guarantee of an honourable and distinguished 
future. And indeed, the worst of my faults was a certain impatient 
gaiety of disposition, such as has made the happiness of many, but such 
as 1 found it hard to reconcile with my imperious desire to carry my 
head high, and wear a more than commonly grave countenance before 
the public. Hence it came about that I concealed my pleasures ; and 
that when I reached years of reflection, and began to look round me, and 
take stock of my progress and position in the world, I stood already 
committed to a profound duplicity of life. Many a man would have 
even blazoned such irregularities as I was guilty of; but from the high 
views that I had set before me, 1 regarded and hid Acm with an almost 
morbid sense of shame. It was thus rather the exacting nature of my 
aspirations, than any particular degradation in my faults, that made me 
what I was, and, with even a deeper trench than in the majority of men, 
severed in me those provinces of good and ill which divide and com¬ 
pound man’s dual nature. In this case, I was driven to reflect deeply 
and inveterately on that hard law of life, which lies at the root of 
religion, and is one of the most plentiful springs of distress. Though 
so profoimd a double-dealer, I was in no sense a hypocrite ; both sides 
of me were in dead earnest; I was no more myself when 1 laid aside 
restraint and plunged in shame, than when I laboured, in the eye of 
day, at the fii^erance of knowledge or the relief of sorrow and suffer¬ 
ing. And it chanced that the direction of my scientifle studies, which 
led wholly towards the mystic and the transcendental, reacted and shed 
a strong light on this consciousness of the perenni^ war among my 
members. With every day, and from both sides of my intelligence, the 
moral and the intellectual, I thus drew steadily nearer to that truth, by 
whose partial discovery I have been doomed to such a dreadful sUp- 
wreck : that man is not truly one, but truly two. I say two, bemuse 
the state of my own knowledge does not pass beyond that point. 
Others will follow, others will outstrip me on the same lines; and 
hazard the guess that man will be ultimately known for a mere poUty 
of multifarious, incongruous and independent denizens. I, for my 
part, from the nature of my life, advanced infidlibly in one direction, 
and in one direction only. It was on the moral side, and in my own 
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person, that I learned to recognise the thorough and primitive duality 
of man ; I saw that, of the two natures that contended in the field of 
my consciousness, even if I could rightly be said to be either, it was 
only because I was radically both; and from an early date, even before 
the course of my scientific discoveries had begun to suggest the most 
naked possibihty of such a miracle, I had learned to dwell with pleasure, 
as a beloved daydream, on the thought of the separation of these ele¬ 
ments. If each, I told myself, could but be housed in separate identi¬ 
ties, life would be relieved of all that was unbearable ; the unjust might 
go his way, delivered from the aspirations and remorse of his more 
upright twin ; and the just could walk steadfastly and securely on his 
upward path, doing the good things in which he found his pleasure, 
and no longer exposed to disgrace and penitence by the hands of this 
extraneous evil. It was the curse of mankind that these incongruous 
faggots were thus bound together—that in the agonised womb of 
consciousness, these p>olar twins should be continuously struggling. 
How, then, were they dissociated ? 

I was so far in my reflections, when, as I have said, a sidelight began 
to shine upon the subjea from the laboratory table. I began to per¬ 
ceive more deeply Aan it has ever yet been stated, the trembling 
immateriality, the mist-like transcience, of this seemingly so solid body 
in which we walk attired. Certain agents I found to have the power to 
shake and to pluck back that fleshly vestment, even as a wind might 
toss the curtains of a pavilion. For two good reasons, I will not enter 
deeply into this scientific branch of my confession. First, because I 
have been made to learn that the doom and burthen of our life is bound 
for ever on man’s shoulders; and when the attempt is made to cast it 
oflf, it but returns upon us with more unfamiliar and more awful 
prMsure. Second, because, as my narrative will make, alas ! too 
evident, my discoveries were incomplete. Enough, then, that I not only 
recogmsed my natural body from the mere aura and eflulgencc of certain 
of the powers that made up my spirit, but managed to compound a 
drug by which these powers should be dethroned from their supremacy, 
and a second form and countenance substituted* none the less natural 
to me because they were the expression, and bore the stamp, of lower 
elements in my soul. 

1 hesitated long before I put this theory to the test of practice. I 
knew well that I risked death j for any drug that so potently controlled 
and shook the very fortress of identity, might by the least scruple of an 
overdose or at the least inopportunity in the moment of exhibition, 
utterly blot out that immaterial tabernacle which 1 looked to it to 
change. But the temptation of a discovery so singular and profound, 
at last overcame the suggestions of alarm. I had long since prepared 
my tmeture ; I purchased at once, from a firm of wholesale chemists, 
a ^gc quantity of a particular salt, which I knew, from my experiments, 
to be the last ingredient requir^; and, late one accursed night, I 
compoimded the elements, watched them boil and smoke together in 
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the glass, and when the ebullition had subsided, with a strong glow of 
courage, drank off the potion. 

The most racking pangs succeeded : a grinding in the bones, deadly 
nausea, and a horror of the spirit that cannot be exceeded at the hour 
of birth or death. Then these agonies began swiftly to subside, and I 
came to myself as if out of a great sickness. There was something 
strange in my sensations, something indescribably new, and, from its 
very novelty, incredibly sweet. I felt younger, lighter, happier in 
body ; within I was conscious of a heady recklessness, a current of 
disordered sensual images running like a mill-race in ray fancy, a 
solution of the bonds of obligation, an unknown but not an innocent 
freedom of the soul. I knew myself, at the first breath of this ne\y life, 
to be more wicked, tenfold more wicked, sold a slave to my original 
evil ; and the thought, in that moment, braced and delighted me like 
wine. I stretched out my hands, exulting in the freshness of these 
sensations ; and in the act, I was suddenly aware that I had lost in 
stature. 

There was no mirror, at that date, in my room ; that which stands 
beside me as I write was brought there later on, and for the very pur¬ 
pose of those transformations. The night, however, was far gone 
into the morning—the morning, black as it was, was nearly ripe for 
the conception of the day—the inmates of my house were locked in 
the most rigorous hours of slumber; and I determined, flushed, as I 
was with hope and tnimph, to venture in my new shape as far as to my 
bedroom. I crossed the yard, wherein the constellations looked down 
upon me, I could have thought, with wonder, the first creature of that 
sort that their unsleeping vigilance had yet disclosed to them; I stole 
through the corridors, a stranger in my own house ; and coming to 
my room, I saw for the first time the appearance of Edward Hyde. 

I must here speak by theory alone, saying not that which I know, 
but that which I suppose to be most probable. The evil side of my 
nature, to which I had now transferred the stamping efficacy, was less 
robust and less developed than the good which I had just deposed. 
Again, in the course my life, which had been, after all, nine-tenths 
a life of effort, virtue and control, it had been much less exercised and 
much less exhausted. And hence, as 1 think, it came about that 
Edward Hyde was so much smaller, slighter, and younger than Henry 
Jekyll. Even as good shone upon the countenance of the one, evil was 
written broadly and plainly on the face of the other. Evil besides 
(which I must still believe to be the lethal side of man) had left on that 
body an imprint of deformity and decay. And yet when I looked upon 
that ugly idol in the glass, I was conscious of no repugnance, rather of a 
leap of welcome. This, too, was myself. It seemed natural and 
human. In my eyes it bore a livelier image of the spirit, it seemed more 
express and single, than the imperfect and divided countenance I had 
been hitherto accustomed to call mine. And in so far I was doubtless 
right. I have observed that when I wore the semblance of Edward 
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Hyde, none couid come near to me at first without a visible misgiving 
of the flesh. This, as I take it, was because all human beings, as we 
meet them, are commingled out of good and evil: and Edward Hyde, 
alone, in the ranks of mankind, was pure evil. 

I lingered but a moment at tlie mirror : the second and conclusive 
experiment had yet to be attempted; it yet remained to be seen if I 
had lost my identity beyond redemption and must flee before daylight 
from a house that was no longer mine : and hurrjdng back to my 
cabinet, I once more prepared and drank the cup, once more suffered 
the pangs of dissolution, and came to myself once more with the 
character, the stature, and the face of Henry Jekyll. 

That night I had come to the fatal cross-roads. Had I approached 
my discovery in a more noble spirit, had I risked the experiment while 
under the empire of generous or pious aspirations, all must have been 
otherwise, and from these agonies of death and birth I had come forth 
an angel instead of a fiend. The drug had no discriminating action ; 
it was neither diabolical nor divine J it but shook the doors of the prison- 
house of my disposition ; and, like the captives of Philippi, that which 
stood within ran forth. At that time my virtue slumbered ; my evil, 
kept awake by ambition, was alert and swift to seize tlie occasion ; 
and the thing that was projected was Edward Hyde. Hence, although 
I had now two characters as well as two appearances, one was wholly 
evil, and the other w’as still the old Henry Jekyll, that incongruous 
compound of whose reformation and improvement I had already 
learned to despair. The movement was thus wholly toward the worse. 

Even at that time, 1 had not yet conquered my aversion to the dryness 
of a life of study. I would still be merrily disposed at times ; and as 
my pleasures were (to say the least) undignified, and I was not only 
well known and highly considered, but growing towards the elderly 
man, this incoherency of my life was daily growing more unwelcome. 
It was on this side that my new power tempted me until I fell in slavery. 
I had but to drink the cup, to doff at once the body of the noted pro¬ 
fessor, and to assume, like a thick cloak, that of Edward Hyde. 1 
smiled at the notion; it seemed to me at the time to be humorous ; 
and I made my preparations with the most studious care. 1 took and 
furnished that house in Soho, to which Hyde was tracked by the police; 
and engaged as housekeeper a creature whom I well knew to be silent 
and imscrupulous. On the other side, 1 annoimced to my servants 
that a Mr. Hyde (whom I described) was to have full liberty and power 
about my house in the square ; and, to parry mishaps, I even called 
and made myself a familiar object, in my second character. I next 
drew up that will to which you $0 much objected ; so that if anything 
befell me in the person of Dr. Jekyll, I could enter on that of Edward 
Hyde without pecuniary loss. And thus fortified, as I supposed, on 
every side, I began to profit by the strange immunities of my position. 

Men have before hired bravos to transact their crimes, while their 
own person and reputation sat under shelter. I was the first that ever 
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did so for his pleasures. I was the first that could thus plod in the 
public eyes with a load of genial respectability, and in a moment, like 
a schoolboy, strip off these lendings and spring headlong into the sea 
of liberty. But for me, in my impenetrable mantle, the safety was 
complete. Think of it—I did not even exist! Let me but escape into 
my laboratory door, give me but a second or two to mix and swallow 
the draught that I had always standing ready; and, whatever he had 
done, Edward Hyde would pass away like the stain of breath upon a 
mirror; and there in his stead, quietly at home, trimming the mid¬ 
night lamp in his study, a man who could afford to laugh at suspicion, 
would be Henry Jekyll. 

The pleasures which I made haste to seek in my disguise were, as I 
have said, undignified ; I would scarce use a harder term. But in the 
hands of Edward Hyde, they soon began to turn towards the monstrous. 
When I would come back from these excursions, 1 was often plunged 
into a kind of wonder at my vicarious depravity. This familiar that 
1 called out of my own soul, and sent forth alone to do his good pleasure, 
was a being inherendy malign and villainous ; his every act and thought 
centred on self; drinking pleasure with bestial avidity from any degree 
of torture to another ; relendess like a man of stone. Henry Jekyll 
stood at times aghast before the acts of Edward Hyde ; but the situation 
was apart from ordinary laws, and insidiously relaxed the grasp of 
conscience. It was Hyde, after all, and Hyde alone, that was guilty. 
Jekyll was no worse; he woke again to his good qualities seemingly 
unimpaired ; he would even make haste, where it was possible, to 
undo the evU done by Hyde. And thus his conscience slumbered. 

Into the details of the infamy at which I thus connived (for even now 
I can scarce grant that I committed it) I have no design of entering ; I 
mean but to point out the warnings and the successive steps with which 
my chastisement approached. 1 met with one accident which, as it 
brought on no consequence, 1 shall no more than mention. An act 
of cruelty to a child aroused against me the anger of a passer-by, 
whom 1 recognised the other day in the person of your kinsman; the 
doctor and the child’s family joined him ; there were moments when I 
feared for my life ; and at last, in order to pacify their too just resent¬ 
ment, Edward Hyde had to bring them to the door, and pay them in a 
cheque drawn in the name of Henry Jekyll. But this danger was easily 
eliminated from the future, by opening an account at another bank in 
the name of Edward Hyde Itself; and when, by sloping my own 
hand backwards, 1 had supplied my doubt with a signature, I thought 
I sat beyond the reach of fate. 

Some two months before the murder of Sir Danvers, I had been out 
for one of my adventures, bad returned at a late hour, and woke the 
' next day in bed with somewhat odd sensations. It was in vain I looked 
about me ; in vain I saw the decent furniture and tall proportions of 
my room in the square; in vain that I recognised the pattern of the 
bed curtains and the design of the mahogany frame ; something still 
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kept insisting that I was not where I was, that I had not wakened where 
I seemed to be, but in the little room in Soho where I was accustomed 
to sleep in the body of Edward Hyde. I smiled to myself, and, in my 
psychological way, began lazily to inquire into the elements of this 
illusion, occasionally, even as I did so, dropping back into a comfortable 
morning doze. I was still so engaged when, in one of my more wake¬ 
ful moments, my eyes fell upon my hand. Now, the hand of Hcnr>’ 
Jekyll (as you have often remarked) was professional in shape and size ; 
it was large, firm, white and comely. But the hand which I now saw, 
clearly enough, in the yellow light of a mid-London morning, lying 
half shut on the bedclothes, was lean, corded, knuckly, of a dusky 
pallor, and thickly shaded with a swart growth of hair. It was the 
hand of Edward Hyde. 

I must have stared upon it for near half a minute, sunk as I was in 
the mere stupidity of wonder, before terror woke up in my breast as 
sudden and startling as the crash of cymbals ; and bounding from my 
bed, I rushed to the mirror. At-the sight that met my eyes, my blood 
was changed into something exquisitely thin and icy. Yes, I had gone 
to bed Henry Jekyll, I had awakened Edward Hyde. How was this to 
be explained? I asked myself; 'and then, with another bound of 
terror—how was it to be remedied ? It was well on in the morning; 
the servants were up ; all my drugs were in the cabinet—a long journey 
down two pair of stairs, through the back passage, across the open 
court and through the anatomical theatre, from where I was then 
standing horror-struck. It might indeed be possible to cover my face; 
but of what use W'as that, when I was unable to conceal the alteration 
in my stature ? And then, with an overpowering sweetness of relief, 
it came back upon my min d that the servants were already used to the 
coming and going of my second self. 1 had soon dressed, as well as I 
was able, in clothes of my own size : had soon passed through the 
house, where Bradshaw stared and drew back at seeing Mr. Hyde at 
such an hour and in such a strange array ; and ten minutes later. Dr. 
Jekyll had returned to his own shape, and was sitting down, with a 
darkened brow, to make a feint of brea^asting. 

Small indeed was my appetite. This inexplicable incident, this 
reversal of my previous experience, seemed, like the Babylonian finger 
on the wall, to be spelling out the letters of my judgment; and I began 
to reflect more seriously than ever before on the issues and possibilities 
of my double existence. That part of me which I had the power of 
projecting had lately been much exercised and nourished ; it had seemed 
to me of late as though the body of Edward Hyde had grown in stature, 
as though (when I wore that form) I were conscious of a more generous 
tide of blood; and I began to spy a danger that, if this were much 
prolonged, the balance of my nature might be pennanendy overthrown, 
the power of voluntary change be forfeited, and the character of Edward 
Hyde become irrevocably min e. The power of the drug had not been 
always equally displayed. Once, very early in my career, it had totally 
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failed me ; since then I had been obliged on more than one occasion 
to double, and once, with infinite risk of death, to treble the amount; 
and these rare uncertainties had cast hitherto the sole shadow on my 
contentment. Now, however, and in the light of that morning’s 
accident, I was led to remark that whereas, in the beginning, the 
difficulty had been to throw off the body of Jekyll, it had of late gradually 
but decidedly transferred itself to the other side. All things therefore 
seemed to point to this : that I was slowly losing hold of my original 
and better self, and becoming slowly incorporated with my second and 
worse. 

Beween these two, I now felt I had to choose. My two natures had 
memory in common, but all other faculties were most unequally shared 
between them. Jekyll (who was composite) now with the most sensitive 
apprehensions, now with a greedy gusto, projected and shared in the 
pleasures and adventures of Hyde ; but Hyde was indifferent to Jekyll, 
or but remembered him as the mountain bandit remembers the cavern 
in which he conceals himself from pursuit. Jekyll had more than a 
father’s interest; Hyde had more than a son’s indifference. To cast 
in my lot with Jekyll was to die to those appetites which I had long 
secretly indulged and had of late bc^n to pamper. To cast it in with 
Hyde was to die to a thousand interests and aspirations, and to be¬ 
come, at a blow and for ever, despised and friendless. The bargain 
might appear unequal; but there was still another consideration in the 
scales ; for while Jekyll would suffer smartingly in the fires of abstin¬ 
ence, Hyde would be not even conscious of all that he had lost. 
Strange as my circumstances were, the terms of this debate are as old 
and commonplace as man; much the same inducements and alarms 
cast the die for any tempted and trembling sinner ; and it fell out with 
me, as it falls with so vast a majority of my fellows, that I chose the 
better part, and was found wanting in the strength to keep to it. 

Yes, I preferred the elderly and discontented doctor, surrounded 
by friends, and cherishing honest hopes ; and bade a resolute farewell 
to the liberty, the comparative youth, the light step, leaping pulses and 
secret pleasures, that I had enjoyed in the disguise of Hyde. I made 
this choice perhaps with some unconscious reservation, for I neither 
gave up the house in Soho, nor destroyed the clothes of Edward Hyde, 
which still lay ready in my cabinet. For two months, however, I was 
true to my determination ; for two months I led a life of such severity 
ds I had never before attained to, and enjoyed the compensations of an 
approving conscience. But time began at last to obliterate the fmsh- 
ness of my alarm j the praises of conscience began to grow into a thing 
of course ; 1 began to be tortured with throes and longings, as of Hyde 
struggling after freedom ; and at last, in an hour of moral weakness, I 
once again compounded and swallowed the transforming draught. 

I do not suppose that when a drunkard reasons with himsdf upon 
his vi(%, he is once out of five hundred times affected by the dangers 
that he runs through his brutish physical insensibility ; neither bad I, 
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long as I haJ considered my position, made enough allowance for the 
complete moral insensibility and insensate readiness to evil, w'hich 
were the leading characters of Edward Hyde. Yet it was by these that 
I was punished. My devil had been long caged, he came out roaring. 

I was conscious, even when I took the draught, of a more unbridled, 
a more furious propensity to ill. It must have been this, I suppose, 
that stirred in my soul that tempest of impatience with which I listened 
to the civilities of my unhappy victim ; I declare at least, before God, 
no man morally sane could have been guilty of that crime upon so 
pitiful a provocation ; and that I struck in no more reasonable spirit 
than that in w-hich a sick child may break a plaything. But I had 
voluntarily stripped myself of all those balancing instincts by which 
even the worst of us continues to walk witli some degree of steadiness 
among temptations i and in my case, to be tempted, however slightly, 
was to fail. 

Instantly the spirit of hell aw'oke in me and raged. With a transport 
of glee, I mauled the unresisting body, tasting delight from every blow ; 
and it was not till weariness had begun to succeed that I was suddenly, 
in the top fit of my delirium, struck through the heart by a cold thrill 
of terror. A mist dispersed ; I saw my life to be forfeit; ^d fled 
from the scene of these excesses, at once glor>*ing and trembling, my 
lust of evil gratified and stimulated, my love of life screwed 10 the top¬ 
most peg. I ran to the house in Soho, and (to make assurance doubly 
sure) destroyed my papers ; thence I set out through the lamplit 
streets, in the same divided ecstasy of mind, gloating on my crime, 
light-headedly devising otliers in the future, and yet still hastening and 
still hearkening in my wake for the steps of the avenger. Hyde had a 
song upon his lips as he compounded the draught, and as he drank it 
pledged the dead man. The pangs of transformation had not done 
tearing him, before Henry Jekyll, with strewing tears of gratitude 
and remorse, had fallen upon his knees and lifted his clasped hands to 
God. The veil of self-indulgence was rent from head to foot. I saw 
nay life as a whole : I followed it up from the days of childhood, when 
I had walked with my father’s hand, and through the self-denying 
toils of my professional life, to arrive again and again, with the same 
sense of unreality, at the damned horrors of the evening. I could have 
screamed aloud; I sought with tears and prayers to smother dowm 
the crowd of hideous images and sounds with which my memory 
swarmed against me ; and still, between the petitions, the ugly face of 
my iniquity stared into my soul. As the acuteness of this remorse 
began to die away, it was succeeded by a sense of joy. The problem 
of my conduct was solved. Hyde was thenceforth impossible j whether 
I would or not, I was now confined to the better part of my existence ; 
and, oh, how I rejoiced to think it ! with what willing humihty 1 
embraced anew the restrictions of natural life! with what sincere 
renunciation 1 locked the door by which 1 had so often gone and 
come, and ground the key under my heel! 
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The nc.xt day came the news that the murder had been overlooked, 
that the guilt of Hyde was patent to the world, and that the victim was a 
man high in public estimation. It was not only a crime, it had been a 
tragic folly. I think I was glad to know it; I think I was glad to have 
my better impulses thus buttressed and guarded by the terrors of the 
scaffold. Jckyll w’as now my city of refuge ; let but Hyde peep out an 
instant, and the hands of all men would be raised to take and slay him. 

I resolved in my future conduct to redeem the past; and I can say 
with honesty that my resolve was fruitful of some good. You know 
yourself how earnestly in the last months of last year I laboured to re¬ 
lieve suffering; you know that much was done for others, and that 
the days passed quietly, almost happily for myself. Nor can I truly 
say that I wearied of this beneficent and innocent life ; I think instead 
that I daily enjoyed it more completely; but I was still cursed with 
my duality of purpose i and as the first edge of my penitence wore off, 
the lower side of me, so long indulged, so recently chained down, 
began to growl for licence. Not that I dreamed of resuscitating Hyde ; 
the bare idea of that would startle me to frenzy ; no, it was in my own 
person that I was once more tempted to trifle with my conscience; 
and it was as an ordinary secret sinner that I at last fell before the 
assaults of temptation. 

There comes an end to all things ; the most capacious measure is 
filled at last; and this brief condescension to my evil finally destroyed 
the balance of my soul. And yet 1 was not alarmed ; the fall seemed 
natural, like a return to the old days before I had made my discovery. 
It was a fine, clear January day, wet under foot where the frost had 
melted, but cloudless overhead ; and the Regent's Park was full of 
winter chirrupings and sweet wi^ spring odours. I sat in the sun on 
a bench ; the animal within me licking the chops of memory; the 
spiritual side a little drowsed, promising subsequent penitence, but 
not yet moved to begin. After all, I reflected I was like my neighbours; 
and then I smiled, comparing myself with other men, comparing my 
active goodwill with the lazy cruelty of their neglect. And at the very 
moment of that vainglorious thought, a qu alm came over me, a horrid 
nausea and the most deadly shuddering. These passed away, and left 
me faint; and then as in its turn the faintness subsided, I began to be 
aware of a change in the temper of my thoughts, a greater boldness, 
a contempt of dwger, a solution of the bonds of obligation. I looked 
down ; my clothes hung formlessly on my shrunken limbs; the hand 
that lay on my knee was corded and hairy. I was once more Edward 
Hyde. A moment before 1 had been safe of all men's respect, w ea lthy, 
beloved—the cloth laying for me in the dining-room at home; and 
now I was the common quarry of mankind, hunted, houseless, a Imown 
murderer, thrall to the gallows. 

My reason wavered, but it did not fail me utterly. I have more than 
once observed that, in my second character, my faculties seemed 
sharpened to a point and my spirits more tensely elastic; thus it came 
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about that, where Jekyll perhaps might have succumbed, Hyde rose to 
the importance of the moment. My drugs were in one of the presses 
of my cabinet: how w’as I to reach them ? That was the problem 
that (crushing my temples in my hands) I set myself to solve. The 
laboratory door I had closed. If I sought to enter by the house, my 
own servants would consign me to the gallows. I saw I must employ 
another hand, and thought of Lanyon. How was he to be reached ? 
how persuaded ? Supposing that I escaped capture in the streets, how 
was I to make my way into his presence ? and how should I, an unknown 
and displeasing visitor, prevail on tlie famous physician to rifle the 
study of his colleague. Dr. Jekyll ? Then I remembered that of my 
original character, one part remained to me : I could write my own 
hand ; and once I had conceived that kindling spark, the way that I 
must follow became lighted up from end to end. 

Thereupon, I arranged my clothes as best I could, and summoning 
a passing hansom, drove to an hotel in Portland Street, the name of 
which I chanced to remember. . At my appearance (which was in¬ 
deed comical enough, however tragic a fate these garments covered) 
the driver could not conceal his mirth. I gnashed my teeth upon 
him with a gust of devilish fury ; and the smile withered from his face 
—happily for him—yet more happily for myself, for in another instant 
1 had certainly dragged him from his perch. At the inn, as I entered, 
I looked about me with so black a countenance as made the attendants 
tremble; not a look did they exchange in my presence ; but obse¬ 
quiously took my orders, led me to a private room, and brought me 
wherewithal to write. Hyde in danger of his life was a creature new to 
me: shaken with inordinate anger, strung to the pitch of murder, 
lusting to inflict pain. Yet the creature was astute ; mastered his fury 
with a great effort of the will; composed his two important letters, one 
to Lanyon and one to Poole ; and, that he might receive actual evidence 
of their being posted, sent them out with directions that they should 
be registered. 

Thenceforward, he sat all day over the fire in the private room, 
gnawing his nails; there he dined, sitting alone with his fears, the 
waiter visibly quaihng before his eye ; and thence, when the night was 
fully come, he set forth in the comer of a closed cab, and was driven to 
and fro about the streets of the city. He, I say—I cannot say, I. 
That child of Hell had nothing human ; nothing lived in him but fear 
and ^tred. And when at last, thinking the driver had began to grow 
suspicious, he discharged the cab and ventured on foot, attired in his 
misfitting clothes, an object marked out for observation, into the midst 
of the nocturnal passengers, these two base passions raged within him 
like a tempest. He walked fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to 
himself, skulking through the less frequented thoroughfares, counting 
the minut^ that still divided him from midnight. Once a woman 
spoke to him, offering, I think , a box of lights. He smote her in the 
face, and she fled. 
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When I came lo niyselt at Lanyon’s> tlic horror of my old friend 
perhaps affected me somewhat: I do not know ; it was at least but a 
drop in the sea to the abhorrence with which I looked back upon these 
hours. A changed had come over me. It was no longer the fear of the 
gallows, it was the horror of being Hyde that racked me. I received 
Lanyon’s condemnation partly m a dream ; it was partly in a dream 
that I came home to my own house and got into bed. I slept after 
the prostration of tlie day, with a stringent and profound slumber 
which not even the nightmares that wrung me could avail to break. I 
awoke in the morning shaken, weakened, but refreshed. I still hated 
and feared the thought of the brute that slept within me, and I had not 
of course forgotten the appalling dangers of the day before ; but I was 
once more at home, in my own house and close to my drugs; and 
gratitude for my escape shone so strong in my soul that it almost 
rivalled the brightness of hope. 

I was stepping leisurely across ilie court after breakfast, drinking the 
chill of the air with pleasure, when I was seized again with those in¬ 
describable sensations that heralded the change ; and I had but the 
lime to gain the shelter of my cabinet, before I was once again raging 
and freezing with the passions of Hyde. It took on this occasion a 
double dose to recall me to myself; and, alas ! six hours after, as I sat 
looking sadly in the Arc, the pangs returned, and the drug had to be 
readminisiercd. In short, from that day forth it seemed only by a 
great effort as of gymnastics, and only under the immediate stimulation 
of the drug, that I was able to wear the countenance of Jekyll. At all 
hours of the day and night I would be taken with the premonitory 
shudder ; above all, if 1 slept, or even dozed for a moment in my 
chair, it was always as Hyde that I awakened. Under the strain of 
this continually impending doom and by the sleeplessness to which I 
now condemned myself, ay, even beyond what I had thought possible 
to man, I became, in my own person, a creature eaten up and emptied 
by fever, languidly weak both in mind and body, and solely occupied. 
by one thought: tlic horror of my other self. But when I slept, or 
when the virtue of the medicine wore off, I would leap almost without 
transition (for the pangs of transformation grew daily less marked) 
into the posfession of a fancy brimming with images of terror, a soul 
boiling with causeless hatreds, and a body that seemed not strong 
enough to contain the raging energies of life. The powers of Hyde 
seemed to have grown with the sicl^css of Jekyll. And certainly the 
hate that now divided them was equal on each side. With Jekyll, it 
was a thin g of vital instinct. He had now seen the full deformity of 
that creature that shared with him some of the phenomena of con¬ 
sciousness, and was co-heir with him to death : and beyond these links 
of community, which in themselves made the most poignant part of 
his distress, he thought of Hyde, for all his energy of life, as of some¬ 
thing not only hellish but inorganic. This w'as the shocking thing; that 
the sLime of the pit seemed to utter cries and voices ; that the amorphous 




























